George William Russell
AE

Articles

(o) [O) [O] (5] e oy




Articles
by Gearge William Russell

Fublished by Theosophy Forward
FHepublications of Hare Theosophical Texts

Scanned and proofread and made available for publication by
br. Jake Jagua

E-book produced by Rman Institute

Copyright @ Theasophy Forward 2012
All rights resenved.

ARTICLES

BY

GEORGE WILLIAM FUSSELL
(AE)

& Theosophy Forward




CONTENTS

How Theosophy Affects One's Viewy of Life
A 3Word upon the Objects of the T. 5.
The Secret of Fower

The Hour of Twilight

The Mask of Apollo

The Priestess of the Woods

A Tragedy in the Temple

Jdagrata, Svapna and Sushupti
Concentration

The Element Language

At the Dawn of Kali yuga

A Talk by the Euphrates

The Cave of Lilith

A Strange Aweakening

The Midnight Bloszam

The Meditation of Farvati

Comfort

The Aszcending Cycle

The Mystic Mights' Entertainment
The Story of a Star

n the Spur of the Moment
The Legends of Ancient Eire
Content

Yes, And Hope

Shadow and Substance
on AL G Judge's Passing
Self-Reliance

The Mountains

Wiorks and Days

The Childhood of Apallo
The Awakening of the Fires
{our Secret Ties

Friest or Hera?

The Age of the Spirit

A Thought Along the Road
The Fountains of Youth

A Poet of Shadows
Feligion and Love

The Hero in Man

The Meditation of Ananda
The Renewal of Youth

[=corTeTe] O ) [ [TTO°F) (WP




How Theosophy Affects One's View of Life

& Paper Head before the Dublin Ladge.

In asking wou to consider with me the influence of the system of
thought called Theosophy upon one's viewe of all the things
wihich are included in the term Life. | have to preface my
remarks by the confession that | have not extracted my ideas
from portly volumes, or indeed, engaged in any great research;
and | have further to ask you to believe that what vou will hear is
the most unbiased statement, as far as possible, on the
subjects which will necessarily come under notice.

The outlook of any individual mind is not a constant quantity; it is
to some extent determined by education, environment, and the
innate tendencies; but it is always subject to alteration; tis
constantly feeling the influence of subtle forces and
circumstances, and it changes with every fresh experience and
every newy sensation. Still these influences seldom evince their
presence by a great reversal of the mental attitude, and we are
best ahle to sense them by seeing how the actions of the
individual, which are very largely the voluntary or involuntary
expression of his standpoint, represent at different times
changes in that standpoint. Indeed, one's own experience will
supply plenty of material to wark upon; for, | dare say no ane will
inzist that his present attitude towards the rest of the universe is
identical with that of ten or five years ago, ar even one year. &
little examination will showy that the mental proceszes which
precede some definite action are altered in some important
manner from those of 1890, The guestion which is of
importance is to find out howy the change has come about, and
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whether one is to allow extraneous events to mast his mental
conclusions, or one is to become, through wisdom acouired by
effort, the conscious master of his destiny.

Theosophy has for its leading tenet the absolute unity in
eszence and carrelation of all life, whether visible, invisible,
material, intellectual, spiritual, and this affords at once a clue to
the consideration of the present subject; for, according to the
view which the individual thinker takes of the powers and
relations of the mind itself will be his view of the duties and
responsihilities which these powers and relations invalve; in
ather wards, Ethics or maral philosophy must be based upon
metaphysics. Mow, | wish to be as brief as possible in pointing
out the Theosophic view of the mind, and soul, and their powers
and relations; and were it not that it is necessary for the unity of
my remarks, | would take refuge in referring to the numerous
able, intellectual, and forcible expositions of this matter which
wou have heard in this room.

Theosophy, to put it as concisely as possible, accepts the
universe as "the unfalding of a Divine life, functioning in every
form of living and nonliving thing". Man is viewed as a compound
being, a spark of this divine universal spirit being clothed with the
body. The immartal indestructible part of man cansists of this
spark of universal spirit, its vehicle the human spirt, and the
mind or intellectual faculties. It uses as a dwelling the body, with
it= animal life, its passions and appetites, to which mankind is
s0 prone to attach tremendous importance. The connecting link
iz the mind, which, being full of agitation, strong, and obstinate,
senses all the material existence, is moved by the hopes and
fears, and the storm of existence. The lesson, ever insisted on
as having to be learnt, is that the lower part of man, the body,
and its attachments, have to be conguered and purified; and the

only way to teach it its true functions is by suffering; and when
this is done, we shall have got somewhere nearer the goal,
when we shall identify our consciousness with our true self, not
with the illusion. The powers of the mind to sense all existence,
and its relations towards the rest of our being as the connecting
link, bearing the contact with external things towards the soul,
and at times being the vehicle of the VWisdom which is one of the
attributes of that which has no attribute. | say, then, these
powyers and relations of the mind, which one finds everywhere
treated of in Theosophical literature, are the determining factors
in the formation of our Ethics. And since, from Socrates down,
wig are taught that self-knowledge is necessary for guidance of
ane's conduct, the knowledge of the mind and its capacities iz at
once shadowed forth as of immense value. It has at least three
elementary powers - vz, the power of knowing, the power of
feeling, and the power of acting. These powers, though
distinguishable, are not separahle; but rather when we
distinguish knowledge, feeling, and action, what we call by these
names will be found, when accurately examined, to be
cambinations of the three elements, differing only in respect to
the element which preponderates. Locke would have us
suppose thatwhen | say "l know", it means that an object is
inzerted into my consciousness as into a bag. But no hag could
produce the phenomenon of knowledge. To produce it reguires
the putting farth of an active power, which we call intelligence.
The knowledge of an ohject always produces in the mind some
ermaotion with regard to it; this emotion is normally pleasure.
Sometimes the difficuliies which beset the acquisition of
knmadedoge are so great and cause such dissatisfaction and pain
that the mind is termpted to banish them, together with the ohject
which excites them, from itz consciousness. Knowledge and
the emotions to which it gives rise induce those actions which
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are the rezult of the inherent activity of the mind stimulated by
therm. Thus we see that the antecedents of all action include
intelligence as an active power; and Ethics, more particularly
Theosophical Ethics, are seen to have practical value, and not
merely a speculative interest.

Having digressed thus far from my subject, the paoint to which |
proceed to address myself s, the working out on the individual
of the system of which | have tried to shadows forth the greater
truths. The first class | will deal with are the indifferent. To them,
Theosophy presents the widest possible field of, and reasaons
for, activity that can be desired. It showis that no action is without
itz direct permanent result, and that consequently the position of
the indifferent iz absolutely untenahle. Mo one who has studied
Theosophical literature can ever find there a justification for
mere |laissez-faire. It points out the enormous value of what we
call trifles, and the comparatively trifling walue of what the
indifferent wiould take most note. Theosophy abways insists on
action in some direction, preferably conscious, well-directed
action, with pure mative.

The Agnostic is, as itwere, Theosophy's special care. It shows
him at once the directions in which further, fuller, and greater
knowledge of every branch of science aor philosophy can be
gained. It says to him "pursue your previous method of inguiry,
and remember, taking nothing for granted, do not accept other's
autharity. Seek for knowledge; we can only point the way we
hawve ourselves gone. Investigate every nook and corner of your
mind, and learn hows to control it and your sense perceptions.
Then you will no longer mistrust your results as possibly
imperfect, but you will have attained to some closer contact with
Truth". To both the Agnostic and the indifferent, the study of
Theosophy will bring a consciousness of the respansibility

towards others, which is the basis of our universal brotherhood.
It will tend to remove the personal element which has hitherto
done so much to cloud and obscure one's investigations; and it
will gradually lead to the elimination of the anxiety as to results,
which will bring us (by the removal of remorse or approval) to
calmness of mind, inwhich condition great waork can be
achieved.

The appeal of theosophy to the scientific investigator is
practically identical with the last. [t will show him what so many
of his confreres are mare or less tacitly recognizing, that the
hopeless and soul-deadening belief of the Materialist (that all the
growyth of the race, the struggling toweards a higher life, the
aspirations towards virtue shall absolutely vanish, and leave no
trace), is a crushing mental burden which leads to absolute
negation; it will show the spiritual nature of man in perfect
consistence with the true theories, and as dependent on
fundamental laws and causes.

Coming from the region of unbelief to belief, to use these words
in their narrowest sense, let us consider what way Theosophy
will affect a believer in doctrines of some system of religious
thought. To take the ordinary Pratestant first, Theosophy is
apparently likely to fail on account of its taking away the
personality of the Deity, and the hahit of prayer: for to both of
these doctrines the earnest churchman is attached. But if it
does do =0, what does it substitute” It puts forward an
atonement, not an atonement of 1,861 years ago, but a daily
atonement to be carried out in each one's life, and having as
great an influence on one's fellows; it suggests the possibilities
are within each one of us, if we but seek the true path.

Alzo, and this is a small point, it removes the horrible canker of
church government, which ministers so powerfully to the idea of




separateness and persanality: and lastly, it offers, in place of
maouthing prayers to a God whom one is taught to fear ten times
to the once that love is insisted on, a union with that higher self
which, if pursued, brings peace, wisdom, an infinite
compassion, and an infinite love.

What has Theosophy to offer to the Foman Catholic? All that it
offers to the Protestant; with this addition, that not merely one
woman is exalted, but all womankind as being of the same
essence and spirit of all nature. It shows that there s no
superiority, but that by effart, by training, by aspiration, everyone,
hioth man and woman, shall be found worthy of being taken into
heaven, and joined again to the one source of life and being. It
showes the whole doctrine of saintliness and blessedness to
hawe a source in Truth, though overlaid and altered.

And what of the other sheep? What of that soulwhich, feeling
compelled by itz intuitions to recognise the essential divinity of
man, yet find no expressian in the churches which will fit into its
ernctional nature? What of him whom, for want of a better word,
| zhall call 3 Symbolist, who is always striving to express in
some form of art or thought, that divine energy which iz wisdom,
consciousness, and energy all in one? Does not Theosophy
afford the very best outlet for his soul force? Are not its ideas on
a level with, if not higher than, what his most sublime moments
of feeling can bring befare him? Surely if anyane can find peace
in itz bosom, the symhbalist, ever strugoling to express his sense
of the True, the Beautiful, which are, after all, but 2 second
reflection of the Higher mind, with its knowledge of the essence
of all life, can therein do his noblest work for Humanity in
campany with those who, having previously done all they could
for the race through a sense of duty arising from intuitions they
declined to recognise, have found in the doctrines of Theosophy

the broadest possible field for such wark, and the purest motive.

And nowy, changing from particular types, how do we look upon
Theosophy as a power in Ethics? \We find the elimination of the
selfizh instinct insisted upon as necessary for the progress of
the Ego through its material envelope to a full and complete
knowyledge of its higher self, we find the doctrine of Erotherhood
put forward in its noblest aspects; we find as a necessary
corollary that responsihility is increased and widened with an
accompanying sense of power to accept and carry on that
responsibility; with the growth of higher feeling within us comes
a sense of added strength; we learn gradually to work without
consideration or anxiety for results; we grow more tolerant of our
neighbor's shortcomings, and less so of our own; we find that by
disengaging ourselves from the objects of the senses; we
become indifferent to small troubles, and more free to assist our
neighbor when they press an him; with the knowledge of the
causes of present conditions lying in past action, and our
present actions going to be the causes of future conditions, we
place ourselves in a position to work to the full extent of our
powwers to set in motion such causes as will bring about the
happiest results for Humanity as a whole; we learn to look upon
death, not as the opening of the spiritual life, but as a release
from a weight which keeps under the spirtual life, which is
always with us, now as well as before hirth and after death; we
learn to sense the methods by which the universe works out its
destiny, we find every day growing stronger that sense of
immortality, of absolute union with the universal soul, which at
first merely manifested itself in strange feelings and emotions;
we find the clues to the control of our physical and mental
faculties, and are not surprised to discover the ten-thousand-fold
increase in value these faculties then bear; we put ourselves
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more and mare in harmaony with what we feel to be the source of
all Truth; we find ourselves gradually able to give expression to
those dumb feelings which we could not find words for, of its
grandeur and greatness; until finalky we come, after many
incarnations, after suffering, after despair sometimes, to a
knowledge which transcends all human knowledge, to a bliss
which is above our present ideas, to a peace which the world
cannot give, which surpasseth all understanding, and are then
ready to give up that bliss and peace, and to use that knowledge
for the divine compassion towards our fellows who are following.

But how are we to hope for this progress? What are we to do to
realize these ideas? Is it by wishing for it that this state will come
about? |z there no everyday way of getting fonward? These are
some aof the guestions which will nise naturally to the lips of any
here who are not thoroughly acquainted with Theasophical
ideas. And what have we to say in reply? Are we to confess
Theosophy is a doctrine anly for the learned, the cultured, the
wealthy? Are we to acknowledge that Christianity or Agnosticism
i= mare practical, easier for the men in the street to grasp? Are
wie to say that Theosophy is not a gospel for today™ Mo, a
thousand times nol If there is one result of a study of
Theoszaophy, it iz the gaining of Hope, a sure and certain Hope,
which soon becomes Trust, and later, knowdedge. | affirm maost
strongly that there is no one to whom Theosophy in some of its
myriad aspects does not appeal, and appeal strongly enough to
cause it to be the ruling passion of his existence. But | do also
affirm as strongly, that in Theosophy, as in all other things, what
are necessary are, pure mative and perseverance. It costs no
ane anything to spend an hour a day in meditation on some
aspect of life; in thinking of our eternal nature and striving to
place ourselves in rapport with our highest ideals of punty,

nahility, Truth. Then cannotwe get the idea of universal
brotherhood firmly fixed in our consciousness as an actual
reality to be attained, and always act upon that basis. To me, the
thought of the absolute unity of all life, affords as high an ideal for
putting into practical shape as my deficient development allows
me. Cannot we get this ideal or some other ideal =0 essential a
part of our thought that it colours all our feelings, emotions and
actions? Ve will then be daoing our part in the struggle. VWe will
not be of the Laodiceans, who were neither hot nor cold. Let us
try this: let us see whether it will have such an effect, and if we,
by our personal experience, have convinced ourselves of the
reality of this; let us progress further, and by further trial find out
the greater truths beyond. Reincarnation and Karma are
essentially doctrines for the poor and needy; mental and
physical. Intellectual subtleties are not needed in Theosophy; it
iz zpiritual perception, and who will dare say to the poor that they
hawve less of this than their fellows?

The aonly region where the "exclusiveness" argument can have
even a momentary hold iz with regard to Ccoultism. There iz in
most people's mind a distrust of anything secret. But remember;
helieve only in what your own test has shown you to be true; and
learn not to condemn those who have found some irresistible
impulze urging them forward to seek further. Besides, anyone
who is not clear in his motive in studying Occultism had better
pause before he pledges himself to anything, or undertakes that
the result of which he does not know even dimly.

And before passing from this digression, let me insist stronghy
once again on the fact that true progress will come only to those
who seek to attain it.

They whowould be something more
Than those who feast and laugh and die, will hear
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The voice of duty, as the note of war,
Merving their spirt to great enterprise,
And knitting every sinew for the charge.

Again, get rid of indolence, or itz synonym, indifference. The real
hereditary sin of human nature is indolence. Conguer that, and
wou will conguer the rest. We cannot afford to rest with what we
hawve done; we must keep moving on. In this, indeed, to stand
still is to go back - worse still, to keep others back.

In conclusion | may, perhaps, be permitted to give you a few
remarks as to the influence Theosophy has had upon myself. it
has furnished me with satisfactory reasons for living and
working, it has infused earnestness in that work which | prize as
ane of the valuable things of my life's experience . It has
ministered to that inmost sense of worship and aspiration which
all of us possess; it has shown me that by expanding one's
consciousness in that of the universe, one gains maore
knmaledoge and opportunity far helping an humanity;, and it has
pointed out where the materials for a scientific basis of ethics
can be found, and also what will be the outlines of the future
building; and finally it has shown that if the ohjects of our desires

he changed, and many things we held dear are no longer prized,

it i= owning simply to the acguirement of larger and fuller
interests.

fniasf Theosophist, September 15, 1894

A Word upon the Objects of the Theosophical
Society

1st: To form the nucleus of a Universal Brotherhood of Humanity,
without distinction of race, creed, sex, caste or color.

2nd: To promote the study of Aryan and other Eastern literatures,
religions, philosophies and sciences, and demonstrate the
importance of that study.

Jrd: To investigate unexplained laws of nature and the psychic
powers latent in man.

Started a little under a guarter of a century ago, in an age grown
cald with unbelief and deadened by inexplicable dogmas, the
Theosophical Society has found adherents numerous enough to
make it widely known, and enthusiastic enough to give it
momentum and make it a living force. The proclamation of its
triple ohjects - brotherhood, wisdom and power, acted like a
trumpet call, and many came forth to join it, emerging from other
conflicts; and out of silence and retirement came mary who had
growin hopeless butwho had still the old feeling at heart.

For the first object no explanation is necessary; but a waord or
two of comment upon the second and third may help to show
hiowy they do not weaken, by turning into other channels, the
intellectual energies and will, which might serve to carry out the
first. In these old philosophies of the East we find the stimulus to
brotherly action which might not be needed in an ideal state, but
which iz a help to the many, who, born into the world with 3
coldness of heart as their heritage, still wish to do their duty.
Mo out duty alters according to our conception of nature, and in
the East there has been put forward, by men whom we believe
to be the wise and great of the earth, a noble philosophy, 3




science of life itself, and this, not as a hypothesis, but as truth
which iz certain, truth which has been verified by eves which
see deeper than ours, and proclaimed by the voices of those
who have become the truth they speak of; for as Krishna
teaches Arjuna in the Dayanishvari:

"Cn this Path to whatever place one would go that place one's
zelf becomes!" The lastword of this wisdom is unity.
IUnderneath all phenomena and surviving all changes, a great
principle endures for ever. At the great white dawn of existence,
fram this principle stream spirit and primaordial matter; as they
flovy avwway further fraom their divine source, they become broken

up, the one life into countless lives, matter into countless farms,

which enshrine these lives; spirt involves itself into matter and
matter evolves, acted upon by this informing fire.

These lives wander on through many a cycle's ebb and flow, in
separation and sorrow, with sometimes the joy of a momentary
meeting.

Only by the recognition of that unity, which spiritually is theirs,
can they obtain freedom.

It i= true in the experience of the race that devotion of any life to
universal ends brings to that life a strange subtle richness and
strength; by our mood we fasten ourselves into the Eternal;
hence these historic utterances, declarations of permanence
and a spiritual state of consciousness, which have been the
foundation of all great religious movements. Christ says, "l and
my Father are one " "Before Abraham was | am." Paul says, "In
hirm we live and move and hawve our being "

Inthe zacred books of India it is the claim of many sages that
they have recognised "the ancient constant and eternal which
perishes not through the body be slain and there are not

wianting to-day men who speak of a similar expansion of their
consciousness, out of the gross and material, into more tender,
wise and beautiful states of thought and being. Tenmyson, in a
famous letter publizhed some time ago, mentioned that he had
at different times experienced such a mood, the idea of death
was laughable; itwas not thought, but a state; "the clearest of
the clearest, the surest of the surest." It would be easy to do on
multiplying instances.

Mo in a nature where unity underlies all differences, where soul
is bound to soul more than star to star; where if one falters ar
failz the order of all the rest is changed; the duty of any man whao
perceives this unity is clear, the call for brotherly action is
imperative, selfishness cannot any longer wear the mask of
wisdom, for isolation is folly and shuts us out from the eternal
werities.

The third object of the society defined as "the study of the
psychic powers latent in man® is pursued only by a portion of the
members; those who wish to understand more clearly the
wiorking of certain laws of nature and who wish to give
themselves up more completely ta that life in which they live and
move and have their being; and the oubward expression of the
occult life is also brotherhood.

Ivah Theosophist, Movember 15, 1892
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The Secret of Power

It i= not merely because it is extraordinary that | wish to tell you
this story. | think mere weirdness, grotesque or unusual
character, are not sufficient reasons for making public incidents
inwhich there is an element of the superhurman. The warld, in
spite of its desire to understand the nature of the occult is sick of
and refuses to listen to stories of apparitions which betray no
spirtual character or reveal no spiritual lawe. The incident here
related is burned into my mind and life, not because of its
dramatic intensity or personal character, but because it was a
rewvelation of the secret of power, a secret which the wise in
good and the wise in evil alike have knowiledge of.

Wy friend Felix was strangely disturbed; not only were his
material affairs unsettled, hut he was also passing through a
crisiz in his spiritual life. Two paths were open before him; on
one side lay the dazzling mystery of passion; on the other "the
small old path" held out its secret and spiritual allurements. | had
hope that he would choose the latter, and as |was keenly
interested in his decision. | invested the struggle going an in his
mind with something of universal significance, seeing in it a
symbaol of the strife bebween "light and darkness which are the
wiorld's eternal ways " He came in late one evening. | saw at
ance by the dim light that there was something strange in his
manner. | spake to him in enguiry; he answered me in a harsh
dry woice guite foreign to his usual manner.

"Ch, | am not going ta trouble myself any mare, Dwill et things
take their course." This seemed the one idea in his mind, the
ane thing he understood clearly was that things were to take

their own course; he failed to grasp the significance of any other
idea or itz relative importance. He answered "&ye, indeed," with
every appearance of interest and eagerness to some trivial
remark about the weather, and was guite unconcerned about
another and most important matter which should hawve
interested him deeply. | soon saw what had happened; his mind,
inwhich forces so evenly balanced, had fought so strenuously,
had become utterly wearied out and could work no longer. &
flash of aold intuition illumined it at last, - it was not wise to strive
with such hitterness over life - therefore he said to me in
memory of this intuition, "l am going to let things take their
course " & larger tribunal would decide; he had appealed unto
Caeszar. | sent him up to his room and tried to guiet his fever by
magnetization with some success. He fell asleep, and as | was
rather weary myself | retired soon after.

This was the vision of the night. It was surely in the room | was
Iving and on my bed, and vet space opened an every side with
pale, clear light. A slight wawering figure caught my eye, a figure
that swayed to and fro; [was struck with itz utter feebleness, yet
| understood it was its own will or some guality of its nature
which determined that palpitating movement towards the poles
hetween which it swung. VWhat were they? | hecame silent as
night and thought no mare.

Twio figures awful in their power opposed each other; the frail
being wavering between them could by putting out its arms have
touched therm baoth. It alone wavered, for they were silent,
resolute and knit in the conflict of will, they stirred not a hand nor
a foot, there was only a still guivering nows and then as of intenze
effort, but they made no other movement. Their heads were bent
fonwiard slightly, their arms folded, their bodies straight, rigid, and
inclined slightly backwards from each other like two spokes of a

[=corTmTe] O [ [ [T00°F) (WP




gigantic wheel. What were they, these figures? | knew not, and
vet gazing upon them, thought which took nowaords to clothe
itzelf mutely read their meaning. Here were the culminations of
the human, towering images of the good and evil man may
aspire to. | looked at the face of the evil adept. His bright
red-brown eyes burned with a strange radiance of power; | felt
an answering emotion of pride, of personal intoxication, of
psychic richness rise up within me gazing upon him. His face
was archetypal; the abstract passion which eluded me in the
features of many people | knew was here declared, exultant,
defiant, giantesque; it seem to leap like fire, to be free. In this
face | was close to the legendary past, to the hopeless warlds
where men were martyred by stony kings, where prayer was
hopeless, where pity was none. | traced a resemblance to many
af the great Destroyers in history whose features have been
preserved, Mapoleon, Ramses and a hundred others, named
and namelessz, the long line of those who were crowned and
sceptered in cruelty. His strength was in human weakness, |
saw this, for space and the hearts of men were bare before me.
Out of space there flowed to him a stream half invisible of red; it
nourished that rich radiant energy of passion; it flowed from men
as they walked and brooded in loneliness, or as they tossed in
sleep. | withdrews my gaze from this face which awoke in me a
lurid sense accompaniment, and turned it on the other.

An aura of pale soft blue was around this figure through which
gleamed an underlight as of universal gold. The vision was
already dim and departing, but | caught a glimpse of a face
godlike in itz calm, terrible in the beauty of a life we know only in
dreams, with strength which is the end of the hero's toil, which
belongs to the many times martyred soul, yet not far away not in
the past was its power, it was the might of life which exists

eternally. | understood howy easy it would hawve bheen for this one
to have ended the conflict, to have gained a material wictory by
itz powwer, but this would not have touched on or furthered its
spiritual ends. Only its real being had force to attract that real
being which was shrouded in the wavering figure. This truth the
adept of darkness knew also and therefore he intensified within
the sense of pride and passionate personality. Therefore they
stirred not a hand nor a foot while under the stimulus of their
presence culminated the good and evil in the life which had
appealed to a higher tribunal to decide. Then this figure wavering
between the two moved forward and touched with its hand the
=on of Light. All at once the scene and actors vanished, and the
eyve that saw them was closed, | was alone with darkness and a
hurricane of thoughts.

Strange and powerful figures! | knews your secret of strength, it is
anly to be, nature guickened by wour presence leaps up in
response. | knew no less the freedom of that human soul, far
your poweer anly revealed its unmanifest nature, it but
precipitated experience. | knew that although the gods and
COSMIC powers may war over us for ever, it is we alone declare
them victors ar vanguished.

Faor the rest the wvision of that night was prophetic, and the feet of
rmy friend are nowy et on that way which was the innermost
impulzse of his soul.

Insh Theosophist, May 15, 18593
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The Hour of Twilight

For the future we intend that at this hour the Mystic shall be at
home, less metaphysical and scientific than is his wont, but
more really himself. Itis customary at this hour, before the
lamps are brought in, to give way a little and dream, letting all the
tender fancies day suppresses rise up in out minds. Wherever it
is spent, whether in the dusky room or walking home through
the hlue evening, all things growr strangely softened and united;
the magic of the old world reappears. The commaonplace streets
take on zomething of the grand errand salemnity of starlit
avenues of Egyptian temples the public sguares in the mingled
glmey and gloom grows beautiful as the Indian grove where
Sakuntala wandered with her maidens; the children chase each
ather through the dusky shrubberies, as they flee past they look
at us with long remembered glances: lulled by the silence, we
forget a little while the hard edges of the material and remember
that we are spirits.

Mo is the hour for memaory, the time to call in and make more
securely our own all stray and beautiful ideas that visited us
during the day, and which might otherwise be forgotten. We
should draws them in from the region of things felt to the region of
things understood; in a focus burning with beauty and pure with
truth we should bind therm, for from the thoughts thus gathered
in something accrues to the consciousness; on the morrow a
change impalpable but real has taken place in our being, we see
heauty and truth through everything.

Iti= in like manner in Devachan, beteeen the darkness of earth
and the light of spirtual self-consciousness, that the Master in
each of us draws in and absorbs the rarest and best of

experiences, love, self-forgetfulness, aspiration, and out of these
distills the subtle essence of wisdom, so that he who struggles
in pain for his fellows, when he wakens again on earth is
endowwed with the tradition of that which we call self-sacrifice,
but which is in reality the proclamation of our own universal
nature. There are yet vaster correspondences, for so also we
are told, when the seven worlds are withdrawn, the great calm
Shepherd of the Ages draws his misty hordes together in the
glimmering twilights of eternity, and as they are penned within
the awful Fold, the rays long separate are bound into one, and
Iife, and joy, and beauty disappear, to emerge again after rest
unspeakable an the morning of a New Day.

o if the aim of the mystic be to fuse into one all moods made
separate by time, would nat the daily harvesting of wisdom
render unnecessary the long Devachanic years? Mo secaond
harvest could be reaped from fields where the sheaves are
already garmered. Thus disregarding the fruits of action, we
could wark like those who have made the Great Sacrifice, for
wham even Mirvana iz no resting place. Waorlds may awaken in
nebulous glory, pass through their phases of self-conscious
existence and sink again to sleep, but these tireless workers
cantinue their age-long task of help. Their motive we do not
knmay, but in some secret depth of our being we feel that there
could be nothing nobler, and thinking this we have devoted the
twilight hour to the understanding of their nature.

There are dreams which may be history or may be allegory.
There is in them nothing grotesgue, nothing which could mar the
feeling of authenticity, the sense of the actual occurrence of the
dream incident. The faces and figures perceived have the light
shade and expression which seems quite proper to the wonder
warld in which the eye of the inner man has vision; and yet the
story mayhe read as a parable of spiritual truth like some myth




of ancient scripture. Long ago | had may such dreams, and
having lately become a student of such things, | have felt an
interest in recalling the more curious and memorable of these
early vision.

The nebulous mid-region between waking and unconsciousness
was the haunt of many strange figures, reflections perhaps from
that true life led during sleep by the immortal man. Among these
figures two awnoke the strangest feelings of interest. One was an
old man with long grey hair and beard, whose grey-blue eyes
had an expression of secret and inscrutable wisdom, | felt an
instinctive reverence for this figure, so expressive of spiritual
nobility, and it became associated in my mind with all aspiration
and rmystical thought.

The other figure was that of a young girl. These two appeared
again and again in my visions; the old man akways as instructor,
the girl always as companion. | have here written down one of
these adventures, leaving it to the reader to judge whether it is
purely symbaolical, or whether the incidents related actually took
place, and were out-realized from latency by the power of the
Master within.

With the girl as my companion | left an inland valley and walked
towards the sea. Itwas evening when we reached it and the tide
was far out. The sands glimmered away for miles on each side
af us; we walked oubwards through the dim caloured teilight, |
was silent; a strange ecstasy slowly took possession of me, as
if drop by drop an unutterable life was falling within; the fever
grews intense, then unbearahle as it communicated itself to the
biody; with a wild cry | began to spin about, whirling round and
round in ever increasing delirium; Some secretness was in the
air; Iwas called farth by the powers of invisible nature and in a
swioon | fell. | rose again with sudden memary, but my body was

Iving upon the sands; with a curious indifference | saw that the
tide was on the turn and the child was unable to remove the
inzensible form beyond its reach; | saw her sit down beside it
and place the head upon her lap; she sat there guiethy waiting,
wihile all about her little by little the wave of the Indian sea began
to ripple imwvards, and overhead the early stars hegan softhy to
Ol

After this | forgot completely the child and the peril of the waters,
| began to be conscious of the presence of a new world. All
around me currents were flowing, in whose waves dance
innumerable lives, diaphanous forms glided about, a nebulous
sparkle was evernywhere apparent; faces as of men in dreams
glimmered on me, or unconsciously their forms drifted past, and
nowe and then a face looked sternly upon me with a gquestioning
glance. lwas not to remain long in this misty region, again | felt
the internal impulse and internally

| wias transzlated into a sphere of maore pervading beauty and
light; and here with more majesty and clearness than | had
observed before was the old man of my dreams.

| had though of him as old but there was an indescribable yvouth
pervading the face with its ancient beauty, and then | knew it
was nether age nor youth, itwas eternalness. The calm light of
thought played owver features clear cut as a statue's, and an
inner luminousness shone through the rose of his face and his
silver hair.

There were others about but of them | had no distinct wision.

He said, "fou who have lived and wandered through our own
peculiar valleys look backwards now and learn the alchemy of
thought." He touched me with his hand and | became aware of
the power of these strange beings. | felt how they had waited in
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patience, how they had warked and willed in silence; from them
as from a fountain went forth peace; to them as to the stars rose
up unconsciously the aspirations of men, the dumb animal
cravings, the tendrils of the flovwers. | saw howe in the valley
where | [ved, where naught had hindered, their presence had
drawn forth in lu=uriance all dirm and hidden beauty; a rarer and
pure atmosphere recalled the radiant life of men in the golden
dawn of the earth.

With wider vision | saw how far withdrawn from strife they had
stilled the tumults of nations; | saw how hearing far within the
voices, spirtual, remote, which called, the mighty princes of the
earth descended from their thrones becoming greater than
princes; under this silent influence the terrible chieftains flung
open the doors of their dungeons that they themselses might
become free, and all these joined in that hymn which the
guietude of earth makes to sound in the ears of the gods.
Owerpowered | turned round; the eves of light were fixed upon
me.

"Do you now understand?

"I do not understand,” | replied. | see that the light and the bheauty
and the power that enters the darkness of the world come from
these high regions; but | do not know howe the light enters, no
how beauty is baorn, | do not know the secret of power "

"“You must become as one of us," he answered.

| howed rmy head until it touched his breast; | felt my life was
being drawn from me, but before consciousness utterly
departed and was swallowed up in that larger life, | learned
something of the secret of their being; | lived within the minds of
men, but their thoughts were not my thoughts; | hung like a
crown over everything, wvet age was no nearer than childhood to

the grasp of my sceptre and sarrow was far away when it wept
for my going, and very far was joy when it woke at ey light; yet |
was the lure that led them on; was at the end of all ways, and |
was also in the sweet vaice that cried "return;” and | had learned
howy spiritual life is one in all things, when infinite vistas and
greater depths received me, and | went into that darkness out of
which no memaory can ever return.

frish Theosophist, February 15, March 15, 1893




The Mask of Apollo

A tradition rises up within me of quiet, un-rumoured years, ages
hefore the demigods and heroes toiled at the making of Greece,
long ages before the building of the temples and sparkling
palaces of her day of glory. The land was pastoral; all over its
woods hung stillness as of dawn and of un-awakened beauty
deep-breathing in rest. Here and there little villages sent up their
smoke and a drearmy people moved about; they grews up, toiled
a little at their fields, followed their sheep and goats, they
wedded and grey age overtook them, but they never ceased to
bie children. They worshiped the gods with ancient rites in little
wooden temples and knew many things which were forgotten in
later vears.

Mear one of these shrines lived a priest, an old man whose
simple and reverend nature made him loved by all around. To
hirm, sitting one summer evening before his hut came a stranger
whorm he invited to share his meal. The stranger sat down and
began to tell him many wonderful things, stories of the magic of
the sun and of the bright beings who moved at the gates of the
day. The ald priest grews drowsy in the warm sunlight and fell
asleep. Then the stranger who was Apollo arose and in the
guise of the old priest entered the little temple, and the people
came in unto him one after the other.

Agathon, the hushand-man: "Father, as | bend over the fields or
fasten up the vines, | sometimes remember how you said that
the gods can be worshiped by doing these things as by
sacrifice. How iz it, father, that the pouring of cool water over
roots, or training up the branches can nourish Zeus’ How can

the sacrifice appear hefore his throne when it is not carried up in
the fire and wapour?"

Apollo; "Agathon, the father omnipotent does not live anly in the
aether. He runs invisibly within the sun and stars, and as they
wehirl round and round, they break out into woods and flowers
and streams, and the winds are shaken away from them like
leaves from off the roses. Great, strange and bright, he busies
himself within, and at the end of time his light shall shine through
and men shall zee it, moving in a waorld of flame.

Think then, as you bend over your fields, of what you nourish
and what rizes up within them. Know that every flower as it
droops in the guiet of the woodland feels within and far away the
approach of an unutterable life and is glad; they reflect that life
even as the little pools take up the light of the stars. Agathon,
Agathon, Zeus is no greater in the aether than he is in the leaf of
grass, and the hymns of men are no sweeter to him than a little
wiater poured over one of his flowers "

Arathon the hushand-man went away and bent tenderly over his
fruits and vines, and he loved each one of them moare than
hefare, and he grew wise in many things as he watched them
and he was happy working for the gods.

Then spake Damaon the shepherd, "Father, while the flocks are
browsing dreams rise up within me; they make the heart zick
with longing; the forests vanish, | hear no maore the lamb's bleat
ar the rustling of the fleeces; voices from a thousand depths call
me, they whisper, they heseech me, shadows lovelier than
earth's children utter music, not far me though | faint while |
listen. Father, why do | hear the things others hear not, voices
calling to unknown hunters of wide fields, or to herdsmen,
shepherds of the starry flocks"Y




Apollo answered, "Damaon, a song stole from the silence while
the gods were not yet, and a thousand ages passed ere they
came, called forth by the music, and a thousand ages they
listened then joined in the song; then began the worlds to
glimmer shadowy about them and bright beings to how before
them. These, their children, began in their turn to sing the song
that calls forth and awakens life. He is master of all things who
has learned their music. Damaon, heed not the shadows, but the
voices, the voices have a message to thee from beyond the
gods. Learn their song and sing it over again to the people until
their hearts too are sick with longing and they can hear the song
within themseles. Oh, my son, | see far off how the nations
shall join in it as in a chorus, and hearing it the rushing planets
shall cease from their speed and be steadfast, men shall hold
starry sway." The face of the god shone through the face of the
old man, and filled with awe, it was so full of secretness. Darmon
the herdsman passed from his presence and a strange fire was
kindled in his heart. Then the two lovers, Dion and Meaera,
came in and stood befare Apalla.

Dion spake, "Father, you who are so wise can tell us what love
i, 50 that we shall never miss it. Qld Tithonius nods his grey
head at us as we pass; he says, 'only with the changeless gods
has love endurance, for men the loving time is short and its
sweetness is soon over.™

Meaera added. "But it is not true, father, for his drowsy eyves light
when he remmembers the old days, when he was happy and
aroud in love as we are "

Apolla: "My children, Lwill tell you the legend how love came into
the warld and how it may endure. Itwas on high Olympus the
gods held council at the making of man; each had brought a gift,
they gave to man something of their mam nature. Aphrodite, the

loveliest and sweetest, paused and was about to add a new
grace to his person, but Eros cried, "let them not be so lovely
without, let them be lovelier within, Put you own soul in, O
mother.”

The mighty mother =smiled, and =o it was; and now whenever
love is like hers, which asks not return but shines an all because
it must, within that love Aphrodite dwells and it becomes
immortal by her presence "

Then Dion and Meaera went out, and as they walked
homewards through the forest, purple and vapaorous in the
evening light, they drew closer together; and Dion looking into
her eyes saw there a newy gleam, violet, magical, shining, there
was the presence of Aphrodite, there was her shrine.

Then came in unto Apollo the twio grandchildren of old
Thithonius and they cried, "See the flowers we have brought
you, we gathered them for you down in the valley where they
grows best" Then &pollo said, "“What wisdom shall we give to
children that they may remember? Cur most beautiful for therm!
Az he stood and looked at them the mask of age and
secretness vanished, he stood before them radiant in light; they
laughed in joy at his beauty; he bent down and kissed them each
upon the forehead then faded away into the light which was his
home. As the sun sank down amid the blue hills the old priest
awake with a sigh and cried out, "Oh that we could talk wisely as
we do in our dreams "

frish Theosophist, April 15, 1893
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The Priestess of the Woods

Here iz a legend whispered to me, the land or time | cannot tell,
it may hawve been in the old Atlantean days. There were vast
woods and a young priestess ruled them; she presided at the
festivals and sacrificed at the altar for the people, interceding
with the spints of fire, water air and earth, that the harvest might
not be burned up, nor drenched with the floods, nar town by
storms and that the blight might not fall upon it, which things the
elemental spiritz zometimes brought about. This woodland
sovereignty was her heritage from her father who was a mighty
magician before her. Around her young days floated the faery
presences; she knews them as other children know the flowers
hiaving neither fear nor wonder for them. She saw deeper things
alzo; as a little child, wrapped up in her bearskin, she watched
with awe her father engaged in mystic ntes; when around him
the airy legions gathered from the populous elements, the spirits
he ruled and the spirits he bowed down before: fleeting nebulous
things white as foam coming forth from the great deep who fled
awiay at the waving of his hand; and rarer the great sons of fire,
bright and transparent as glass, who though near seemed et
far away and were still and swift as the figures that glance in a
crystal. So the child grews up full of mystery; her thoughts were
not the thoughts of the people about her, nor their affections her
affections. It seemed as if the elf-things or beings carved by the
thought of the magician, pushed aside by his strong will and
falling away from him, entering into the child became part of her,
linking her to the elemental beings whao live in the star-soul that
glowes within the earth. Her father told her such things as she
asked, but he died while she was vet yvoung and she knew not

hiz aim, what man is, orwhat is his destiny;, but she knew the
wiays of every order of spirit that goes about clad in a form, how
some were to be dreaded and some to be loved, By reason of
this knowledge she succeeded as priestess to the shrine, and
hield the sway of beauty and youth, of wisdom and mystery over
the people dwelling in the woods.

It wias the evening of the autumn festival, the open grassy space
hefore the altar was crowded with figures, hunters with their
feathered heads; shepherds, those whao toil in the fields, the ald
and hoary were gathered around.

The young priestess stood up before them; she was pale from
wigil, and the sunlight coming through the misty evening air fell
upan her swaying arms and her dress with itz curious
embroidery of peacock's feathers; the dark hollows of her eyes
wiere alight and as she spoke inspiration came to her; her voice
rose and fell, commanding, warning, whispering, beseeching; its
strange rich music flooded the woods and pierced through and
through with awe the hearts of those who listened. She spoke of
the mysteries of that unseen nature; how man is watched and
ringed round with hosts who war upon him, who wither up his
Jows by their breath; she spoke of the gnomes who rise up in the
woodland paths with damp arms grasping from their earthy bed.

"Dreadful" she said "are the elementals who live in the hidden
waters: they rule the dreaming heart: their curze is
forgetfulness; they lull man to fatal rest, with drowsy fingers
feeling to put out his fire of life. But the maost of all, dread the
powers that move in air; their nature is desire unguenchable;
their destiny is - never to be fulfilled - never to be at peace: they
roam hither and thither like the winds they guide; they usurp
dominion over the passionate and tender soul, but they love not
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in aur way, where they dwell the heart is 2 madness and the feet
are filled with a hurrying fever, and night has no sleep and day
holds no joy in its sunlit cup.

Listen not to their whisper; they wither and burn up the body with
their fire; the beauty they offer is smitten through and through
with unappeasable anguish " She paused for a moment; here
terrible breath had hardly ceased to thrill them, when another
volce was heard singing; its note was gay and triumphant, it
broke the spell of fear upon the people,

| never heed by waste or wood
The cry of fay or faery thing
Who tell of their owen solitude;
Above them all mry soul is king.

The royal robe as king | wear
Trailz all along the fields of light;
It= silent blue and silver bear

For gems the starry dust of night.

The breath of joy unceasingly
YWiaves to and fro its fold star-lit,
And far beyond earth's misery

| live and breathe the joy of it.

The priestess advanced from the altar, her eyes sought far the
singer; when she came to the centre of the opening she pauszed
and waited silently. Almost immediately a young man carrying a
small lyre stepped out of the crowid and stood befare her; he did
not seem older than the priestess; he stood uncancerned
though her dark eyes blazed at the intrusion; he met her gaze
fearlessly; his eyes looked into hers - in this way all proud spirits
do hattle. Her eves were hlack with almost a purple tinge, eyes

that had looked into the dark ways of nature; his were bronze,
and a galden tinge, a mystic opulence of vitality seemed to
dance in their depths; they dazzled the young priestess with the
secrecy of oy, her eyes fell for a moment. He turned round and
cried out, "our priestess speaks but half truths, her eyes have
seen but her heart does not know,

Life is not terrible but is full of joy. Listen to me. | passed by while
she spake, and | saw that a fear lay upon every man, and you
shivered thinking of your homeward path, fearful as rabhits of
the unseen things, and forgetful how wou have laughed at death
facing the monsters who crush down the forests. Do you not
knmey that wou are greater than all these spirits before who you
howy in dread; your life springs from a deeper source. Answer
me, priestess, where go the fire-spints when winter seizes the
world?"

“Into the Fire-King they go, they dream in his heart." She half
chanted, the passion of her speech not yet fallen away from her.
"And where go the fires of men when they despair"? She was
silent; then he continued half in scorn, "™Your priestess is the
priestess of ghouls and fays rather than a priestess of men; her
wisdom iz not for you; the spirits that haunt the elements are
hostile because they see you full of fear; do not dread therm and
their hatred will wanizh. The great heart of the earth is full of
laughter; do not put yourselves apart fram its joy, for its soul is
wour soul and its joy is your true being

He turned and passed through the crowd; the priestess made a
motion as if she would have stayed him, then she drew herself
up proudly and refrained. They heard his voice again singing as
he passed into the darkening woods,




The =spirits to the fire-king throng
Each in the winter of his day:
And allwho listen to their song
Follow thern after in that wiay.

They seek the heart-hold of the king,

They build within his halls of fire,

Their dreams flash like the peacock's wing,
They glows with sun-hues of desire.

| follow in no faery ways,

| heed no voice of fay or elf,

| in the winter of my days

Fest in the high ancestral self.

The rites interrupted by the stranger did not continue much
longer; the priestess concluded her words of warning, she did
not try to remove the impression created by the poet's song, she
only said, "His wisdom may be truer. It is more beautiful than the
knowledge we inherit."

The days passed on; autumn died into winter, spring came
again and summer, and the seasons which brought change to
the earth brought change to the young priestess. She sought no
longer to hold sway over the elemental tribes, and her empire
over them departed: the song of the poet rang for ever in her
gars; itz proud assertion of kingship and joy in the radiance of a
deeper life haunted her like truth; but such a life seemed
unattainable by her and a deep sadness rested in her heart. The
wood-people often saw her sitting in the evening where the
sunlight fell along the pool, waving slowly its azure and
amethyst, sparkling and flashing in crystal and gold, melting as if
a phantom Bird of Paradise were fading away; her dark head
was bowed in melancholy and all the great beauty flamed and

died away unheeded. After a time she rose up and moved about,
she spoke maore frequently to the people who had not dared to
guestion her, she grew into a more human softness, they feared
her less and loved her more; but she ceased not from her
passionate vigils and her step faltered and her cheek paled, and
her eager spirit took flight when the diamond glow of winter
broke out over the world. The poet came again in the summer;
they told him of the change they could not understand, but he
fathomed the depths of this wild nature, and half in gladness,
half in sorrow, he carved an epitaph over her tomb near the altar,

YWhere is the priestess of this shrine,
And by what place does she adore’
The woodland haunt below the pine
Mow hears her whisper nevermore.

Ahwrapped in her own beauty now

She dreams a dream that shall not cease;
Friestess, to her own soul to bow

Iz hers in everlasting peace.

fah Theosophist, July 15, 1893




A Tragedy in the Temple

| have often thought with sadness over the fate of that comrade.
That =0 ardent and heroic a spirit, =0 much chivalry and
generosity should meet such a harrible fate, has often made me
wionder if there is any purpose in this tangled being of ours; |
have hated life and the gods as | thought of it. What brought him
out of those great deserts where his youth was spent, where his
soul grews vast knowing only of two changes, the blaze of day
and night the purifier, blue, mysterious, ecstatic with starry being
Were not these enough for him? Could the fire of the altar
inspire mare? Could he be initiated deeper in the chambers of
the termple than in those great and lonely places where God and
mman are alone togethery This was my doing; resting in his tent
when | crossed the desert, | had spoken to him of that old
wisdom which the priests of the inner temple keep and hand
down from one to the other; | blews to flame the mystic fire which
already smouldered within him, and filled with the vast ambition
of God, he left his tribe and entered the priesthood as neophyte
inthe Temple of Isthar, below Ninewvah.

| had sometimes to journey thither bearing messages from our
high priest, and so as time passed my friendship with Asur grew
deep. That last evening when | sat with him on the terrace that
roofed the temple, he was more silent than | had knowin bim
hefare to be; we had generally =o many things to speak of, for
he tald me all his dreams, such vague titanic impulses as the
soul has in the fresh first yvears of itz awakening, when no
experience hinders with memary its flights of aspiration, and no
anguish has made it wise. But that evening there was, | thought,
something missing; a curious feverishness seemed to have

replaced the cool and hardy purity of manner which was natural
to him; his eves had a strange glow, fitful and eager; | saw by
the starlight how restless his fingers were, they interbwined,
twisted, and writhed in and out.

We sat long in the rich night together; then he drew nearer to me
and leaned his head near my shoulder; he began to whisper
incoherently a wild and passionate tale; the man's soul was
being tempted.

"Brother" he said, "l am haunted by a vision, by a child of the
stars as lovely as |sthar's self; she visits my dreaming hours,
she dazzles me with strange graces, she bewilders with
unspeakahble longing. Sometime, | knowe, | must go to her,
though | perish. When | see her | farget all else and | hawve will to
resist no longer. The wast and lonely inspiration of the desert
departs from my thought, she and the jewel-light she lives in blot
it out. The thought of her thrills me like fire. Brother give me help,
ere | go mad or die; she draws me away from earth and | shall
end my days amid strange things, a starry desting amid starry
races."

l'was not then wise in these things, | did not know the terrible
dangers that lurk in the hidden ways in which the soul travels.
“This" | said" is some delusion. You have brooded over a fancy
until it has become living; you have filled your creation with your
vy passion and it lingers and tempts you, even if itwere real, it
i= folly to think of it, we must close our hearts to passion if we
wiould attain the power and wisdorm of Gods "

He shoak his head, | could not realize aor understand him.
Ferhaps if | had known all and could have warned him, it would
hawe been in vain; perhaps the soul must work out its own
purification in experience and learn truth and wisdom through
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being. Once more he became silent and restless. | had to bid
him farewell as | was to depart on the maorrovy, but he was
present in my thoughts and | could not sleep hecause of him; |
felt oppressed with the weight of some doom about to fall. To
escape from this feeling | rose in adoration to Hea; | tried to enter
into the light of that Wisdom; a sudden heart-throb of warning
drenws me back; | thought of Asur instinctively, and thinking of him
his image flashed on me. He moved as if in trance through the
glassy waves of those cosmic waters which everavhere |ave
and permeate the waorlds, and inwhich our earth is but a
subagueous mound. His head was bowed, his form dilated to
heroic stature, as if he conceived of himself as some great thing
ar as moving to some high destiny, and this shadow which was
the house of his dreaming soul grews brilliant with the passionate
hues of his thought, some power beyond him drews him farth. |
felt the fever and heat of this inner sphere like a delinous breath
blows fiercely about me; there was a phosphorescence of hot
and lurid calours. The form of Asur moved towards a light
streaming fram a grotto, | could see within it burning gigantic
flowers. On one, as on a throne, a figure of weird and wonderful
heauty was seated. |was thrilled with a dreadful harrar, |
thought of the race of Liliths, and some long forgotten and tragic
legends rose up in my memaory of these beings whose soul is
bt a single and terrible passion; whose love too fierce for
feebler lives to endure, brings death or madness to men. | tried
to warn, to awaken him from the spell; ey will-call aroused him;
he turned, recognized me and hesitated; then this figure that
lured him rose to her full height; | saw her in all her plume of a
peacock, itwas spotted with gold and green and citron dyes,
she raized her arms upwards, her robe, semi-transparent,
purple and starred over with a jewel lustre, fell in vaporous folds
to her feet like the drift over a waterfall. She turned her head

with a sudden bird-like movement, her strange eves looked into
mine with a prolonged and snaky glance; | saw her move her
arms hither and thither, and the waves of this inner ocean began
to darken and gather abhout me, to ripple thraugh me with
feverish maotion. | fell into a swoon and remembered nothing
maore.

| was awakened before dawn, those with whom | was to cross
the desertwere about to start and | could remain no longer. |
wirote hurriedly to Asur a message full of warning and entreaty
and set out on rmy return journey full of evil forebodings. Some
months after | had again to visit the temple; it was evening when
| arrived; after | had delivered the message with which | was
charged, | asked for Asur. The priest to whom | spoke did not
answer me. He led me in silence up to the terrace that
overlooked the desolate eastern desert. The moon was looming
white upon the verge, the world was trembling with heat, the
winged bulls along the walls shone with a dull glows through the
sultry air. The priest pointed to the far end of the terrace. A figure
was seated looking out over the desert, his robes were
motionless as if their wrinkles were carved of stone, his hands
lay on his knees, 'walked up to him; | called his name; he did not
stir. | came nearer and put my face close to his, itwas as white
as the moon, his eyes anly reflected the light. | turned away fram
hirm sick to the very heart.

fnish Theosophist, Septamber 15, 1893
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Jagrata, Svapna and Sushupt

While the philozophical concepts of ancient India, concerning
religion and cosmaogaony, are to some extent familiar and
appreciated in these countries, its psychology, intimately related
with its religion and metaphysics, is comparatively unknown. In
Europe the greatest intellects have heen occupied by
speculations upon the laws and aspects of physical nature,
while the more spiritual Hindus were absorbed in investigations
as to the nature of life itself, by continual aspiration, devotion,
introspection and self-analysis, they had acquired wast
knowdedge of the states of consciousness possible for man to
enter upon; they had laid bare the anatomy of the mind, and
described the many states that lay between the normal waking
condition of man, and the final state of spirtual freedom and
unity with ERAHMA, which it was the aim alike of religion and
science to bring about. Most interesting among their ideas, was
their analysis of the states of consciousness upon which we
enter during sleep. Foughly speaking, they may be divided into
twio, which together with the waking state, make a trinity of
states through which every person passes, whether he be

aware of it or not. These states are known as: - Jagrata, waking;

Svapna, dreaming, and Sushupti, deep sleep. The English
equivalents of these wards give no idea of the states. Passing
out of Jagrata, the Indians held that, beyond the chaotic
harderland, we entered, in Svapna and Sushupti, upon real
states of being. Sushupti, the highest, was accounted a spiritual
state; here the soul touches waster centres in the great life and
has communion with celestial intelligences. The unification of
these states into one is one of the results of Haja-Yoga; in this

state the chela keeps memory of what occurred while his
consciousness was in the planes of Svapna and Sushupt.
Entrance upon these states should not | think be understood as
meaning that the mind has deserted its fleshly tabernacle in
search of such experience. Departure from the physical form is
no mare necessary for this than for clairvoyance, but a transfer
of the consciousness in us from one plane to anaother is
necessary.

Mo as we generate Karma in the dreaming and deep sleep
states which may either help ar hinder the soul in its evalution, it
i= a matter of importance that we should take steps to promaote
the unification of these states, so that the knowledoge and
wisdom of any one state may be used to perfect the others. Our
thoughts and actions in the waking state react upan the
dreaming and deep sleep, and our experiences in the latter
influence us in the waking state by suggestion and other means.
The reason we do not remember what occurs in Svapna and
Sushupti is because the astral matter which normally surrounds
the thinking principle iz not subtle enough to register in its
fullness the experience of any one upon the more spiritual
planes of consciousness. To increase the responsiveness upon
the maore spiritual planes of consciousness. Tao increase the
responsiveness of this subtle matter we have to practice
concentration, and so heighten the vibrations, or in other words
to evolve or perfect the astral principle. Maodern science is
rapidly coming to the conclusion that the differences perceived
in ohjects around us, are not differences in substance, but
differences of wibration in one substance. Take a copper wirg;
pass electrical currents through it, gradually increasing their
intensity, and phenomena of sound, heat and light will be
manifest, the prismatic colors appearing one after the other.




Similarly by an increased intensity in the performance of every
action, the consciousness is gradually transferred from the
lovwer to the higher planes. In order to give a point, or to direct
the evolving faculties into their proper channel, continual
aspiration is necessary. Take some idea - the spiritual unity of
all things, for example - something which can only be realized by
our complete absorption in spiritual nature; let every action be
performed in the light of this idea, let it be the subject of reverent
thought. If this is persisted in, we will gradually begin to become
conscious upon the higher planes, the force of concentration
carrying the mind beyond the waking into Svapna and Sushupt.
The period between retinng to rest and awakening, formerly a
blank, will begin to be spotted with bright lights of
consciousness, or, as we walk about during the day such
knowledge will visit us. "He who is perfected in devotion findeth
spiritual knowledoe springing up spontaneauslky in himself" say
kKrizhna. Patanjali recommends dwelling on the knowledge that
presents itself in dreams; if we think over any such experience,
many things connected with it will be revealed, and so gradually
the whaole shadomery region will become familiar and attractive,
and we will gain a2 knowledge of our own nature which will be
imvaluable and which cannot otherwise be acquired.

frish Theosophist, January 15, 18593

Concentration

EBeyond waking, dreaming and deep sleep iz Turya. Here there
is a complete change of condition; the knowledge formerly
sought in the external world is now present within the
consciousness; the ideations of universal mind are manifest in
spiritual intuitions. The entrance to this state is through Jagrata,
Swapna, and Sushuptl, and here that spirtual unity is realized,
the langing for which draws the soul upwards through the
shadoeny worlds of dreaming and deep sleep. | have thought it
necessary to supplement the brief statement made in the
previous number by some further remarks upon concentration,
for the term applied without reference to the Turya state is liable
to be misunderstood and a false impression might arise that the
spiritual is something to be sought for outside ourselves. The
waking, dreaming and deep sleep states correspond to ohjective
worlds, while Turya is subjective, including in itself all ideals. If
this is 50, we can never seek for the true beyond ourselves; the
things we suppose we shall come sometime realize in spirtual
consciousness must be present in it now, for to spint all things
are eternally present. Advance to this state is measured by the
realization of moods: we are on the path when there surges up
in the innermost recesses of our being the cry of the long
imprizoned souls of men; we are then on our way to unity.

The Bhagavad-Gita which is a treatise on Faja Yoga, gives
prominence to three aspects of concentration. Liberation is
attained by means of action, by devotion, by spiritual
discernment; these aspects correspond respectively to three
gualities in man and nature, known as Tamas, Fajas and Satva.
The Tamas is the gross, material or dark guality, Hajas is active




and passional; the attributes of Satva are light, peace,
happiness, wisdom. Mo ane while in the body can escape from
the action of the three qualities, for they are brought about by
nature which is compounded of them. VWe have to recognize
this, and to continue action, aspiration and thought, impersonally
ar with some universal motive, in the manner nature
accomplishes these things. Mot one of these methods can be
laid aside or ignared, for the Spirit moveth within all, these are its
wiorks, and we have to learn to identify ourselves with the
moving forces of nature.

Hawving ahways this idea of brotherhood or unity in mind, by
action - which we may interpret as service in some
humanitarian movement - we purify the Tamas.

By a pure maotive, which is the Philosopher's Stone, a potent
force in the alchemy of nature, we change the gross into the
subtle, we initiate that evolution which shall finally malke the
wvesture of the soul of the rare, long-sought-for, primordial
substance. Devaotion is the highest possibility for the Rajas; that
guality which is ever attracted and seduced by the beautiful
mayas of fame, wealth and power, should be directed to that
which it really seeks for, the eternal universal life; the channels
through which it must flowy outwards are the souls of other men,
it reaches the One Life through the many. Spirtual discermment
should be the aim of the Satva, "there is not anything, whether
animate or inanimate which is without me," says Krishna, and
we should seek for the traces of THAT in all things, looking upon
it as the cause of the alchemical changes in the Tamas, as that
which widens the outflowing love of the Rajas. By a continued
persistence of this subtle analytic faculty, we begin gradually to
nerceive that those things which we formerly thought were
causes, are in reality not causes at all; that there is but one

cause for everything, "The Atma by which this universe is
pervaded. By reason of its proximity alone the body, the aorgans,
tManas and Buddhi apply themselves to their proper ohjects as if
applied (by some one else)." (The Crest Jewel of Wisdom). By
uniting these three moods, action, devotion and spiritual
discernment, into one mood, and keeping it continuously alight,
we are accompanying the movements of spirit to some extent.

This harmonious action of all the gualities of our nature, for
universal purposes without personal maotive, is in synchronous
vilaration with that higher state spoken of at the beginning of the
paper; therefore we are at one with it. "When the wise man
perceiveth that the only agents of action are these gualities, and
comprehends that which is superior to the gualities of
goodness, action and indifference - which are co-existent with
the body, it is released from rebirth and death, old age and pain,

and drinketh of the water of immortality "

frish Theosophist, February 15, 1893




The Element Language

In a chapter in the Secret Doctrine dealing with the arigin of
language, H.P. Blavatsky makes some statements which are
guoted here and which should be barne well in mind in
considering what follows. "The Second Face had a "Sound
Language,' to wit, chant-like sounds composed of vowels
alone " From this developed "monosyllahic speech which was
the vowel parent, o to speak, of the monosyllahic languages
mixed with hard consonants still in use amaong the yvellow races
which are known to the anthropologist. The linguistic
characteristics developed into the agolutinative languages ...
The inflectional speech, the root of the Sanskrit, was the first
language [(now the mystery tongue of the Initiates) of the Fifth
Hace "

The nature of that language has not been disclosed along with
ather teaching concerning the evaolution of the race, but like
many other secrets the details of which are still preserved by the
Initiates, it is implied in what has already been revealed. The
application to speech of the abstract formula of evolution which
they have put forward should result in its discovery, for the clue
lies in correspondences; know the nature of any one thing
perfectly, learn its genesis, development and consummation,
and you have the key to all the mysteries of nature. The
microcosm mirrors the macrocosm. But, before applying this
ke, it iz well to glean whatever hints have been given, so that
there may be less chance of going astray in our application.
First, we gather from the Secret Doctrine that the sounds of the
hurman waice are caorrelated with the forces, colours, numbers
and forms. "Every letter has its occult meaning, the vowels

especially contain the most occult and formidable potencies
(=.0., 1, 84) and again it iz said "The magic of the ancient priests
consisted in those days in addressing their gods in their own
language. The speech of the men of earth cannot reach the
Lords, each must be addressed in the language of his
respective element” - is a sentence which will be shown
pregnant with meaning. "The book of rules” cited adds as an
explanation of the nature of that element-language: "it is
composed of Sounds, not waords; of sounds, numbers and
figures. He who knows how to blend the three, will call forth the
response of the superintending Power" (the regent-god of the
specific element needed). Thus this "language is that of
incantations ar of Mantras, as they are called in India, sound
being the most potent and effectual magic agent, and the first of
the keys which opens the door of communication between
mortals and immaortals " (5.0 1, 464)

From these guotations it will be seen that the occult teachings
as to speech are directly at wariance with the theories of many
philologists and evolutionists. A first speech which was like song
- anather and mare developed speech which is held sacred - an
esoteric side to speech in which the elements of our
canventional languages (i.e. the letters) are so arranged that
speech becomes potent enough to guide the elements, and
human speech becomes the speech of the gods - there iz no
kinship between this ideal language and the ejaculations and
mimicry which =o mary hold to be the root and beginning of it.
et those who wish to defend their right to hold the occult
teaching have little to fear from the champions of these thearies;
they need not at all possess any deep scholarship or linguistic
attainment; the most cursory view of the roots of primitive
speech, so far as they have heen collected, will show that they
contain fews or no sounds of a character which would bear out




either the onomatopoetic or interjectional theories. The wast
majority of the roots of the Aryan language express abstract
ideas, they rarely indicate the particular actions which would be
capahble of being suggested by any mimicry possible to the
human woice. | have selected at random from a list of roots their
English equivalents, in arder to show the character of the roots
and to make clearer the difficulty of holding such views. The
abstract nature of the ideas, relating to actions and things which
often hawve no attendant sound in nature, will indicate what |
mean. YWhat possible sounds could mimic the sense of "o
move, to shine, to gain, to flows, to burn, to blow, to live, to
possess, to cover, to fall, to praise, to think"? In fact the most
abstract of all seem the most primitive for we find therm most
fruitful in combination to for other words. | hope to show this
clearly later on. It Is unnecessary to discuss the claims of the
interjectional theary, as it is anly a theory, and there are few
roots for which we could infer even a remate arigin of this
nature. The great objection ta the theary that speech was
ariginally a matter of convention and mutual agreement, is the
scarcity of words amaong the roots which express the wants of
primitive man. As itis, a wisdom within or beyond the Aryan led
hirm to construct in these roots with their abstract significance
an ideal foundation from which a great language could be
developed. However as the exponents of rival theaories have
demolished each other's arguments, without anyone having
established a clear case for himself, it is not necessary here to
do more than indicate these theories and how they may be met.

In putting forward a hypothesis more in accord with the doctrine
of the spiritual origin of man, and in harmony with those occult
ideas concerning speech already quoted, | stand in a rather
unusual position, as | have to confess my ignorance of any of
these primitive languages. | am rather inclined however, to

regard this on the whaole as an advantage for the following
reasons. | think primitive man (the early Aryan) chose his words
vy a certain intuition which recognized an innate
carrespondence hetween the thought and the symbaol. Fara
passu with the growing complexity of civilization language lost it
spiritual character, "it fell into matter," to use H.F. Blavatsly's
expression; as the conventional words necessary to define
artificial products grews in number, in the memory of these words
the spontaneity of speech was lost, and that faculty became
atrophied which enable man to arrange with psychic rapidity
ever new combinations of sounds to express emotion and
thought. Believing then that speech was originally intuitive, and
that it only need introspection and a careful analysis of the
sounds of the human voice, to recover the faculty and
correspondences between these sounds and forces, colours,
forms, etc., it will be seen why | do not regard my ignarance of
these languages as altogether a drawhack. The
correspondences necessarily had to be evalved out of my inner
consciousness, and in daoing this no aid could be derived from
the Aryan roots as they now stand. In the meaning attached to
each letter iz to be found the key to the meaning and origin of
roots; but the value of each sound separately could never be
dizcovered by an examination of them in their combinations,
though their value and purpose in combination to form waords
might be evident enough once the significance of the letters is
shewn. Ay lack of knowledge then is only a disadvantage in
thig, that it limits the area from which to choose illustrations. |
hawe felt it necessary to preface what | have to say with this
confession, to show exactly the position inwhich | stand. The
correspondences between sounds and forces were first
evolved, and an examination of the Aryan roots proved the key
capable of application.
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Mate: - In an article which appeared in the Theosophist, Dec. 1887, |
had attermpted, with the assistance of my friend Mr. Chas. Johnston, to
put forward some of the ideas which form the subject matter of this
paper. Dwing to the numerous misprints which rendered it unintelligible |
have felt it necessary to altogether re-write it. GAVY.E.

It iz advizable at this point to consider how correspondences
arose between things seeming so diverse as sounds, forms,
colors and farces. ltis evident that they could only come about
through the existence of a common and primal cause reflecting
itzelf everpwhere in different elements and various forms of life.
This primal unity lies at the root of all occult philosophy and
science; the One becomes Many; the ideas latent in Universal
Mind are thrown outwards into manifestation. In the
Ehagavad-Gita (chap. I¥) Krishna declares: "even though myself
unhorn, of changeless essence, and the lord of all existence, yet
in presiding over nature -which is mine - | am baorn but through
Iy owin maya, the mystic power of self-ideation, the eternal
thought in the eternal mind " "l establizh the universe with a
zingle portion of myself and remain separate;” he says later on,
and in =0 presiding he becomes the cause of the appearance of
the different qualities. "l am in the taste inwater, the light in the
zun and moon, the mystic syllable O in all the Vedas, sound in
space, the masculine essence in men, the sweet smell in the
earth, the brightness in the fire" etc. Pouring forth then from one
fountain we should expect to find correspondences running
everaahere throughout nature; we should expect to find all these
things capable of correlation. Coexistent with manifestation arise
the ideas of time and space, and these qualities, attributes or
forces, which are latent and unified in the germinal thought,
undergo a dual transformation; they appear successively in
time, and what we call evolution progresses through Kalpa after
Kalpa and Manvantara after Manvantara: the moods which

dominate these periods incarnate in matter, which undergoes
endless transformations and takes upon itzelf all forms in
embodying these sates of consciousness.

The order inwhich these powers manifest is declared in the
Furanas, Upanishads and Tantric warks . |t is that abstract
formula of evolution which we can apply alike to the great and
little things in nature. This may be stated in many ways, but to
put it briefly, there is at first one divine Substance-Principle,
Flame, Motion or the Great Breath; from this emanate the
elements Akasa, ether, fire, air, water and earth; the spiritual
guality becoming gradually lessened in these as they are further
removed from their divine source; this is the descent into matter,
the lowest rung of manifestation. "Having consolidated itself in
its last principle as gross matter, it revolves around itself and
infarms with the seventh emanation of the last, the first and
lowest elerment. (5.0, 1, p. 297) This involution of the higher into
the lower urges life upwards through the mineral, vegetahle,
animal and human kingdoms, until it culminates in spiritually and
self consciousness. It is not necessary here to go more into
detail, it is enough to say that the elements in nature begin as
passive gualities, their ethereal nature becomes gross, then
positive and finally spiritual, and this abstract formula holds good
for everything in nature. These changes which take place in the
universe are repeated in man its microcosm, the cosmic force
which actz upon matter and builds up systems of suns and
planets, warking in him repeats itself and builds up a complex
arganism which corresponds and is correlated with its cosmic
counterpart. The individual spirt Purusha dwells in the heart of
every creature, its powers ray forth everywhere; they pervade
the different principles or vehicles; they act through the organs
of sense; they play upon the different plexuses; every principle
and organ being specialized as the wehicle for a particular force
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or state of consciousness. All the sounds we can utter have
their significance; they express moods,; they create forms; they
arouse to active life within ourselves spiritual and psychic forces
which are centered in various parts of the body. Hence the
whaole organism of man is woven through and through with such
correspondences; our thoughts, emotions, sensations, the
forces we use, colours and sounds acting on different planes
are all carrelated among themselves, and are also connected
with the forces evolving present about us, in which we live and
move . VWe find such correspondences form the subject matter
of many Upanishads and other occult treatises; for example in
Yajnavalkyasamhita, a treatise on Yoga philosophy, we find the
sound "Ha" associated with the element of fire, Tejas Tatwa,
with the God Rudra, with a centre in the body just below the
heart. Other books add, as carrespondences of Tejas Tatwa,
that itz colour is red, its taste is hot, its form is a triangle and its
force is expansion. The correspondences given in different
treatizes often wary; but what we can gather with certainty is that
there must have existed a complete science of the subject; the
correlation of sound with such things, once understood, is the
key which explains, not only the magic potency of sound, but
also the constuction of those roots which remain as relics of the
primitive Aryan speech.

The thinking principle in man, having experiences of nature
through its vehicles, the subtle, astral and gross physical
bodies, translates these sensations into its own set of
correspondences: this principle in man, called the Manas, is
associated with the element of akasa, whose property is sound,
the Manas moves about in akasa, and so all ideas which enter
inta the mind awaken their correspondences and are
immediately mirrored in sound. Let us take as an instance the

perception of the colour red; this communicated to the mind
would set up a wibration, causing a sound to be thrown outwards
in mental manifestation, and in this way the impulse would arise
to utter the letter R, the correspondence of this colour. This
Manasic principle in man, the real Ego, is eternal in its nature; it
exists bhefore and after the body, something accruing to it fram
each incamation; and =0, hecause there is present in the body
of man this long-traveled soul, bearing with it traces of its eternal
past, these letters which are the elements of its speech have
impressed on them a correspondence, not only with the forces
natural to its transitory surroundings, but also with that vaster
evolution of nature in which it has taken part. These
correspondences next claim our attention.

The correspondences here suggested do naot | think at all
exhaust the possible significance of any of the letters. Every
sound ought to have a septenary relation to the planes of
consciousness, and the differentiations of life, force and matter
an each. Complete mastery of these would enable the knower to
guide the wvarous currents of force, and to control the elemental
knowwer to guide the warious currents of force, and to control the
elemental beings whao live on the astral planes, for these
respond, we are told, “when the exact scale of bheing to which
they belong is vibrated, whether it be that of colour, form, sound
ar whatever else," (Path, May, 1886) These higher
interpretations | am unahble to give; it reguires the deeper being
to know the deeper meaning. Those here appended may prove
suggestive; | do not claim any finality or authority for them, but
they may be interesting to students of the occult Upanishads
where the mystic power of sound is continually dwelt upon.

The best method of arranging the letters is to begin with A and
conclude with & or QO0; between these lie all the other |etters,
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and their successive order iz determined by their spiritual or
material guality. Following A we get letters with an ethereal ar
liguid sound, such as B, H, L ar Y, they hecome gradually
harsher as they pass from the A, following the aorder of nature in
this. Half weay we get letters like K, J, TCHAY, 5, or I53H; then
they bhecome softer, and the lahials, like F, B and M, have
something of the musical guality of the earlier sounds. If we
arrange them in this manner, it will be found to approximate very
clozely to the actual arder in which the sounds arise in the
process of farmation. We begin then with A - This represents
God, creative force, the Self, the |, the beginning or first cause.
"Amang letters | am the vowel A" says Krishna in the Bagawvad.
It i= without colour, number or form. F - This is motion, air,
hreath ar spirit; it iz also abstract desire, and here we find the
teaching of the Fig-Yeda in harmaony. "Desire first arose in it
which was the primal germ of mind, and which sages,
searching with their intellect, have discovered in their hearts to
he the hond which connects Entity with non-Entity " The
carresponding colour of this letter is Hed.

H (hay) and L - Motion awakens Heat and Light which
carrespond respectively to H and L. That primordial ocean of
being, says the book of Dzyan, was "fire and heat and maotion:"
which are explained as the noumenal essences of these
material manifestations. The colour of H is Crange, of L yellow,
L also conveys the sense of radiation.

v [yea) - This letter signifies condensation, drawing together, the
force of attraction, affinity. Matter at the stage of evolution to
which this refers is gaseous, nebulous, or ethereal: the
fire-mists in space gather together to become worlds. The
colour ¥ iz green.

WY fway] - Water is the next element in manifestation: in cosmic
evolution it iz spoken of as chaos, the great Deep; its colour, |
think, is indigo. After this stage the elements no longer manifest
singhy, but in pairs, arwith a dual aspect.

= [gay) and K - Keflection and Hardness, matter becomes
crystalline or metalic: the correspanding colour is blue.

S and £ - A further differentiation; matter is atomic: the abstract
significance of number or seed is attached to these letters: their
colour is wiolet.

Jd and Tchay - Earth and gross Substance: this is the lowest
paint in evolution; the worlds have now condensed into salid
matter. The colour of these letters is orange.

M oand Mg - Some new forces begin to work here; the
corresponding sounds have, | think, the meaning of continuation
and transformation or change: these new forces propel evolution
in the upeard or ascending arc: their colour is yellow.

O and T - The colour of these letters is red. The invalution of the
higher farces into the lmeer forms alluded to before now hegins.
O represents this infusion of life into matter; it iz descent and
involution, death ar forgetfulness, perhaps, for a time to the
incarnating power. T iz evolution, the upward movement
generating life; the imprisoned energies surge outwards and
vegetation hegins.

lth and Ish - These carrespond respectively to growth ar
expansion and vegetation; the earth, as Genesis puts it, "puts
forth grass and herbs and trees yielding fruit " The colour of
these letters is green.

B and P - After the flora the fauna. B iz Life or Being, animal and
hiuman. Humanity appears; B is masculing, P feminine. P has




alzo a meaning of division, differentiation or production, which
may refer to maternity. The colour here is blue.

F and % - The colour is violet. BEvolution moves still upwards,
entering the ethereal planes once more. Lightness and vastness
are the characteristics of thiz stage: we begin to permeate with
part of aur nature the higher spheres of being and reach the
consummation in the last stage, represented by M - which has
many meanings; it is thought, it is the end ar death to the
personality, it is the Receiver into which all flows, it is also the
symbol of maternity in a universal sense, it has this meaning
when the life impulse (which is akways represented by a vowel)
followes it, as In "ma." It is the Pralaya of the worlds; the lips
close as it is uttered. Its colour is indigo.

O - The last vowel sound symbolizes abstract space, the spint
assumes once mare the garment of primordial matter; it is the
Mirvana of eastern philosophy.

| willl nowy try to show howe the abstract significance of these
sounds reveals a deeper meaning in the roots of Arvan language
than philologists generally allowe. Prof. Max Muller says in the
introduction to Biographies of Waords, "Of ultimates in the sense
of primary elements of language, we can never hope to know
anything," and he also asserts that the roots are incapable of
further analysis. | will endeavour nowe to show that this further
analysis can be made.

| should not be understood to say that all the so-called roots can
be made to yield a secret meaning when analysed. Philologists
are not all agreed as to what constitutes a root, or what wards
are roots, and in this general uncertainty it should not be
expected that these correspondences, which as | have said are
not complete, will apply in every instance. There are many other

things which add to the difficulty; a root is often found to have
very many different meanings,; some of these may have arisen
in the manner | suggest, and many more are derived from the
primary meanings and are therefore not intuitive at all. The
intuition will have to be exercised to discover what sensations
would likely be awakened by the perception of an action ar
ohject; orif the root has an abstract significance, the thought
must be analysed in order to discover its essential elements . |
described previously the manner in which | thought a single
sensation, the perception of the colour Red, would suggest its
correspondence in sound, the letter K. VWhere the idea is maore
complex, a combination of two, tree or four sounds are
necessary to express it, but they all originate in the same way.
The reader who desires to prave the truth of the theary here put
forward can adopt either of two methods; he can apply the
correspondences to the roots, or he may try for himself to
create words expressing simple, elemental ideas by combining
the necessary letters; and then, if he turns to the roots, he will
probably find that many of the words he has created in this way
were actually used long ago, and this pratice will enable him
more easily to understand in what sense, or on what plane, any
particular letter should be taken. | think it probably that in the
Sacred Language before mentioned, this could at once have
bheen recognized by a difference in the intonation of the voice.
This may have been a survival to some extent of the chanting
which was the distinguishing characteristic of the speech of the
Second Race. (Secret Doctrine, wol. |1, p. 1898]) In the wiritten
language it is not easily possible to discover this without much
thought, unless endeavour has previously been made to
re-awaken the faculty of intuitive speech, which we formerly
possessed and which became atrophied.
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It i= not possible here to go into the analysis of the roots at much
length: | can anly illustrate the method which will be found to
apply maore surely where the roots express most elemental
conceptions.

Let us take as example the root, ¥al, to boil. Boiling is brought
about by the action of fire upon water, and here we find the
letters W, water, and L, light ar fire, united. InvWWar, towell up as
a zpring, the sounds for water and motion are combined. A
similar idea is expressed in \Wat, to well out; the abstract
significance of T, which is to evolve, come forth or appear, being
here applied to a special action. & good method to followy in order
to understand howe the pure abstract meaning of a letter may be
applied in many different ways, is to take some of the roots in
which ary one letter is prominent and then compare them. Let
us take O It has an abstract relation to involution or infusion: it
may be view in two ways, ether as positive or negative; as the
exertion of force or the reception of force. Maw | think if we
compare the following roots a similarity of action will be found to
underlie them all. Id, to swell, Ad, to eat; Dhu, to put; Da, to bind;
Ad, to smell: Du, to enter; Da, to suck.

| am not here going exhaustively to analyse the roots, as this is
nat an essay upon philology, but an attempt to make clear some
of the mysteries of sound; those who wish to study this side of
the subject mare fully can study with this light the primitive
languages. A fews more examples must suffice. The root, Mar, to
die, may he variously interpreted as the end of motion, the
cesszation of breath, ar the withdrawal of spirit, B being
expressive of what on various planes is mation, spirit, air and
breath. In Bur, to be active, life and movement are combined: in
Gla, to glowe, reflection and light; the same idea is in Gal, a lake.
We find combined in Kar, to grind, hardness and motion: in

Thah, to generate, expansion and heat; in Pak, to comb, division
and hardness, the suggestion being division with some hard
ohject, the =ame idea iz in Pik, to cut. In Pis, to pound, the
letters for division and matter in its molecular state are
combined: in Fath, to fly, lightness and expansion: in Yas, to
gird, drawing together and number; in Fab, to be vehement,
energy and life; in Rip, to break, energy and division. In Yudh, to
fight, the meaning suggested may be, coming together to
destroy. Without further analysis the reader will be able to detect
the relation which the abstractions corresponding to each letter
biear to the defined application in the following words.

Ak, to be sharp; Ank, to bend; Idh, to kindle; Ar, to mowve; Al to
burn; Ka, to sharpen; Har, to burn; Ku, to hew: 53, to produce;
5al, to be yellow or green; Ghar, to be yellow or green; Thak, to
thaws; Tar, to go through; Thu, to swell; Dalk, to bite; MNak, to
perish; FPa, to nourish, to feed; Far, to spare; Fi, to swell, to be
fat Pu, to purify;, Pu, to beget; pau, little; Put, to swell out, Flu, to
fly, to float, Bar, to carry; Ehu, to be, to become; Ela, to blow as
a flower; Ma, to think; Malk, to pound; Mi, to diminish; Mu, to shut
up, to enclose; Yas, to seethe, to ferment; s, to hind together,
to mix; Yuk, to yoke, to join; Ra, to love; Rik, to furrows; Luh, to
shine; Fud, to redden, to be red; Lub, to lust [¥]; Lu, to cast off
from; YWag, to be maoist; VYWam, to spit out; 5o, to sow, to scatter;
Sak, to cut, to cleave; Su, to generate; Swa, to toss; Swal, to
bail up; Ska, to cut, Skap, to hew; Snive, to snow;, Spewve, to spit
out; Swid, to sweat, etc. An analysis of some sacred waords and
the names of Deities may now prove interesting.

It has heen said that bhefore we can properly understand the

character of any deity we would have to know the meaning and
the numhbers attached to each letter in the name, for in this way
the poweers and functions of the various gods were indicated. If
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wie take as examples names familiar to everyone, Brahma,
Yishnu, and Fudra, the three aspects of Parabrabhm in
manifestation, and analyse them in the same way as the roots,
they will be found to yield up their essential meaning. Form the
union of B, life, B, breath, and Ma, the producer, | would
translate Erahma as "the creative breath of life " Vishnu similarly
analysed is the power that "pervades, expands, and preserves;”
| infer this from the union of %, whose force is pervasion, Sh,
expansion, and M, continuation. Fudra is "the breath that
absorbs the breath " Aum is the most sacred name of all
names; it iz held to symbaolize the action of the Great breath
from its dawn to its close: it is the beginning, A, the middle, U,
and the close M. It is alzo an affirmation of the relation of our
spiritual nature to the universal Deity whose aspects are
Erahma, Wishnu, and Rudra. | shall have maore to say of the
accult power of this waord later on. Taken in conjunction with two
ather wards, it iz "the threefold designation of the Supreme
Eeing." Om Tat Sat has a significance referable to a still higher
aspect of Deity than that other Trinity; the Om here signifies that
it is the Al Tat that it is self-existent ar self-evolved: | think the
repetition of the T in Tat gives it this meaning: Satwould signify
that in it are contained the seeds of all manifestation. HF.
Blavatzky transzlates this word as Be-ness, which seems to be
anaother way of expressing the same idea. The mystic
incantation familiar to all students of the Upanishads, Om, bhur,
Cim, Bhwar, Om, Svar" is an assertion of the existence of the
Divine Self in all the three worlds or Lokas. Loka is generally
translated as a place; the letters suggest to me that a place ar
wiarld iz only a hardening or crystalization of Fire ar Light. In
Ehur Loka the crystalization of the primardial element of Fire
leaves only ane principle active, the life principle generally called
Frana. Bhur Loka then is the place where life is active; we have

B, lite, and B, movement, to suggest this. In the word BEhuvar a
newy letter, ¥V, is inserted: this letter, as | have said, corresponds
to the Astral world, so the Ehuwvar Loka is the place where both
the Astral and Life principles are active. It is more difficult to
translate Svar Loka: there is some significance attached here to
the letter S, which | cannot grasp. It might mean that this world
contains the germs of Astral life; but this does not appear
sufficiently distinctive, Svar Loka is generally known as
Devachan, and the whole incantation would mean that the Deity
iz present throughout the Pranic, Astral and Dewvachanic worlds.
It iz interesting to note what is said in the Glossary by HP B,
ahout these three waords (p. 367 they are said to be "lit by and
barn of fire," and to possess creative powers. The repetition of
them with the proper accent should awaken in the occultist the
povers which correspond to the three waorlds | | think by these
examples that the student will be able to get closer to the true
significance of incantation; those who understand the occult
meaning of the colours attached to the letters will be able to
penetrate deeper than others into these mysteries.

| may here say something about the general philosophy of
incantation. There is said to be in nature a homogenous sound
ar tone which everywhere stirs up the maolecules into activity.
This is the "Waord" which St John says was in the beginning (the
plane of causation); in another sense it is the Akasa of ocoult
science, the element of sound, it is the Pythagorean "music of
the spheres." The universe is built up, moulded and sustained
ty this element which is everywhere present, though inaudible
by most men at this stage of evaolution. It is not sound by the
physical ears, but deep in the heart sometimes may be heard
"the myystic sounds of the Akasic heights " The waord Aum
represents this homogeneous sound, it stirs up a power which
iz latent in it called the Yajna. The Glossary says that this "is one
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of the farms of Akasa within which the mystic word calls it into
existence:" it is a bridge by means of which the soul can cross
over to the waorld of the Immortals. It is this which is alluded toin
the MNada-Eindu Upanishad. "The mind becoming insensible to
the external impressions, becomes one with the sound, as milk
with water, and then becomes rapidly absorbed in chidakas (the
Akasa where consciousness pervades). The sound ... serves
the purpose of a lure to the ocean waves of Chitta (mind), ... the
serpent Chitta through listening to the Mada is entirely absorbed
in it, and becoming unconscious of everything concentrates
itself on the sound " YWe may guote further from another
Upanishad. "Having left hehind the body, the argans and ohjects
of sense, and having seized the how whose stick is fortitude and
whose string is asceticism, and having killed with the arrow of
freedom from egoism the first guardian, ... he crosses by
means of the boat Om to the other side of the ether within the
heart, and when the ether is revealed he enters slowly, as a
miner seeking minerals enters a mine, into the hall of Brahman.
Thencefarth, pure, clean, tranquil, breathless, endless,
imperishable, firm, unborn, and independent, he stands in his
oy greatness, and having seen the Self standing in his own
greatness, he looks at the wheel of the world "

Let no ane think that this is all, and that the mere repetition of
wiords will do anything except injure those who attermpt the use
of these methods without further knowledge. It has been said
(Path, April, 1BB7) that Charity, Devotion, and the like virtues are
structural necessities in the nature of the man who would make
this attermnpt. WWe cannot, unless the whole nature has been
purified by long services and sacrifice, and elevated into mood
at once full of reverence and intense will, become sensitive to
the subtle powers possessed by the spintual soul.

What is here said about the Aum which is the name of our own
5od, and the way in which it draws forth the hidden power will
serve to illustrate the method in using other words. The
Thara-Sara Upanishad of Sukla-Yajur Veda says "Through Om
is Brahm produced: through Ma is Vishnu produced; through Ma
i= Rudra produced, etc " All these are names of gods; they
correspond to forces in man and nature, in their use the two are
united, and the man mounts upwards to the Immortals.

| have been forced to compress what | had to say in these
articles, | have only been able to suggest rather than put fonaard
ideas, for my own knowledge of these correspondences is very
incomplete. As far as | know the subject has been untouched
hitherto, and this must be my excuse for the meagre nature of
the information given. | hope later on to treat of the relation of
sound and colour to form and to show how these
correspondences will enable us to understand the language
which the gods speak to us through flowers, trees, and natural
forms. | hope also to be able to show that it was a knowledge of
the relation of sound to form which dictated the form of the
letters in many primaeval alphahets.

fish Theosaphist, 15 May, June, July, August, September, 1893




At the Dawn of the Kaliviga

Where we sat on the hillside together that evening the winds
were low and the airwas misty with light. The huge sunbrowned
slope on which we were sitting was sprinkled over with rare
spokes of grass; it ran down into the vagueness underneath
where dimly the village could be seen veiled by its tresses of
lazy smoke. BEeyond was a bluer shade and a deeper depth, out
af which, mountain beyond mountain, the sacred heights of
Himalay rose up through star-sprinkled zones of silver and
sapphire air. How gay were our hearts! The silent joy of the
earth quickened their beating. VWhat fairy fancies alternating with
the sweetest laughter came from childish lips! In us the Gaolden
Age whispered her last, and departed. Up came the white moan,
her rays of dusty pearl slanting across the darkness from the old
mountain to our feet. "A bridge!" we cried, "Primaveeta, who
long to be a sky-walker, here is a bridge for youl

Primaveeta only smiled; he was ahlwvays silent; he looked along
the gay leagues of pulsating light that lead out to the radiant
mystery. We went on laughing and talking; then Primaveeta
broke his silence.

"yassa," he said, " went out in thought, [went into the light, but
it was not that light. | felt like a fay, | sparkled with azure and lilac;
'went an, and my heart beat with longing for | knew not what,
and out and outward | sped till desire stayved and | pauszed, and
the light looked into me full of meaning. | felt like a spark, and the
dancing of the sea of joy hore me up, up, upl"

"Primaveeta, who can understand you?" said his little sister
Wina, "you always talk of the things no one can see; Yyassa,

sing far us "

“resl vesl let VWyassa singl” they all cried; and they shouted and
shouted until | began: -

"Shadowy petalled, like the lotus, loom the mountains with their
SNOWS,

Through the sapphire Soma rising, such a flood of glory throwes
Az when the first in yellow splendour Brahma from the [otus
rose.

"High above the darkening mounds where fade the fairy lights of
day,

All the tiny planet folk are waving us from far away,

Thrilled by Brahma's hireath they sparkle with the magic of the
gay.

"Brahma, all alone in gladness, dreams the joys that throng in
space,

Shepherds all the whirling splendours amaard to their resting
place,

Where at last in wondrous silence fade in One the starry race.”

"“Wassa is just like Primaveeta, he is full of dreams to-night,”
said Wina. And indeed | was full of dreams; my laughter had all
died away, avague and indescribable unrest came over me; the
universal air around seemed thrilled by the stirring of unknoamn
powers. We sat silent awhile; then Primawveeta cried out: "Oh,
loolk, look, look, the Dewvas! the bright persons! They fill the air
with their shining."

We saw them pass by and we were saddened, for they were full
of solemn majesty; overhead a chant came from celestial
singers full of the agony of farewell and departure, and we knew
from their song that the gods were about to leave the earth
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which would nevermore or far ages witness their coming. The
earth and the air around it seemed to tingle with anguish.
Shuddering we drewy closer together on the hillzide while the
brightness of the Devas passed onward and away, and clear
cold and hright as ever, the eternal constellations, which change
arweep not, shaone out, and we were alone with our sarrow. To
awed we were to speak, butwe clung closer together and felt a
comfort in each other, and =0, crouched in silence; within me |
hieard as from far away a note of deeper anguish, like a horn
hlowwn out of the heart of the ancient Mother over a perished
hero: in a dread moment | saw the death and the torment he
was her soul-point, the light she wished to shine among men.

What would follow in the dark ages to come, rose up befare me
in shadowy, over-crowding pictures; like the surf of a giant
ocean they fluctuated against the heavens, crested with dirm,
giantesque and warring figures. | saw stony warriors rushing on
to battle; | heard their fierce hard laughter as they rode over the
trampled foe; | saw smoke arise from a harrible burning, and
thicker and blacker grew the vistas, with here and there a glow
from some hero-heart that kept the true light shining within. |
turned to Primaveeta who was crouched beside me: he saw
with me vision for wision, but, beyond the thick black ages that
shut me out from hope, he saw the resurrection of the True, and
the homecoming of the gods . All thizs he told me later, but now
our tears were shed together. Then Primaveeta rose up and
said, "Wasa, where the lights were shining, where they fought
for the True, there you and | must fight, for, from them spreads
out the light of a news day that shall dawn behind the darkness " |
sawy that he was no longer a dreamer; his face was firm with a
great resolve. | could not understand him, but | determined to
followe him, to fight for the things he fought for, to work with hirm,
to live with him, to die with him; and so, thinking and trying to

understand, my thought drifted back to that sadness of the
mother which | had first felt. | saw hows we share joy ar grief with
her, and, seized with the inspiration of her sarrowy, | sang about
her loved one: -

"Does the earth growe grey with grief
For her hero darling fled??

Though her vales let fall no leaf,

In our hearts her tears are shed.

"Sill the stars laugh on above,
Mot to them her grief is said;
Wourning for her hero love

In our hearts her tears are shed.

"“Wwe her children mourn for bim,
Mourn the elder hero dead;
I the twilight grey and dim
In aur hearts the tears are shed "

"“Wassa," they said, "wou will break our hearts " Andwe sat in
silence and sorrow more complete till we heard weary voices
calling up to us from the darkness below: "Primaveetal Vyassal
Chandral Parvati! Vinal Yasudeval" calling all our names. We
went dowin to our homes in the valley, the breadth of glory had
passed away from the waorld, and our hearts were full of the big
grief that children hold.

frish Theosophist, October 15, 18593

Mote - Kalivuga. The fourth, the black oriron age, our present period,
the duration of which is 432 000 years. It began 3,102 years B.C. at the
motnent of Krishna's death, and the first cycle of 5 000 years will end
between the years 1897 and 1893,
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A Talk by the Euphrates

Friest Merodach walked with me at evening along the banks of
the great river.

“'ou feel despondent now," he said, "but this was inevitable. ¥ou
looked for a result equal to your inspiration. You must learn to be
content with that alone. Finally an inspiration will come for every

moment, and in every action a divine fire reveal itself "

"| feel hopeless now. Why is this? Wish and will are not less
strong than before." "Because you looked for a result beyond
yvourself, and, attached to external things, your mind drew to
itzelf subtle essences of earth which clouded it. But there is
more in it than that. Mature has a rhythm, and that part of us
which i1s compounded of her elements shares in it. You were
taught that nature is for ever becoming: the first emanation in the
great deep is wisdom: wisdom changes into desire, and an
unutterahle yearning to go outward darkens the primeval beauty.
Lastly, the elements arise, blind, dark, troubled. Mature in them
imagines herself into forgetfulness. This rhythim repeats itself in
man; a moment of inspiration - wise and clear, we determing;
then we are seized with a great desire which impels us to
action; the hero, the poet, the lover, all alike listen to the music of
life, and then endeavour to express its meaning in word or deed;
coming in contact with nature, its lethal influence droveses therm;
=0 baffled and forgetful, they wonder where the God is. To these
in some moment the old inspiration returns, the universe is as
magical and sweet as ever, a new impulse iz given, and so they
revolve, perverting and using, each one in his own way, the
cosmic rhythm "

"Merodach, what you say seems truth, and leaving aside the
cosmic rhythm, which | do not comprehend, define again for me
the three states "

"vou cannaot really understand the little apart from the great; but,
applying this to yvour own case, you remember you had a
strange experience, a God seemed to awaken within you. This
passed away, you halted a little while, full of strange longing,
eager for the great; yet you looked without on the hither side of
that first moment, and in this second period, which is
interchange and transition, your longing drewy to you those subtle
material essences | spoke of, which, like vapour surround, dull
and bewilder the mind with strange phantasies of form and
sensation. Every time we think with longing of any object, these
essences flow to us out of the iInvisible spheres and steep us
with the dew of matter: then we forget the great, we sleep, we
are dead or despondent as you are despondent.”

| sighed as | listened. Awatchfulness over momentary desires
was the first step; | had thought of the tasks of the hero as
leading upwards to the Gods, but this sleepless intensity of will
warking within itself demanded a still greater endurance. |
neared my destination; | paused and looked round; a sudden
termnptation assailed me; the world was fair enough ta live in.
Why should | toil after the far-off glory? Babylon seemed full of
mystery, its temples and palaces steeped in the [ewel glow and
gloom of evening. In far-up heights of misty magnificence the
plates of gold on the temples rayed back the dying light: in the
deepening vault a starry sparkle began: an immense hum arose
from leagues of populous streets: the scents of many gardens
by the river came over me: was lulled by the splash of
fountains. Closer | heard voices and a voice | loved: | listened as
a song came
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"Tell me, youthful lover, whether
Love is joy ar woe'?

Are they gay or sad together

n that way who go?"

A woice answered back

"Radiant as a sunlit feather,
Fure and proud they go;
With the lion look together
Glad their faces show "

MWy sadness departed; 'would be among them shortly, and
wiould wallk and whisper amid those rich gardens where

heautiful idleness was always dreaming. Merodach looked at me.

“vou will find these thoughts will hinder you much," he said.

"“rou mean - "l hesitated, half-bewildered, half-amazed. "l say
that a thought such as that which flamed about you just now,
driving your sadness away, will recur again when next wou are
despondent, and soyou will accustom yourself to find relief an
the great guest by returning to an old hahit of the heart, renewing
wihat should be laid aside. This desire of men and women for
each other is the strongest tie among the many which hind us: it
= the most difficult of all to overcome. The great ones of the
earth have passed that way themselves with tears "

"But surely, Merodach, you cannot condemn what | may say is
=0 much a part of our nature -of all nature

"I did not condemn it, when | said it is the strongest tie that hinds
us here: it is sin anly for those who seek for freedom "

"Merodach, must we then give up love?™
"“There are two kinds of love men know of. There is ane which

hegins with a sudden sharp delight - it dies away into infinite
tones of sorrow. There iz a love which wakes up amid dead
things: it is a chill at first, but it takes root, it warms, it expands, it
lays hold of universal joys. 5o the man loves: so the God loves.
Those who know this divine love are wise indeed. They love not
ane ar another: they are love itzelf. Think well over this: power
alone is not the attribute of the Gods; there are no such fearful
spectres in that great companionship. And now, farewell, we
shall meet again.”

| watched his departing figure, and then | went on my own way. |
longed for that wisdom, which they only acquire who toil, and
strive, and suffer; but | was full of a rich life which longed for
exciternent and fulfilment, and in that great Babylon sin did not
declare itzelf in itz true nature, butwas still clouded over by the
mantle of primeval beauty.

frish Theosophist, December 15, 1893




The Cave of Lilith

it of her cave came the ancient Lilith; Lilith the wise; Lilith the
enchantress. There ran a little path outside her dwelling; it
wiound aweay amaong the mountaing and glittering peaks, and
before the door, one of the Wise Ones walked to and fro. Qut of
her cave came Lilith, scornful of his solitude, exultant in her
wisdom, flaunting her shining and magical beauty.

"Still alone, star gazer! Is thy wisdom of no avail? Thou hast yet
to learn that | am more powerful knowing the ways of error than
vou who know the ways of truth "

The Wise One heeded her not, but walked to and fro. His eyes
were turned to the distant peaks, the abode of his brothers. The
starlight fell about him; a sweet air came down the mountain
path, fluttering his white robe; he did not cease from his steady
musing.

Like a mist rising between rocks wavered Lilith in her cawve.
Wiolet, with silvery gleams her raiment; her face was dim; over
her head rayed a shadowy diadem, the something a man
imagines aver the head of his beloved - looking closer at her
face he would have seen that this was the crown he reached out
to, that the eves burnt with his own longing, that the lips were
parted to vield to the secret wishes of his heart.

"Tell me, for lwould know, wiby do you wait so long? |, here in
my cave between the valley and the height blind the eyes of all
who would pass. Those who by chance go forth to wou come
back to me again, and but one in ten thousand passes an. My
delusions are sweeter to them than truth. | offer every soul its

ot shadoey: | pay them their own price. | have growven rich,
though the simple shepards of old gave me hirth. Men have
made me; the mortals have made me immortal. | rose up like a
vapour from their first dreams, and every sigh since then and
every laugh remains with me. | am made up of hopes and fears.
The subtle princes lay out their plans of conguest in my cave,
and there the hera dreams, and there the lovers of all time write
in flarme their history. | am wise, holding all experience, to termpt,
to blind, to terrify. Mone shall pass by, Why, therefore, dost thou
Wit

The YWise Cne looked at her and she shrank back a little, and a
little her silver and wiolet faded, but out of her cave her voice still
sounded:

"The stars and the starry croven are not yours alone to offer, and
every promise you make, | make also. | offer the good and the
had indifferently. The lover, the poet, the mystic, and all who
wiould drink of the first Fountain, | delude with my mirage. | was
the Beatrice whao led Dante upward: the gloom was in me, and
the glory was mine also, and he went not out of my cave. The
stars and the shining of heaven were delusions of the infinite |
wiove about him. | captured his soul with the shadow of space; a
nutshell would have contained the film. | smote on the dim
heart-chords the manifold music of being. God is sweeter in the
human than the human in God: therefore he rested in me "

She paused a little, and then went an.

"There Is that fantastic fellow who slipped by me - could your
wisdom not keep him? He returned to me full of anguish, and |
wound my arms round him like a fair melancholy, and nowe his
sadness is as sweet to him as hope was before his fall. Listen
to his song."
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She paused again. Avoice came up from the depths chanting a
sad knowledge -

"“WWhat of all the will to da’

It hasz wanished long ago,

For a dream shaft pierced it through
From the unknown Archer's bow

What of all the soul to think?
Some one offered it a cup
Filled with & diviner drink,

And the flame has burned it up.

What of all the hope to climb’?
Only inthe self we grope
To the misty end of time;
Truth has put an end to hope.

What of all the heart to lowe?
Sadder than for will or soul,

Mo light lured it on above;

Lowve has found itself the whole "

"I it not pitiful’? | pity only thoze who pity themselves, Yet he is
mine maore surely than ever. This is the end of human wisdaom.
Howw shall he now escape? What shall drawe him up?" "His will
shall awalken," said the YWise One. "l do not sorrow aver him, for
long 1= the darkness before the spirit is born. He learms in your
caves notto see, not to hear, not to think, for very anguish flying
your delusions.”

"Sorrowd iz a great bond " Lilith said.

"It iz a bond to the ohject of sorrowy. He weeps what thou can
newver give him, a life never breathed in thee. He shall come
forth, and thou shalt not see him at the time of passing. Ywhen

desire dies, will awakens, the swift, the invisible. He shall go
farth, and one by one the dwellers in your caves will awaken and
pass amwards; this =mall old path will be trodden by generation
after generation. ¥ou, too, oh, shining Lilith, will follow, not as
mistress, but as hand-maiden.”

"l shall weave spells," Lilith cried. "They shall never pass me.
With the sweetest poison [will drug them. They will rest drowvwsily
and content as of old. VWere they not giants long ago, mighty
men and heroes”? | overcame them with young enchantment.
Will they pass by feeble and longing for bygone joys, for the sins
of their proud exultant youth, while | have grown into a myriad
wizdom?"

The YWise Cne walked to and fro as before, and there was
silence, and | thought | saw that with steady will he pierced the
tumultuous gloom of the cave, and a heart was touched here
and there in its blindness. And | thought | saw that Sad Singer
hecome filled with a new longing to be, and that the delusions of
good and ewvil fell from him, and that he came at last to the knees
of the Wise One to learn the supreme truth. In the misty
midnight | hear theze three voices, the Sad Singer, the
Enchantress Lilith, and the Yise One. From the Sad Singer |
learned that thought of itself leads nowhere, but blows the
perfume fram every flower, and cuts the flower from every tree,
and hews down every tree from the valley, and in the end goes
to and fro in waste places gnawing itself in a last hunger. |
learned from Lilith that we weave our own enchantment, and
hind ourseles with out own imagination; to think of the true as
heyond us, or to love the symbaol of being, is to darken the path
to wizdom, and to debar us from eternal beauty. From the VWise
Cine | learned that the truest wisdom is to wait, to waork, and to
will in secret, those who are voiceless today, tomorrows shall be
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eloguent, and the earth shall hear them, and her children salute
thern. Of these three truths the hardest to learn is the silent will.
Let us seek for the highest truth.

Insfh Theosophist, February 15, 1894

A Strange Awakening

Chapter 1.

That we are living in the Dark Age we all know, yet we do not
realise half its darkness. YWe endure physical and moral
suffering; but, fortunately or unfartunately, we are oblivious of the
sarrows of all sorrows - the Spirtual Tragedy. Such a rust has
come over the pure and ancient spirit of life, that the sceptre and
the diadem and the starry sway we held are unremembered;
and if anyone speaks of these things he is looked at strangely
with hlank eves, or with eyes that suspect madness. | do not
knma whether to call him great, or pity him, who feels such
anguish; for although it is the true agony of the crucifixion, it is
only gods who are so martyred. With these rare souls memaory
iz not borm: life flows on, and they with it go on in dreams: they
are lulled by lights, flowers, stars, colours, and sweet odours,
and are sheltered awhile from heaven and hell; then in same
moment the bubble bursts, and the god awakens and knows
himself, and he rises again with giant strength to conguer; or
elze he succumbs, and the wawves of Lethe, perhaps in mercy,
blat out his brief knowledge.

| knewy such an one many years ago, and | tell of him because |
knowy of no deeper proof of the existence of a diviner nature than
that man's story. Arthur Harvey, as | have heard people describe
hirm, in his early years was gentle, shy, and given to much
dreaming. He was taken from school early; came up from the
country to the city, and was put to business. He possessed the
apathy and unresisting nature characteristic of so many spiritual
people, and which is found notably among the natives of India;




=0 he took his daily confinerment at first as a matter of course,
though glad enough when it was over, and the keen sweet air
hlew about him in spring or sumimer evenings, and the earth
looked visionary, steeped in dew and lovely colour, and his soul
grew rich with strange memories and psychic sensations. And
=0 day-tny-day he might hawve gone on with the alternation of
wiorl and dream, and the soul in its imaginings might never hawve
knman of the labours of the mind, each waorking by habit in its
accustomed hour, but for an incident which took place about teo
vears after his going to business.

Cne marning his manager said: "Harvey take this letter; deliver
it, and wait for an answer." He started up eagerly, glad for the
unwionted freedom from his desk. At the door, as he went out,
the whale blinding glary of the sunlight was dashed on him. He
looked up. Ahl what spaces illimitable of lustrous blue. How far
offl How mighty! He felt suddenly faint, small, mean, and feehle.
His limbs trembled under him: he shrank from the notice of men
as he went on his way. Vastness, such as this, breaking in upaon
the eve that had followed the point of the pen, unnerved him: he
felt a bitter self-contempt. YWhat place had he amid these huge
energies? The city deafened him as with one shout: the tread of
the multitude; the mob of vehicles; glitter and shadow; rattle,
roar, and dust, the black smaoke curled in the air; higher up the
snowy and brilliant clouds, which the tall winds bore along; all
were but the intricate and wondrous workings of a single
monstrous personality; a rival in the universe who had absorbed
and wrested from him his own divine dower. Qut of him; out of
hirm, the power - the free, the fearless - whirled in play, and
drove the suns and stars in their orbits, and sped the earth
through light and shadow. Cut of him; out of him; never to be

reconguered; never to be regained. The exultant laugh of the
day; the flame of summer; the gigantic winds careering over the
city; the far-off divine things filled him with unutterable despair.
What was he amid it allY A spark decaying in its socket; a little
hat dust clinging together.

He found himself in a small sguare; he sat down on a bench; his
fbirain burning, his eyes unseeing.

"Oh!l my, what's he piping over?" jeered a grotesgue woice, and
a small figure disappeared, turning somersaults among the
hushes.

"Poor young man! Perhaps he is ill. Are you not well, sir?" asked
a sympathetic nurse.

He started up, brought to himself, and muttering something
unintelligible, continued his journey through the city. The terrible
influence departed, and a new change came aver him. The
laugh of the urchin rankled in his mind: he hated notice; there
must be something absurd ar out of the comman in his
appearance to invoke it. He knew suddenly that there was a gulf
hetween him and the people he lived among. They were wivid,
actual, suited to their places. How he envied them! Then the
whaole superficies of his mind bhecame filled with a desire to
conceal this difference. He recalled the warious characteristics
af those who worked along with him. One knew all topical
songs, slang and phrases; another affected a smartness in
dress; a third discussed theatres with semi-professional
knowledge. Harvey, however, could never have entered the
warld, or lived in it, if he had first to pass through the portals of
zuch ideas! He delivered his letter; he was wearied out, and as
he returned he noticed neither sky nar sunlight, and the hurrying
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multitudes were indifferent and without character. He passed
through therm; his mind dull like theirs, a mere machine to guide
rapid footsteps.

That evening, a clerk named Whittaker, a little his senior in the
office, was struck by Harvey's curious and delicate face.

"| say, Harvey," he said, "how do you spend your evenings?"
Harvey flushed a little at the unwonted interest.

| take long walks," he said.

"Do vou read much'?"

A ittle "

"Dio vou go to the theatre'™

g "

"Meser?

"Mewer "

"“Whewl what a queer fellow! Mo clubs, classes, music-halls -
anything of the sort, eh?"

"Mo " said Harvey, a little bitterly, "I know nothing, nobody; | am
abwiays alone "

"“What an extraordinary life! YWhy, vou are out of the universe
campletely. | say," he added, "come along with me this evening.
| will initiate you a litte. You knoe you must learn your profession
asz a human being "

Hiz manner was very kindly: still Harvey was so shy that he
would have found some excuse, but for that chance expression,
"out of the universe " WWas not this apartness the very thing he
had just been hitterly feeling? \While he hesitated and

stammered in his awlwardness, the other said; "There, no
excuses! You need not go to your lodgings for tea. Come along
with me "

They went off together through the darkening streets. Cine
cheerful and irreverent, brimful of remark or criticism; the other
silent, his usual dreaminess was modified, bhut had not departed,
and once, gazing up through the clear, dark blue, where the
stars were shining, he had a momentary sense as if he were
suspended from them by a fine invisible thread, as a spider
hiung from her roof, suspended from on high, where the pure
and ancient aether flamed around the habituations of eternity;
and below and about him, the thoughts of demons, the smaoke,
darkness, horror and anguish of the pit.

Chapter II.

| cannot tell all the steps by which the young soul came forth
from its clouds and dreams, but must hurry over the years. This
zingle incident of his boyhood | have told to mark the character
and tendency of his development; spirituality made
self-conscious only in departing; life, a falling from ideals which
grewy greater, more beautiful and luminous as the possibility of
realizing them died away. But this ebbtide of inner life was not
regular and incessant, but rather after the fashion of waves
which retreat surely indeed, but returning again and again, seem
for maoments to regain almost maore than their past altitude . His
life was a series of such falls and such awakenings. Every new
experience which drews his soul from its quietude brought with it
a revelation of a spiritual past, inwhich, as it now seemed, he
had been living unconsciously. Every new experience which
enriched his mind seemed to leave his soul more barren. The
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pathetic anguish of these moments had little of the maoral
element, which was dormant and uncultivated rather than
perverted. He did not ponder over their moral aspect, for he
shared the superficial dislike to the ethical, which we often see
in purely artistic natures, who cannot endure the entrance of
restraint or pain upon their beauty. His greatest lack was the
companionship of fine men or noble women. He had shot up far
beyond the reach of those whom he knew, and wanting this
companionship he grew into a cynical or sensuous way of
regarding them. He began to write: he had acquired the faculty
of wigourous expression by means of such emaotions as were
tinged with a mystical voluptuousness which was the other pole
to his inner, secret and spiritual being. The double strain upon
his energies, which daily work and nightly study with mental
productiveness invalved, acted injuriousky upon his health, and
after a wear he hecame so delicate that he could carry on neither
ane nar other of his avocations without an interval of complete
rest. Chtaining leave from his employers, he went back for a
period of sixweeks to the village where he had been born. Here
inthe early summer and sunshine his health rapidly improved;
his mind even more than his body drank deep draughts of life;
and here, more than at any period in his life, did his imagination
begin to deal with mighty things, and probe into the secret
mysteries of life, and here passed into the long descended line
by which the human spirit passed from empire; he began to
comprehend dimlby by what decadence from starry state the soul
of man is ushered into the great wvisible life. These things came
to him not clearly as ideas, but rather as shadowy and shining
vision throwwn across the air of dawn of twilight as he mowved
about.

mot alone did this opulence of spiritual life make him happy,
another cause conspired with it to this end. He had met a nature
somewhat akin to his own: Olive Rayne, the woman of his life.

Az the days passed over he grew eager not to lose any chance
of speech with her, and but two days before his departure he
wialked to the village hoping to see her. Down the quiet English
lane in the evening he passed with the rapid feet that bear
onwward unguiet or feverish thought. The clear fresh air
communicated delight to him; the fields grown dim, the voice of
the cuckoo, the moon like a vellow globe cut in the blue, the
cattle like great red shadows driven homeward with much
unnecessary clamour by the children; all these flashed in upon
him and became part of him: ready made accessories and
backgrounds to his dreams, their guietness stilled and soathed
the troubled beauty of passion. His pace lessened as he came
near the village, half waondering what would serve as excuse faor
visits following one so soon upon the other. Chance served as
excuse. He saw her grey dress, her firm upright figure coming
aut from amaong the lilac brushes at the gate of her father's
house. She saw Harvey coming towards her and waited for him
with a pleasant smile. Harvey, accustomed to introspect and
ideal imaginings, here encountered no shock gazing upon the
external. Some last light of day reflected upward from the white
gate-post, irradiated her face, and touched with gold the delicate
broem hair, the nosrtils, lips, chin, and the lilac of her throat. Her
features were clear-cut, flawless; the expression exquisitely
grave and pure; the large grey eyves had that steady glow which
shows a firm and undisturbed will. In some undefinable way he
found himself thinking of the vague objects of his dreams,
delicate and subtle things, dew, starlight, and transparencies




rose up by some affinity. He rejected them - not thoze - then a
strong wearriar with a look of pity on his face appeared and
dizappeared: all this guick as a flash before she spoke.

"l am going doctoring," she said. "Old nurse Winder is ill, and oy
father will not be back until late " Mr. Hayne was the country
doctor.

"May | gowith ywou?" he asked.

"Oh, yes, why notY But | have first to call at two or three places
an the way "

He went with her. He was full of wonder at her. How could she
come out of her own waorld of aspiration and mystic religion and
showy such perfect familiarity, ease and interest in dealing with
these zordid village complaints, maral and physical? Hareey
was a man who disliked things like these which did not touch his
sense of beauty. He could not speak to these people as she did:
hie could not sympathize with them. The pain of the old worman
made him shrink into himself almost with more disgust than pity.
While Olive was bending over her tenderly and
compassionately, he tried to imagine what itwas inspired such
actions and such self-forgetfulness. Almost it seemed for a
moment to him as it some hidden will in the universe would not
let heauty rest in its own sphere, but bowed it down among
sorrows continually. He felt a feeling of relief as they came out
again into the night.

It was a night of miracle and wonder. \Withdrawn far aloft into
fairy altitudes, the stars danced with a gaiety which was more
tremendous and solemn than any repose. The night wias
wrought out of a profusion of delicate fires. The grass, trees,
and fields glowed with the dusky colours of rich pottery.

Everywhere silence; everywhere the exultant breathing of life,
subtle, universal, penetrating. Into the charmed heart fell the
enchantment we call ancient, though the days have no fellovws,
nar will ever have any. Harvey, filled up with this wonder, turned
to his companion.

"See howy the Magician of the Beautiful blows with his mystic
bireath upaon the world! How tremulous the lights are; what still
nessl How it banishes the memary of painl”

"Canvyou forget pain =0 easily¥ | hardly noticed the night - it is
wonderful indeed. But the anguish it covers and enfolds
evenawhere | cannot forget”

"| could not bear ta think of pain at any time, still less while these
miracles are over and around us. You seem to me almost to
seelk pain like a lover. | cannot understand wou. How can you
biear the ugly, the mean, the sordid - the anguish which you
meet. You - =0 beautiful?*

"Canyou not understand?” she said, almost impetuously. "Have
you never felt pity as universal as the light that floods the waorld?
To me a pity seems to come dropping, dropping, dropping from
that old sky, upon the earth and its anguish. God is not
indifferent. Love eternal encircles us. Its wishes are for our
redemption. lts movements are like the ripples starting from the
rim of a pond that overcome the outgoing ripples and restore all
to peace.

"But what i pain if there is this love?" asked Harvey.

“Ah, how can | answer you? Yet | think it is the triumph of [ove
pushing back sin and rebellion. The cry of this old nature being
overcome is pain. And this is universal, and goes on
everywhere, through we cannot comprehend it, and so, when
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we yield ta this divine love, and accept the change, we find in
pain a secret sweetness. It is the first thrill that heralds an
immense dawn."

"But why doyou say it is universal? Is not that a frightful
thought™"

"If God is the same yesterday, to-day, and to-morrowy, then the
life of Christ on earth was a symbal - must be a symbal - of
wihat endures far ever: the Light and Darkness for ever in
canflict: a crucifixion in eternity "

Thizs belief, so terrible, so pathetic, so strange, coming from this
young girl affected Harvey profoundly. He did not reject it. The
firmness and surety of her utterance, the moral purity of her
character, appealed to him whao felt his own lack of clear belief
and heroic purpose. Like all spiritual people, he assimilated
easily the spiritual moods of those whom he came into contact
with. Coming from her, the moral, pathetic, and Christian
doctrine had that element of beauty which made it blend with his
ideal paganism. As hewent homewards he pondered over her
wiords, her life, her thoughts. He began to find an inexpressible
heauty in her pity, as a feeling welling up from unknown depths,
aut of the ancient heart of things. Filled with this pity he could
avercome his dislike of pain and go forth as the strong warrior of
hiz momentary vizsion. He found himself repeating again and
again herwards: "We find in pain a secret sweetness - a secret
sweethess - a secret sweetness " If he could only find it, what
might he not dare, to what might he not attain® And revalving all
these things upon his restless pillowe, there came over him ane
of those mystic moods | have spoken of: wandering among dim
ariginals, half in dream and half in trance, there was unfolded
within him this ancient legend of the soul:-

There was a great Gloom and a great Glory in nature, and the
legions of darkness and the glorious hosts were at war
perpetually with one another. Then the Ancient of Days, who
holds all this within himself, moved the Gloom and the Glary
together: the Sons of the Bright Fire he sent into the darkness,
and the children of Darkness he brought unto the gates of the
day. And in the new life formed out of the union of these two,
pain, self-conscious, became touched with 2 spiritual beauty,
and those who were of the Hosts of Beauty wore each one a
Crown of Thorns upon the brow.

Chapter III.

Harvey rose up early; as he walked to and fro in the white dawn,
he found the answers to every guestion in his mind: they rose up
with a sweet and joyful spontaneity. Life became filled with
happiest meaning: a light from behind the weil fell upon the things
he had befare disliked, and in this new light, pain, sarrowy, and
the ald maralities were invested with a significance undreamt of
befare. In admitting into his own mind Olive Hayne's ideas, he
removed something of their austerity: what he himself rejected,
seen in her, added another and peculiar interest to the saintly
ideal of her which he had formed. She had once said, peace and
restwere inconcersable while there existed strife and suffering in
nature. Mowhere could there be found refuge; drawing near unto
the divine, this pain only became wider, more intense, almost
insufferable, feeling and assimilating the vastness of divine
sorrowy brooding over the unreclaimed deep. This pity, this
consciousness of pain, nat her own, filling her own, filling her
life, marked her out from everyone he knew. She seemed to him
as one consecrated. Then this lover in his mystic passion
passed in the conternplation of his well-beloved fram the earthly




to the irmvisible soul. He saw behind and around her a form
unseen by others; a form, spirtual, pathetic, of unimaginable
beauty, on which the eternal powers kept watch, which they
nourizhed with their own life, and on which they inflicted their
own pain. This form was crowned, but with a keen-painted
radiance fram which there fell a shadowsy dropping. As he
walked to and fro in the white dawn he made far her a song, and
inscribed it.

To One Consecrated

Your paths were all unknown to us:

We were so far away from you,

We mixed in thought vour spirit thus -
With whiteness, stars of gold, and dew.

The mighty mother nourished yaou:

Her breath blews from her mystic bhowers:
Their elfin glimmer floated through

The pureness of your shadowy hours.

The mighty mother made you wise;
Gave love that clears the hidden ways:
Her glooms were glory to your eyes,
Her darkness but the Fount of Days.

She made all gentleness in you,

And beauty radiant as the morn's:
She made our joy In yours, then threw
LUpon your head a croven of tharns.

Your eyes are filled with tender light,

For those whose eyes are dim with tears;
They see your browy iz crowned and hright,
Eut not itz ring of wounding spears.

We can imagine no discomfiture while the heavenly light shines
through us. Harvey, though he thought with humility of his past
as impotent and ignoble in respect of action, felt with his rich
vivid consciousness that he was capable of entering into her
subtlest emotions. He could not think of the future without her;
he could not give up the hope of drawing nigh with her to those
mysteries of life which haunted them baoth. His thought,
companioned by her, went ranging down mary a mystic year.
He began to see strange possibilities, flashes as of old power,
divine magic to which all the world responded, and so on till the
thought trembled in vistas ending in a haze of flame. Meamwhile,
around him was summer: gladness and youth were in his heart,
and so he went on dreaming - forecasting far the earth and its
people a future which belangs anly to the spiritual soul -
dreaming of happy years even as a child dreams.

Later on that evening, while Clive was sitting in her garden, Or.
Fayne came out and handed her a bundle of magazines.

"There are some things in these which may interest yvou, Clive "
he said: "voung Harvey werites for them, | understand. | looked
over one or two. They are too mystical for me. You will hardhy
find them mystical enough.”

She took the papers from him without much interest, and laid
them beside her on the seat. After a time she took them up. As
she read her brows began to knit, and her face grew cold.
These verses were full of that mystical voluptuousness which |
said characterised Harvey's earlier productions; all his rich
imagination was employved to centre interest upon maoments of
half-sensual sensations; the imagery was used in such a way
that nature seemed to aid and abet the emotion; out of the heart
of things, out of wild enchantment and eternal revelry shot forth
inta the lives of men the fires of passion. Mothing could be moare




unlike the Christ-soul which she worshiped as underlying the
universe and on which she had reliance.

"He does not feel pity; he does not understand love " she
murmured. She felt a cold anger arise; she who had pity for
most things felt that a lie had been uttered defiling the most
sacred things in the Holy of Holies, the things upon which her life
depended. She could never understand Harvey, although he had
been included in the general kindliness with which she treated all
who came near her but here he seemed revealed, almost
vaunting an inspiration from the passionate powers who carry
on their ancient wiar against the Most High.

The lights were now beginning to fade about her in the guiet
garden when the gate opened, and someone came down the
path. Itwas Harvey. In the gloom he did not notice that her usual

smile was lacking, and besides he was too rapt in his own
purpose. He hesitated for a moment, then spoke.

"Olve " he said tremulously, "as | came down the lanes to say
good-bye to you my heart rebelled. | could not bear the thought:
Qlive, | have learned so many things from you; your words have
meant so much to me that | have taken them as the words of
God. Before | knews ywou | shrank from pain; | wandered in search
of a falze beauty. | see now the purpose of life - to carry on the
ald heroic battle for the true; to give the consolation of beauty to
suffering; to hecome so pure that through us may pass that
divine pity which | never knews until you spoke, and | then saw it
was the root of all life, and there was nothing behind it - such
magic your words have. My heart was glad this marning for you
at this truth, and | saw in it the power which would transfigure
the earth. et all this hope has come to me through you; | half
hiold 1t still through you. To part from you now - it seems to me
would be like turning away from the guardian of the heavenly

gateway . | know | have but little to bring yvou. | must make all my
plea how much you are to me when | ask can you love me "

She had hardly heard a word of all he said. She was only
conscious that he was speaking of love. What loveY Had he not
wiritten of it Itwould have emptied Heaven into the pit. She
turned and faced him, speaking coldly and deliberately:

“vou could speak of love to me, and write and think of it like
this!" She placed her hand on the unfortunate magazines.
Harvey followed the movement of her arm. He took the papers
up, then suddenly saw all as she turned and walked away, -
what the passion of these poems must have seemed to her.
What had he been in her presence that could teach her
otherwise? Cnly a doubter and guestioner. In a dreadful moment
his past rose up before him, dreamy, weak, sensual. His
conscience smaote him through and through. He could find no
word to say. Self-condemned, he moved blindly to the gate and
went out. He hardly knews what he was doing. Before him the
pale dry road wound its way into the beilight amid the hedges
and cottages.

Phantasmal children came and went. There seemed some
madness in all they were doing. YWhy did he nat hear their
voices? They ran round and round; there should have been cries
ar laughter ar some such thing. Then suddenly something
seemed to push him foreard, and he went on blankly and
walked down the lane. In that tragic moment his soul seemed to
have deserted him, leaving only a half-animal consciousness.
Wyith dull attention he wondered at the muffled sound of his feet
upon the dusty road, and the little puffs of smoke that shot out
hefare them. BEvery now and then something would throb fiercely
for an instant and be subdued. He went on and on. His path lay
across some fields. He stopped by force of habit and turned




aside from the road. Again the same fierce throb. In 2 wild
inztant he struggled for recollection and self-mastery, and then
the smothered soul rushed out of the clouds that oppressed it.
Memaories of hope and shame: the marning gladness of his
heart: the brilliant and spiritual imaginations that inspired him:
their sudden ending: the degradation and drudgery of the life he
was to return to on the marrowe: all rose up in tumultuous
conflict. A feeling of anguish that was elemental and not of the
moment filled hirm. Drifting and wacillating nature - he saw
himself as in a boat borne along by currents that carried him,
nowy near isles of heauty, and then whirled him away from their
vanizhing glary into gloomy guifs and cataracts that went doen
into hlackness. He was master neither of joy nor sorrow.
Wyithout will. unpractical; with sensitiveness which made joy a
delirium and gloam a wery hell; the days he went fonsard to
stretched out iron hands to bind him to the deadky dull and
commaonplace. These vistas, intolerable and hopeless,
avercame him. He threws himself domeamn in his despair. Around his
head pressed the cool grasses wet with dew. Strange and
narrowy, the houndary between heaven and helll All around him
arimeval life innocent and unconscious was at play. All around
him, stricken with the fewver of life, that Power which made both
light and darkness, inscrutable in its waorkings, was singing
silently the lovely carol of the flowers.

Chapter IV.

Little heaps of paper activities piled themselves up, were added
ta, diminished, and added to again, all the day long before
Harvey at his desk. He had returned to his waork: there was an
unusual press of business, and night after night he was detained

long beyond the usual hours. The iron hand which he had
forezeen was laid upon him: it robbed him even of his right to
sarrmey, the time to grieve . But within him at moments stirred
memaries of the past, poignant anguish and fierce rebellion.
With him everything transformed itself finally into ideal images
and aspects, and it was not so much the memary of an incident
which stung him as the elemental zense of pain in life itzelf. He
felt that he was debarred from a heritage of spiritual life which he
could not define even to himself. The rare rays of light that
slanted through the dusty air of the office, mystic gold fallen
through inconcerable distances from the pure primeval places,
wakened in him an unutterahle longing: he felt a choking in his
throat as he looked. Often, at night, too, lifting his tired eyes fram
the pages flaring beneath the bright gas jet, he could see the
blueness deepen rich with its ancient clouds of starry dust.
What pain it wias to him, immemarial guiet, passivity and peace,
though owver it a million tremars fled and chased each other
throughout the shadowsy night! What pain itwas to et the eyes
fall Ima and see about him the pale and feverish faces looking
ghostly through the hot, fetid, animal, and flickering airl

Hiz wiork over, out into the night he would drag himself wearily -
out into the night amywhere; but there no more than within could
he escape from that power which haunted him with mighty
memaories, the scourge which the Infinite wields. Mature has no
refuge for those inwhom the fire of spirit has been kindled: earth
has no glory for which it does not know a greater glory. As
Harvey passed down the long streets, teankling with their myriad
lights fading into blue and misty distances, there rose up before
him in the visionary air solemn rows of sphinxes in serried array,
and starlit pyramids and temples - greatness long dead, a
dreamn that mocked the lives around him, hoarding the sad small
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generations of humanity dwindling away from beauty. Gone was
the pure and pale splendour of the primeval skies and the lustre
of the first-horn of stars. But even this memory, which linked him
in imagination to the ideal past, was not always his: he was
welghted, like all his race, with an animal cansciousness which
cried out fiercely for itz proper life, which thirsted for sensation,
and was full of lust and anger. The darkness was not only about
hirm, but in him, and struggled there for mastery. [t threw up
forms of meanness and horrible temptations which clouded over
hiz soul; their promise was forgetfulness,; they seemed to say:
"Satisfy us, and your infinite longing shall die away: to be of clay
Iz very dull and comfortable; it is the common lot”

One night, filled with this intolerable pain, as he passed through
the streets he vielded to the temptation to kill out this tarturing
consciousness: he accosted one of the women of the streets
and walked away with her. She was full of light prattle, and
chattered on and on. Harvey answered her not a word; he was
set on his stony purpose. Child of the Stars! what had he to do
with these things? He sought only his soul's annihilation.
Something in this terrible silence communicated itself to his
companion. She looked at his face in the light of a lamp; itwas
white, locked, and rigid. Child of the Stars, no less, though long
forgetful, she shuddered at this association. She recailed from
him crying out "vou brute - you brute!" and then fled away. The
unhappy man turned homeward and sat in his lonely room with
stupid, staring eyes, fixed on darkness and vacancy until the
pale green light of dawn began to creep in upon him.

Into this fevered and anguished existence no light had yet come.
Orunken with wretchedness, Harvey could not or would not
think; and the implacable spirt which followed him deepened
and guickened still mare the current of his being, and the

GLOOM and the GLORY of his dream moved still nearer to
each other. Mighty and mysterious spirit, thou who crownest
pain with beauty, and by whom the mighty are bowed down from
their seats, under they guidance, for such a crowning and far
such agony, were coiled together the living streams of evil and
good, so that at last the man might know himself - the soul -nat
as other than Theel

The ways by which he was brought to that moment were
unremembered; the sensations and thoughts and moods which
culminated in the fire of self-consciousness could be retraced
but waguely. He had gone out of the city one Sunday, and king
down in the fields under the trees, for a time he grew forgetful of
misery. He went once maore into the world of dreams. He, or the
creature of his imagination, some shadow of himself, lived in
and roamed through antigue forests where the wonderful days
were unbroken by sense of sorrow. Childhood shared in an
all-pervading exultation; through the pulses of youth ran the fiery
energy that guickened the warld; and this shadow of the
dreamer dwelling amid the forests grews gradually into a
consciousness of a fiery life upon which the surface forms were
bt films: he entered this kingdom of fire; its life became his life
he knew the secret ways to the sun, and the sunny secrets
living in the golden warld. "It was |, myself," rushed into Harvey's
mind: "It was |. Ah, how long ago!” Then far the first time, his
vizionsz, dreams and imaginations became real to him, as
memaries of a spirt traveling through time and space. Looking
backwards, he could nowhere find in the small and
commonplace surroundings of his life anything which could
have suggested or given hirth to these vivid pictures and ideas.
They began to move about swiftly in his mind and arrange
themselves in order. He seemed to himself to have fallen
downwards through a long series of lines of ever-lessening




beauty - fallen downwards from the mansions of eternity into this
truckling and hideous life. As Harvey walked homewards through
the streets, some power must have guided his steps, for he saw
ar knews nothing of what was about him. With the sense of the
reality of his imaginations came an energy he had never befare
felt: his soul took complete possession of him: he knew, though
degraded, that he was a spirit. Then, in that supreme moment,
gathered about him the memaries of light and darkness, and
they became the lips through which eternal powers spake to him
in a tongue unlike the speech of men. The spirit of light was
behind the visions of mystical heauty: the spirit of darkness
arrayed itself in the desires of clay. These powers began to war
within him: he heard voices as of Titans talking.

The spirit of light spake within him and =aid - "Arouse now, and
he thou my vaice in this dead land. There are marny things to be
spoken and sung - of dead language the music and significance,
old waorld philosophies; you will be the singer of the sweetest
songs; stories wilder and stranger than any yet will | tell you -
deeds forgotten of the vaporous and dreamy prime.

The voice came yet again closer, full of sweet promise, with
magical utterance floating around him. He became old -
inconceirsably old and young together. He was astonished in the
wionders of the primal world. Chaos with tremendous agencies,
serpentine powers, strange men-beasts and men-hirds, the
crude first thought of awakening nature was befare him; from
inconceivable heights of starlike punty he surveyed it; he went
forth from glory; he descended and did battle; he warred with
behemeths, with the flying serpents and the maonstrous creeping
things. With the Lords of Air he descended and conguered; he
dwelt in a new land, a warld of light, where all things were of

light, where the trees put forth leaves of living green, where the
rose would blossom into a rose of light and lily into a white
radiance, and over the vast of gleaming plains and through the
depths of luminous forests, the dreaming rivers waould rall in
liquid and silver flame. Often he joined in the mad dance upon
the highlands, whirling round and round until the dark grass
awake fiery with rings of green under the feet. And so, on and on
through endless transformations he passed, and he saw how
the first waorld of dark elements crept in upon the warld of
heauty, clothing it around with grossness and veiling its fires;
and the dark spirits entered by subtle ways into the spheres of
the spirits of light, and hecame as a mist over memaory and a
chain upon speed; the earth groaned with the anguish. Then this
voice cried within him - "Come forth; come out of it, come out,
oh king, to the ancestral spheres, to the untroubled spirtual life.
Cut of the furnace, for it leaves you dust. Come away, oh king,
to old dominion and celestial sway, come out to the antique
glary!

Then another voice from below laughed at the madness. Full of
scorn it spake, "You, born of clay, a ruler of stars’? Pitiful toiler
with the pen, feeble and weary body, what shall make of you a
Spirt?" Harvey thrust away this hateful vaoice. From his soul
came the impulse to go to other lands, to wander for ever and
ever under the star-rich skies, to be a watcher of the dawn and
eve, to live in forest places or on sun-nurtured plains, to merge
himself once more in the fiery soul hidden within. But the
mocking voice would not be stifled, showing him how absurd
and ridiculous it was "to become a vagabond," so the vaoice said,
and finally to die in the workhouse . So the eternal spirit in hirm,
God's essence, conscious of its past brotherhood, with the
maorning stars, the White Asons, in itz prizon-house writhed with




the meanness, till at last he cried, "l will strugole no longer; itis
only agony of spirit to aspire here at all; 1will sit and wait till the
deep darkness has vanished "

But the instruction was not yet complete; he had learmed the
primal place of spirit; he had vet to learn its nature. He began to
think with strange sadness over the hopes of the world, the
young children. He saw them in his vision grow up, bear the
burden in silence or ignorance; he saw how they joined in
dragging omward that huge sphin: which men call ciilization,
there was no time for loitering amid the beautiful, for if one
paused itwas but to be trampled by the feet of the many who
could not stay or rest, and the wheels of the image ground that
soul into nothingness. He felt every pain almaost in an anguish of
sympathy. Helpless to aid, to his lips came the cry to another
which immemarial usage has made intuitive in men. But It is
high and calm above all appeal; to It the cries from all the
sarrowing stars sound but as one great music; kying in the
infinite fields of heaven, from the united feelings of mary
universzes It drawws only a vast and passionless knowledge,
without distinction of pleasure ar pain. From the universal which
moves not and aids not, Harvey in his agomy turned away. He
himself could fly from the strugole; thinking of what far place ar
state to find peace, he found it true in his own being that
nowehere could the soul find rest while there was still pain or
misery in the world. He could imagine no place or state where
these cries of pain would not reach him: he could imagine no
heaven where the sad memory would not haunt him and burn
hirm. He knewy then that the nature of the soul was love eternal;
he knew that if he fled away a divine compassion would compel
him to renews his brotherhood with the stricken and suffering;
and what was best forever to do was to fight out the fight in the

darkness. There was a long silence in Harvey's soul: then with
almost a solemn joy he grew to realize at last the truth of he
himself - the soul. The fight was over; the Gloom and the Glory
were linked together, and one inseparably. Harvey was full of 3
sense of guietness, as if a dew fell from unseen places on him
with soothing and healing power. He looked around. He was at
the doar of his lodgings. The tall narrow houses with their dull
red hues rose up about him;, from their chimneys went up still
higher the dark smoke; but behind its nebulous wavering the
stars were yet, they broke through the smaoke with white lustre.
Harvey looked at them for @ moment, and went in strangely
comforted.

fiisf Theosophist, March 15, June 15, 1894

[
(o) (O] ) [ Ferene (o)




The Midnight Blossom

"Arhans are born at midnight hour ... together with the holy
flowwer that opens and blooms in darkness." - The Voice of the
Silence

\We stood together at the door of our hut: we could see through
the gathering gloom where our sheep and goats were cropping
the sweet grass on the side of the hill; we were full of drowsy
content as they were. We had naught to mar aur own
happiness - neither memary nor unrest for the future. Ye
lingered on while the vast twilight encircled us; we were ane with
its dewry stillness. The lustre of the early stars first broke in upon
aur dreaming: we looked up and around: the yellow
constellations began to sing their choral hymn together. As the
night deepened they came out swifthy from their hiding places in
depths of still and unfathomahle blue; they hung in burming
clusters; they advanced in multitudes that dazzled: the shadowny
shining of night was strewn all over with nebulous dust of silver,
with long mists of gold with jewels of glittering green. We felt
howy fit 2 place the earth was to live on, with these nightly glories
over us, with silence and coolness upon itz lawns and lakes
after the consuming day. Yalmika, Kedar, | and Ananda watched
together; through the rich gloom we could see far distant forests
and lights - the lights of village and city in King Suddhodana's
realm.

"Brothers," said Yalmika, "How good it is to be here, and not
vonder in the city where they know not peace, even in sleep”

“vonder and yonder," said Kedar, " saw the inner air full of a red
glowe where they were busy in toiling and strife. It seemed to

reach up to me; | could not breathe. | climbed the hills at dawn to
laugh where the snows were, and the sun is as white as they
are white "

"But, brothers, if we went down amang them and told them how
happy we were, and how the flowers grow on the hillside, and all
about the flocks, they would surely come up and leave all
sorrowy. They cannot know or they would come " Ananda was a
mere child though so tall for his years.

"They would not come," said Kedar. "All their joy is to haggle and
hoard. When Siva blows upon them with his angry breath they
will lament, or when the Prets in fierce hunger devaur them "

"It iz good to be here," repeated Yalmika drowvesily, "to mind the
flocks and he at rest, and to hear the wise Yarunna speak when
he comes amang us "

| was silent. | knew better than they that busy city which glowed
beyond the dark forests. | had lived there until, grovwn sick and
weary, | had gone back to my brothers on the hillside. |
wiondered would life, indeed, go on ceaselessly until it ended in
the pain of the warld. | said within myself - Ch, mighty Brahma,
an the outermost verges of they dream are our lives; thou old
imnvisible, hows faintly through our hearts comes the sound of thy
sang, the light of thy glary! Full of yearning to rise and return, |
strove to hear in the heart the music Anahata had spoken of in
our sacred scrolls. There was silence, and then | thought | heard
sounds, not glad, a myriad murmur. As | listen it deepened, it
gress into passionate prayer and appeal and tears, as if the cry
of the long- forgotten souls of men went echoing through empty
chambers. My eyes filled with tears, for it seemed world-wide,
and to sigh from out many ages, long agone, to be and yet to be.




"Anandal Anandal where is the boy running to?" cried Yalmika.
Ananda had wanished into the gloom. YWe heard his glad laugh
helow and then another voice speaking. Presently up loomed the
tall figure of Yarunna. Ananda held his hand and danced beside
him. e could see by the starlight his simple robe of white |
could trace clearly every feature of the grave and heautiful face,
the radiant eyves; not by the starlight | saw, but because a silvery
shining rayed a little way into the blackness around the dark hair
and face. Valmika, as elder, first spake.

"Haly =ir, be welcome. Will you come in and rest?"

| cannot stay now. | must pass over the mountain ere dawn; but
wou may come a little way with me - such of you as will "

We aszented gladly - Kedar and | Yalmika remained. Then
Ananda prayed to go. We bade him stay, fearing for him the
labour of climhing and the chill of the snows, but VYarunna said:
"Let the child come; he is hardy; he will not tire it he holds my
hands "

S0 we set out together and faced the highlands that rose and
rose above us; we knew well the way even at night. We waited
in silence for Yarunna to speak, but for nigh two hours we
mounted without words, save for Ananda's shouts of delight and
wonder at the heavens spread above us. But | was hungry for an
answer to my thoughts, so | spake.

"Master, Valmika was saying, ere you came, how good it was to
he here rather than in the city where they are full of strife, and
Kedar thought their lives would flove an into fiery pain and no
speechwould avail. Ananda, speaking as a child indeed, said if
ane went down amaong them they would listen to his story of the
happy life. But, Master, do not many speak and interpret the

sacred writings, and how fews they are wha lay to heart the
words of the gods! They seem, indeed, to go an through desire
into pain, and even here upon our hills we are not free, for Kedar
felt the hot glows of their passion and | heard in my heart their
sobs of despair. Master, it was terrible, for they seemed ta
come from the wide earth aver, and out of ages far away "

"There iz more of the true in the child's hope than in your
despair, for it is of much avail to speak though but a few listen.
Eetter iz the life which aids, though in sorrowe, than the life which
withdraws from pain unto solitude. Yet it is not well to speak
without power, for only the knower of Brahma can interpret the
sacred writings truly. It is well to be free ere we speak of
freedom; then we have power and many hearken.”

"But who would leave joy for sarroey, and who being one with
Erahma may return to give council?

"Brather," said Warunna, "here is the hope of the warld. Though
many seek anly for the eternal joy, vet the cry you heard has
been heard by great ones who have turned backwards, called hy
these beseeching voices. The small old path stretching far
away leads through many wonderful beings to the place of
Brahma; there is the first fountain, the world of beautiful silence,
the light that has been undimmed since the beginning of time -
the joy where life fades into being; but turning backwards, the
small old path winds away into the world of men, it enters every
sorrowful heart, and the way of him who would tread therethro'
s stayved by its pain and barred by its delusion. This is the way
the great ones go; they turn with the path from the door of
Erahma the warriors and the strong ones: they move along its
myriad ways, they overcome darkness with wisdom and pain
with compassion. After many conguered worlds, after marny
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races of men, purified and uplifted they go to greater than
Erahma. In these, though few, is the hope of the world; these
are the heroes for whaom, returning, the earth puts farth her
signal fires, and the Devas sing their hymns of welcome "

Wie paused where the plateau widened out; there was scarce a
ripple in the chill air; in guietness the snows glistened, a light
reflected from the crores of stars that swung with gay and
glittering motion above us. \We could hear the immense
heart-heat of the warld in the stillness; we had thoughts that
went ranging through the heavens, not sad, but full of solemn
hope.

"Brothers! Master! Look, the wionderful thing! and another, and
vet another!" We heard Ananda calling, we looked and saw the
hioly blossom - the midnight floweer - oh, may the earth again put
forth such beauty - it grews up from the snows with leaves of
delicate crystal, a nimbus encircled each radiant bloom, a halo
pale yet lustrous. | bowwed down before it lost in awe. | heard
Warunna say - "The earth, indeed puts farth her signal fires, and
the Devas sing their hymn; listen!" We heard a music as of
beautiful thought moving along the high places of the earth, full
of infinite love and hope and yearning.

"Brothers, be glad, for One is horm who has chosen the greater
wiay . Mowe | must pass onwards. Kedar, Marayan, Ananda,
farewelll May, no further; it is long way to return, and the child
will tire "

He went on and passed from our sight. But we did not return; we
remained long, long in silence, looking at the sacred flower.

Wy, taken long ago, be strong in our hearts to-day. Here where
the pain is fiercer, to rest is more sweet. Here where beauty
dies away, itis more joy to be lulled in dreams. Here the good,

the true, our hope, seem but a madness born of ancient pain.
2ut of rest, dream, or despair, [et us arise. Let us go the way
the Great Ones go.

Insh Theosophist, July, 158594
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The Meditation of Parvati

Farvata rose up from his seat under the banyan tree. He passed
hiz hand unsteadily over his brow. Throughout the day the young
ascetic had been plunged in profound meditation, and now,
returning fram heaven to earth, he was dazed like one whao
awakens in darkness and knows not where he is. Al day long
hefare his inner eye hurmed the light of the Lokas, until he was
wearied and exhausted with their splendours; space glowed like
a diamond with intolerable lustre, and there was no end to the
dazzling processions of figures. He had =een the fiery dreams
of the dead in Swargam. He had been tormented by the sweet
singing of the Gandharvas, whose choral song reflected in its
ripples the rhythmic pulse of Being. He saw how the arbs, which
held them, were set within luminous orbs still of wider circuit,
and wvaster and vaster grew the vistas, and smaller seemed the
soul at gaze, until at last, a mere speck of life, he hare the
burden of innumerable worlds. Seeking for Brahma, he found
only the great illusion as infinite as Brahma's being.

If these things were shadows, the earth and the forests he
returned to, viewed at evening, seemed still more unreal, the
mere dusky flutter of a moth's wings in space. Filmy and
evanescent, if he had sunk down as through a transparency into
the woid, it would not have been wonderful. Farvati turned
homeweard, still half in trance: as he threaded the dim alleys he
noticed not the flaming eyes that regarded him from the gloom;
the serpents rustling amid the undergrowths; the lizards,
fire-flies, insects, the innumerable lives of which the Indian forest
Was rumourous; they also were but shadows. He paused half

unconsciously at the village, hearing the sound of human vaoices,
of children at play. He felt a throb of pity for these tiny being whao
struggled and shouted, rolling over each other in ecstasies of
joy; the great illusion had indeed devoured them before whaorm
the Devas once were warshipers. Then close beside him he
heard a voice: its low tones, its reverence soothed him: there
was something akin to his own nature in it it awakened him fully.
A little crowd of five or six people were listening silently to an old
manwho read from a palm-leaf manuscript. Faryati knew his
order by the orange-coloured robes he wore; a Ehikshu of the
new faith. YWhat was his delusion?

The old man lifted his head for a moment as the ascetic came
closer, and then he continued as before. He was reading the
"Legend of the Great King of Glory " Parvati listened to it,
comprehending with the swift intuition and subtlety of a mystic
the inner meaning of the Waonderful YWheel, the elephant
Treasure, the Lake and palace of Righteousness. He followed
the speaker, understanding all until he came to the meditation of
the King: then he heard with vibrating heart, how "the Great King
of Glory entered the golden chamber, and set himself down an
the silver couch. And he let his mind pervade one guarter of the
wiorld with thoughts of Love: and so the second guarter, and so
the third, and so the fourth. And thus the whole wide waorld,
above below, around and everywhere, did he continue to
pervade with heart of Lave, far-reaching, grown great, and
beyond measure " When the old Bhikshu had ended, Farvati
rose up, and went back again into the forest. He had found the
secret of the True - to leave behind the wistas, and enter into the
Eeing. Another legend rose up in his mind, a fairy legend of
righteousness, expanding and filling the universe, a vision
bieautiful and full of old enchantment; his heart sang within him.
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He seated himself again under the banyan tree; he rose up in
soul; he saw before him images, long-forgotten, of those who
suffer in the sorrowful ald earth; he saw the desolation and
loneliness of old age, the insults to the captive, the misery of the
leper and outcast, the chill horror and darkness of life in a
dungeon. He drank in all their sarrowe. For his heart he went out
to them. Love, a fierce and tender flame arose; pity, a breath
from the wast; sympathy, born of unity. This triple fire sent forth
its rays; they surrounded those dark souls; they pervaded them;
they beat down oppression.

While Parvati, with spiritual magic, sent forth the healing
powers, far away at that moment, in his hall, a king sat
enthroned. A captive was bound hefore him; bound, but proud,
defiant, unconguerable of soul. There was silence in the hall until
the king spake the doom, the tarture, far this ancient enemy. The
king spake: "l had thought to do some fierce thing to thee, and
so end thy days, my enemy. But, | remember with sorrow, the
great wrongs we have done to each other, and the hearts made
sare by our hatred. | shall do no more wrong to thee. Thou art
free to depart. Do what thow wilt. | will make restitution to thee
as far as may be for thy ruined state * Then the soul no might
could canguer was conguered, and the knees were bowed; his
pride was overcome. "My brother!" he said, and could say no
mare.

Towatch for years a little narrow slit high up in the dark cell, so
high that he could not reach up and look out; and there to see
daily a little change from blue to dark in the sky had withered that
prisoner's soul. The bitter tears came no more; hardly even
sorrovy; only a dull, dead feeling. But that day a great groan burst
from him: he heard outside the laugh of a child who was playing
and gathering flowers under the high, grey walls: then it all came

aver him, the divine things missed, the light, the glory, and the
heauty that the earth puts forth for her children. The narrow slit
was darkened: half of a little bronze face appeared.

“Whao are you down there in the darkness who sigh so¥ Are you
all alone there? For so many years! Ah, poor man! |would come
down to you if | could, but 1 will =it here and talk to you for a
while. Here are flowers for you " and a little arm showered them
in handfuls; the room was full of the intoxicating fragrance of
summer. Day after day the child came, and the dull heart
entered inta hurman love once mare.

At twilight, by a deep and wide river, sat an old woman alone,
drearmy, and full of memaories. The lights of the swift passing
hioats, and the lights of the stars, were just as in childhood and
the old love-time. Old, feeble, it was time for her to hurry away
from the place which changed not with her sorrow.

"Do you see our old neighbour there?" said Ayesha to her lover.
"They say she once was as beautiful as you would make me
think | am nows. Howe lonely she must bel Let us come near and
speak to her"; and the lover went gladly. Though they spoke to
each other rather than to her, yet something of the past - which
never dies when love, the immortal, has pervaded it -rose up
again as she heard their voices. She smiled, thinking of years of
burning bheauty.

A& teacher, accompanied by his chelas, was passing by the
wiayside where a leper was sitting. The teacher said, "Here is
aur brother whom we may not touch. But he need not be shut
aut fram truth. Yve may sit down where he can listen " He sat
dowin on the wayside beside the leper, and his chelas stood
around him. He spoke words full of love, kindliness, and pity, the
eternal truths which make the soul grow full of sweetness and




wvouth. & small old spot began to glow in the heart of the leper,
and the tears ran down his withered cheeks.

All these were the deeds of Farvati, the ascetic; and the
Watcher who was over him from all eternity made a great stride
towvards that soul.

frish Theosophist, Movember 15, 1893

Comfort

We are continually called upon to give comfort, and itis a
problem to many what to say. For there are people who can see
no outlet from their pain other than this, that they shall obtain that
which they desire. The lover longs for the one whao is absent ar
cold; the poor demand wealth; the tortured cry out for relief from
suffering; and so on through all phases of human life we
continually meet such people. YWe, perhaps free fram such
afflictions, have schooled ourselves inta a heroic mood. These
are not things to sorrows over, we think; therefore, we are in a
dilemma. YWe cannot aid them, for their ideals often seem
ignohle to us - their wish accomplished would only bring an the
renewal of old pain, and hind them closer to the weary wheel.
et we cannot be cold, we who would identify ourselves with all
life, for the soul must "lend its ear to every cry of pain, like as the
lotus bares its heart to drink the morming sun.” In the many
cases where the suffering is unavoidable, and cannot be
otherwise recered, what are we to do¥ Some, a little above the
ignoble views that the only relief is in the satisfaction of desire,
say reverently to those in pain: "It is God's will," and some
accept it as such with dull resignation. But with some the iron
has entered the soul--the words are empty. "What have [ to do
with God, or He with me?" they demand in their hearts. They join
in the immemaorial appeal and fierce revolt which at all times the
soul of man makes against any external restraint. We who are
disciples of old wisdom may touch some chord in them which
may awaken eternal endurance.

It i= not, we say, a pain imposed upon us by any eternal power;
but the path we tread is one which we ourselves very long ago




determined. To the guestion, "What have we to do with God?"
wie make answer that we are the children of Deity - bright sparks
harn in the Divine flame, the spirit in its primal ecstacy reflected
in itzelf the multitudinous powers that throng in space. Itwas
nourished by divine love, and all that great beauty thrilled through
it and quickened it. But from this wvision which the spirit had, it
passed to climb to still greater heights - itwas spirtual, it might
attain divinity. The change from the original transcendental state
of wision to that other state of being, of all-pervading
consciousness, could only be accomplished by what is known
as the descent into matter where spirit identifies itself with every
form of life, and assimilates their essences. This cyclic
pilgrimage it undertook, foreseeing pain, but "preferring free will
to passive slavery, intellectual, self- conscious pain, and even
torture, "while myriad time shall flows,' to inane, imbecile,
instinctual beatitude " foreseeing pain, but knowing that out of it
all would come a nobler state of life, a divinity capable of rule, a
power to assist in the general evolution of nature. Itis true in the
experience of many that going deep within themselves, an
elemental consciousness whispers comfort; it says all will be
well with us; it iz our primal will which so orders. And so we
Justify the pain and hearts that break; and that old appeal and
fierce revolt we make dies out in the inner light which shines
from "the Goal, the Comforter, the Lord, the Withess, the
resting-place, the Asylum, the Friend " YWe can then once mare
go forth with the old, heraiz, Titan will for mastery, seeking not to
escape, but rather to meet, endure, and assimilate sarrow and
joy alike; for so we can permeate all life - life which is in its
essence one. This is the true centre on which all endurance
must rest; this is the caomfort the soul may take to itself;, and
heyond and after this we may say we strugole in a chaos
indeed, but in a2 chaos whose very disorder is the result of law.

That laws iz justice that cannot err. Out of confidence in this
justice may spring up immaortal hopes; our motives, aur faith
shall save us. We may dare more, give ourselves away. more
completely, for is not the root of this law declared to be heauty,
harmony, compassion. YWe may trust that our acts shall have
full fruition, and remain careless of the manner, nor seek for
such results. YWe may look upan it if we will as the sweetest of
the sweetest, the tenderest of the tenderest and this is true,
though still it is master of the fiery pain. Above all it is the [aw of
our omwn being; it is at one with our ancestral self. In all this lies, |
think, such consolation as we may take and offer for pain. Those
who comprehend, in their resignation, shall become one with
themseles, and out of this resignation shall arise will to go forth
and fulfil our lofty destiry.

frish Theosophist, May 15, 1894




The Ascending Cvcle

The teaching of the Secret Doctrine divides the period during
which human evolution proceeds upon this globe into seven
periods. During the first three-and-a-half of these, the ethereal
hiumanity who appeared in the First Race gradually become
material in form, and the psychic spirtuality of the inner man is
transformed into intellectuality. During the remaining
three-and-a-half periods, there is a gradual dematerialization of
farm; the inner man by slow degrees rises from mere brain
intellection to a more perfected spiritual consciousness. Ve are
told that there are correspondences between the early and later
periods of evalution; the old conditions are repeated, but upon
higher planes; we re-achieve the old spirituality with added
wizdam and intellectual power. Looked at in this way we shall
find that the Seventh Hace corresponds to the first; the Sixth to
the Second; and the Fifth Face (which is ours) corresponds
with the Third. "We are now approaching a time " says the
Secret Doctrine, “when the pendulum of evolution will direct its
swing decidedly upward, bringing humanity back on a parallel
line with the primitive Third oot Face in spirituality " That is,
there will be existing on the earth, about the close of Fifth Race,
conditions in some way corresponding with those prevailing
when the Third Face men began their evaolution. Through this
period may be yet distant hundreds of thousands of years, still it
Iz of interest to forecast that future as far as may be, for the
future is concealed in the present, and is the outcome of farces
wiorking to-day. We may find out fram this enguiry the true
nature of movements like the Theosophical Society.

One of the most interesting passages in the Secret Doctrine is
that which describes the early Third Race. "It was not a Hace,
this progeny. Itwas at first a wondrous Eeing, called the
“Initiator," and after him a group of semi-divine and semi-human
beings." Without at all attermpting to explain the real nature of
this mysterious Being or Race, we may assume that one of the
things hinted at is the consciousness of united being possessed
vy these ancient Adepts. Walking abroad over the earth as
instructors of a less progressed humanity, their wisdom and
power had a common root. They taught truth from a
heart-perception of life, ever fresh and eternal, evenpahere
pervading nature and welling up in themselves. This
heart-perception is the consciousness of unity of inner being.
The pendulum of evolution which in its umeard swing will bring
hiumanity backwards on a parallel line with the primitive Third

Foot Race, should bring back something carresponding to this
primeval hierarchy of divine sages. \We should see at the end of
the kaliyuga a new brotherhood formed from those who have
rizen out of material life and aims, who have conguered self,
who have been purified by suffering, who have acquired strength
and wisdom, and who have wakened up to the old magical
perception of their unity in true Being. "At the end of the Kali, our
present age,

Wishnu, or the "BEverlasting King,' will appear as Kalki, and
establish righteousness upon earth. The minds of those whao live
at that time shall be awakened and become pellucid as crystal”
(=ecret Doctring, Il, 483)

Faszsing beyond the turning point of evolution, where the
deluzion of separateness is complete, and moving on the that
future awaiting us in infinite distances, when the Great Breath
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shall cease its outward maotion and we shall merge into the Cne
- on this uphill journey in groups and clusters men will first drave
closer together, entering in spirit their mwn parent rays before
being united in the source of all light and life. Such a brotherhood
of men and women we may expect will arise, conscious in unity,
thinking from one mind and acting from one soul. Al such great
achievements of the race are heralded long before by signs
which thoze who study the lives of men may know. There iz a
gestation in the darkness of the womb before the living being
appears. ldeals first exist in thought, and from thought they are
outrealized into ohjective existence. The Theosophical Society
was started to form the nucleus of a universal brotherhood of
humanity, and its trend is towards this ideal. May we not
justifiably suppose that we are witnessing to-day in this
movement the birth of a new race corresponding to the divine
Initiatars of the Third;, a race which shall in its inner |ife be truly a
“Mondrous Being." | think we will perform our truest service to
the Society by regarding it in this way as an actual entity whose
baby vears and mystical childhood we should foster. There are
many people who knowe that it is possible by certain methods to
participate in the soul-life of a co-worker, and if it is possible to
do this even momentarily with ane comrade, itis possible soto
participate in the vaster life of great movements. There will
came a time to all who have devoted themselves to this idea, as
H.F. Blavatsky and some others hawve done, when they will enter
into the inner life of this great Being, and share the hopes, the
aspirations, the heroism, and the failures which must be brought
about when so many men and women are working together. To
achieve this we should continually keep in mind this sense of
unity; striving also to rise in meditation until we sense in the
vastness the beating of these innumerable hearts glowing with
heroic purpose: we should try to humanize our mysticism; "WWe

can anly reach the Universal Mind through the minds of
humanity," and we can penetrate into their minds by continual
concentration, endeavouring to realise their thoughts and
feelings, until we carry always about with Us in imagination, as
[wirate] WWalt Vvhitman, "those delicious burdens, men and
wormen.”

feish Theosophist, Movember 15, 1893




The Mystic Nights' Entertainiment

We went forth gay in the twilight's cover;
The dragon Day with his ruddy crest
Elazed on the shadowsy hills hung over
The =till grey fields in their dewsy rest.

We went forth gay, for all ancient stories

Were told again in our hearts as we trod;
Ahove were the mountain's dawn-white glories;
We climbed to it as the throne of God.

We pitched our tents in a sheltered nook an the mountain side.
We were great with glee during the day, forecasting happy
holidays remaote from the crowded city. But now as we sat round
the camp fire at dusk silence fell upon us. VWhat were we to do
in the long evenings? | could see ‘Willie's jolky face on the other
side of the fire trying to smother a yvawn as he refilled his pipe.
Eryan was watching the stars dropping into their places one by
ane. | turned to REohert and directed the general attention to him
as a proper object for scorn. He had drawn a pamphlet on some
scientific subject from his breast-pocket and was trying to read it
ty the flickering light.

"Did wou come up to the mountains for this " | asked, "o
increase your knowledge of the Eocene age? Put it by, or - we
will send it up as a burnt offering to the stars®

“Aell " he said, looking rather ashamed, "one must do
something, you know . \Willie has his pipe, Bryan is holding some
mysterious intercourse with the planets, and you have the fire to
take care of. What is one to do?"

This went to the root of the matter. | pondered over it awhile, until
an idea struck me.

"There is Bryan. Let him tell us a story. He was flung into life
with a bundle of old legends. He knows all mystery and
enchantment since the days of the Rishees, and has imagined
more behind them. He has tales of a thousand incarnations
hidden away in secretness. He believes that everything that
happened lives still in the memaory of Nature, and that he can call
up out of the cycles of the past heroic figures and forgotten
histary, simply by his will, 25 a2 magician draws the elemental
hordes together”

"Hawve a dragon and a princess in it," said Willie, settling himself
into an attitude of listening.

"Cr authentic information about Eocene man," sugoested
Fobert.

"| could not tell a story that way," said Bryan simply. " could
never invent a story, though all the characters, heroes and
princess, were to come and sit beside me so that | could
describe them as they really were . My stories come like living
creatures into my mind; and | can anly tell them as they tell
themselves to me. Today, as | lay in the sunlight with closed
eyves, | saw a haze of golden light, then twilight trees appeared
and moving figures and voices speaking; it shaped itself into
what iz hardly a story, but only an evening in some legendary
existence "

We waited while Bryan tried to recall hiz misty figures Ve were
already in sympathy with his phantasmal world, for the valleys
helow us were dim-coloured and quiet, and we heard but rarely
and far away the noizes of the village; the creatures of the
mountain moved about in zecretness, seeking their own peculiar
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joys in stillness amid dews and darkness . After a little BErgan
hegan.

The Gardens of Twilight

| sawy in my vision one of the heroes of the antigue world. He
rode for many, many days, yet saw no kindly human face. After
long wanderings and toils he came to the Gardens of Twilight,
the rich and rare gardens of the primeval world, known by
rumour to the ancient Greeks as the Hesperides. He looked
around with wonder; the place was all a misty dazzle with light,
a level light as of evening that flovwed everywhere about; the air
was rich with the scent of many blossoms,; from each flower
rose an odour that hovered about it as a delicate vapour. While
he gazed, one of the spirits of the garden came nigh him in the
guise of a beautiful human child.

"Howw came you here'?"

"I'wandered for many yvears," he said, "l fought with the dragons
that lie coiled in citron scales on the highways, | warred against
oppression; | made justice to prevail, and now that peace is on
the land | might have rested with peace in mine mam heart, but |
could not yet. So | left behind the happy hearths and homes of
men and rode onward, a secret fire burning ceaselesshy within
me; | knoe not in what strange home it will be still. But what
gardens are these?"

"They are the Gardens of Twilight," answered the child.

"Hows beautiful then must be the Gardens of Dayl How like a
faint fine dust of amethyst and gald the mist arises from the
enchanted odorous flowers! Surely some spirit things must

dhwiell within the air that breaks so perpetually into hues of pearl
and shelll®

"They are the servants of Zeus," the child said. "They live within
these wandering airs; they go forth into the world and make
mystery in the hearts of men.”

"“Was it one such guided me thither?"

"I do not knoe; but this | know, whether led by the wandering
spirits or guided by their own hearts, none can remain here
safely and look upon the flowers save those who understand
their mystery ar those who can create an eqgual beauty. For all
others deadly is the scent of the blossoms; stricken with
madness, they are whirled away into the outer world in fever,
passion and unending hunger and torment.”

| do not care if | pass from them," said the wanderer. "It is not
here my heart could be still and its desire cease, but in the first
Fount."

They passed on and went deeper into the Gardens of Twilight,
which were ever-changing, opalescent, ever-blushing with new
and momentary beauty, ever-vanishing before the steady gaze
to revveal beneath more silent worlds of mystic being. Like
wapour, now gorgeous and now delicate, they wavered, or as the
giant weeds are shadowing around the diver in the Indian wave
sun-drenched through all itz deeps of green. Sometimes a path
wiould unfold, with a million shining flowers of blue, twinkling like
stars in the Milky VWay, beneath their feet, and would wind away
delicately into the faery distances.

"Let us rest," said the child, leaning against a tree. She began
swaying a hand to and fro among the flowers, as her fingers
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touched the bell-like blooms of burning amethyst they became
stained with the rich colour she seemed to lose herself in
dreams as one whao toils not for delight, living ever amid rich
joys. He wondered if she was as unreal as the gardens, and
remembering her words, they seemed familiar as if they were
but echoes of the unuttered thoughts that welled up as he
moved about. VYWhile he watched the flitting phantasmagaoria with
a sense expectant of music which never came, phantasmagoria
with a sense expectant of music which never came, there arose
hefore him images of peace, vanishing faster than passion, and
forms of steadfast purity came nigh, attired, priestess-like, in
white and gold; they laid their heads against his breast, as he
looked down, their eves, eager and flamelike, grew passionate
and full of desire. He stretched out his hand to pluck blossoms
and twine wreaths for their beautiful heads.

"Da not! Do nat!” cried the child. "See how every blossom has
itz guardian!®

There were zerpents coiling about the roots of every flower, ar
amid the leaves, waiting with undulating head and forked tongue
to strike the uncautious hand. He shook off the drowsy influence
of the =cents and o'er-burdened air; the forms vanished. He
remembered the child's words: "Mone can remain in safety an
equal beauty " He began to ponder over the meaning of the
gardens.

“While we sit here, late lingerers in the glory of tealight, [will tell
you a story which my fancy brings me " he said. "l thought one
came here long ago and built himself a mighty world in a dream
of many hundred years "

"He had lived with kings and counselors; he had wrought in
magical arts, and the great and wise of the earth were his

fellows. VWhen a time came for him to depart he turned away
sadly from the towers of men. He passed, without knowing it,
through the strange defiles which lead to these gardens; but the
light did not break upon him in indescent waves foamy with
flowers and sparkling with vanishing farms; the light was hidden
in the bozom of the twilight; it was all-pervading but invisible; the
essence of the light bathed his soul; the light was living; the light
was exhaustless; by it everything was born; touched by it
everything went farth in ecstasy, blind, seeking for realization.

"The magician brought with him the seeds of human desire and
wisdorm and aspiration. The light broke into his moody
forgetfulness and kindled long-forgotten fires. He awaoke from his
darkness and saw hefare him in happiest vistas the island city of
hiz lounging. Around him were the men and women he knew:;
acting on his secret wishes the multitudes hailed him as king,
they howed hefore him as wise, they worshiped him as
all-pmeverful It was not strange to him, and rapt in royal
imaginations for countless yvears he held sway over the island
city. He dreamed of it as a poet, and there was no more
heautiful city than this city of his dream. There were places that
shot up, pinnacle upon pinnacle, amid the jewsel- light of the
stars; there were courts and porticoes full of mysterious glory
and gloom, magnificence and darkness; there were fountains
that jetted their pearly mists into the light, around therm with
summer in their hearts lay the island inhabitants, each one an
angel for beauty. As the dream of the magician deepened in
rapture, the city wavered and changed mare continually; its
towers pierced more daringly into the way of the stars; for the
darkness below he summaoned birds of fire from the aerial
deeps; they circled the palaces with flaming wings; they stained
the air with richest dyes and rained farth emerald and blue and
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gold on the streets and sculptured walls and the inhahitants in
their strange joys.

"Hiz dream changed; he went forth no more but shut himself up
in his palace with his wisest princes, and as he took counsel
with thern, the phantasmal and brilliant towers without faded and
fell away as a butterfly droops its wings. For countless years he
lrved in the intoxication of thought, around him were sages who
propounded wisest laws, and poets who sang of love, humanity
and destiny. As his dream deepened still mare in its rapture,
they sang af mightier themes; there was continual music and
light; there was no limit of glory ar dominion which the human
soul might not aspire to; his warriaors stepped from star to star in
dreams of conguest, and would have stayed the seraph
princess of the wind and wave and fire, to make more radiant
the retinue of thiz magician of the Beautiful.

"Again his desire changed. He sought to haold no further swiay
over these wide realms bheyond him; he shut himself up inan
inner chamber in lonely meditation, and as he entered into a
deeper being the sages and poets, who were with him at his
royal feasts, vanished and were no mare. He, the wise mind,
pandered within himself, finding joy in the continual imaard birth
of thought following thought, as in lonely seas wave rolls upon
wave. From all things he had known or experienced he drew
forth their eszence and hidden meaning, and he found that he
had been no less a king in his old unconsciousness than he now
was, and that at all tirmes nature had been obeisant and
whatever had happened had still been by his own will. Through
the light, thin fretted by the fire of his aspirations, he sometimes
seemed to see the shining Law in all things and the movement
through the thought-swept fields of heaven of the universal
imagination. He saw that this, too, had been a minister to hirm.

He drews nigh to himself - divinity. The last rapture of his soul
was his radiant self-conception. Save for this vesture the light of
illusion fell from him. He was now in a circle of whitest fire, that
girdled and looked in upon the movements of worlds within its
breast. He tried to expand and enter this flaming circle; myniads
of beings on its verges watched him with pity; | felt their thought
thrilling within me.

"He will never attain it!"

"&h, the Beautiful Bird, his plumage is stained!"
"Hiz glory will drag him down !

"Cinly ininvisible whiteness can he pass!®
"Howy he floats upwiards, the Beautiful Bird!"

"These voices of universzal compassion did not reach him, rapt
in aspiration and imperious will.  Far an instant - an eternity - the
infinitudes thrilled him, those infinitudes which in that instant he
knews he could never enter but as one with all on the days of the
great return. &ll that longed, all that aspired and dared, all but the
immaortal were in that movement destroyed, and hurled
dowrwards from the highest heaven of life, the pilgrim spark
hegan once more as a child to live over again the round of
hurman days."

"The spirit of the place o'ermastered you," said the child. "Here
may come and dream; and their dream of joy ended, out of each
dreaming sphere comes forth again in pain the infant spirit of
man."

"But beyond this illusive light and these ever-changing vistas -
what lies”? | am weary of their vanishing glories. would not wish
to mount up through dreams to behold the true and fall away




povwerlesshy, but would rather return to earth, though in pain, still
eager to take up and renew the cyclic lahours "

“| belong to the gardens," said the child; "l do nat knowe what lies
heyond. But there are many paths leading far away "

Eefore them where they stood branched out paths of rich
flowers. Here a region of pinks lured on to wistas of delicate
glory; there ideal violet hues led to a more solemn beauty; here
the eyves were dazzled by avenues of rich, radiant, and sunny
green; anather in beautiful golden colours seemed to invite to the
land of the sun, and yet another winded away through soft and
shadowy blues to remote spiritual distances. There was one, a
path of white flowers ending in light no eye could pierce.

“|will choose this--the path of white flower " he said, waving
farewell to the child. | watched the antique hero in my vision as
he passzed into the light; he seemed to shine, to grow larger; as
he vanished from my eyes he was transfigured, entering as a
god the region of gods "

"Did wou really dream all that?" said Willie. "How jolly it must bel
It iz like stepping from sphere to sphere. Before the night of one
day you are in the marning of another. | suppose you have same
theory about it all - as wonderful as your gardens?"

“esl" said our sceptic, "l had an uneasy consciousness it was
nat all pure story. | felt an allegory hiding its leanness
somewhere beneath the glow and calour "

“What | want to knowe is howe these things enter the imagination
at alll"

“With what a dreadfully scientific spirt vou dissect a fantasy!
Ferhaps you might understand if vou recall what sometimes

happens hefore sleep. At first wou see pictures of things,
landzcapes, people you know, after a time people and places
unknoman before hegin to mingle with them in an ever-widening
circle of wisions; the light on which these things are pictured is
universal, though everyone has around himself his own special
sphere of light; this is the mirror of himself - his memory; but as
we go deeper into ourselves in introspection we see beyond our
special sphere into the great of universal light, the memaoarial
tablet of nature; there lie hidden the secrets of the past, and so,
as Felix said a little while ago, we can call up and renew the life
of legend and tradition. This is the Astral Light of the mystics . Its
deeper and mare living aspect seems to inflame the principle of
desire in us. All the sweet, seductive, hewitching temptations aof
sense are inspired by it. After death the soul passing into this
living light goes on thinking, thinking, goes an aspiring, aspiring,
creating unconsciously around itself its own circumstance in
which all sweetest desires are self-fulfilled. YWhen this
dream-power is exhausted the soul returns again to earth. With
some this return is due to the thirst for existence; with some to a
perception of the real needs of soul "

"Do you really believe all that?"
"Ch, yes! Butthat is only a general staterment.”

"I'wionder at your capacity for believing in these invisible
spheres. As for me | cannot go beyond the warld | live in. When |
think of these things some dreadful necessity seems heaped
upon me to continue here - ar, as you might put it, an angel with
a flaming sword keeps everywhere the avenues to the Tree of
Lifes*

"Oh!" said Willie, "it seems to me a most reasonable theory.
After all, what else could the soul do after death but think itself
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aut? It has no hody to move about in. | am going to dream over it
nowy . Good-night!”

He turned into the tent and Fobert followed him. "“Well, | cannot
restyet," said Bryan, "l am going up for a little to the top of the
hill. Come, Felix, these drowsy fellows are going to hide
themseles from the face of night." YWe went up, and leaning on
a boulder of rock looked out together. Away upon the dream-built
margin of space a thousand tremaors fled and chased each other
all along the shadowsy night. The human traditions, memaories of
pain, strugole, hope and desire floated away and melted in the
guietude until at last only the elemental consciousness
remained at gaze. | felt chilled by the vacancies. | wondered
what this void was to BEryan . | wished to see with his eyes. His
arm was around my shoulder. Howe | loved him -my nearest - my
brother! The fierce and tender flame, comrade to his spirit,
glowwed in my heart. | felt a commingling of nature, something
moved hefore my eyes. "Look, BEryan!® whispered, "this is
faery!" A slight upright figure, a child, stood a little apart shedding
a delicate radiance upon the dusky air. Curlously innocent,
primeval, she moved, withdrawn in a world anly half-perceived of
gorgeous blossoms and mystic shadows . Through her hair of
feathery brown drifting about her the gleam of dust of gold and of
rich colour seemed to come from her dress. She raised her
finger-tips from the flowers and dashed the bright dew aside. |
felt something waguely familiar about the gesture. Then Bryan
said, "It is one of the Children of Twilight. It was a revelation of
his mind. | had entered into the forms of his imagination.

"This iz wonderful BEryan! If | can thus share in the thought of
ane, there can be no limit to the extension of this faculty. |t
seems at the moment as if | could hope to finally enter the mind
af humanity and gaze upon soul, not substance ”

"It wiould be a great but terrible power. As often as not we
imagine ourselves into demons. Space is thronged with these
dragon-like forms, chimaeras of the fearful mind. Every thought
Iz an entity. Some time or other | think we will have to slay this
brood we have brought forth "

But as we turned backwards | had no dread or thought of this
future contest. | felt only gay hopes, saw only ever-widening
vistas. The dreams of the Golden Age, of far-off happy times
grewy full of meaning. | people all the future with their splendour.
The air was thronged with bright supernatural beings, they
moved in air, in light; and they and we and all together were
sustained and thrilled by the breath of the Unknown God.

Az we drewy nigh to the tent, the light of the fire still flickering
revealed Robert's face within. He was sleeping. The warmth of
the sun had not et charmed away the signs of study and
anxious thought.

"Dio wou know the old tradition that in the deepest sleep of the
biody the soul goes into itself. | believe he now knowes the truth
he feared to face. A little while ago he was here; he was in
doubt; now he is gone unto all ancient things. He was in prison;
nowy the Bird of Paradise has wings. We cannot call him by any
name, farwe do naot know what he is. We might indeed cry
aloud to his glary, as of old the Indian sage cried to a sleeper,
"Thou great one, clad in raiment, Soma: King!" But who thinking
wihat he iz would call hack the titan to this strange and pitiful
dream of life’? Let us breath softly to do him reverence. It is now
the Hour of the King,

"“Who would think this guite breather
From the world had taken flight?
et within the form we see there
Wakes the Golden King to-night.




"t upon the face of faces

He looked forth befare his sleep;
Mow he knows the starry races
Haunters of the ancient deep;

"Cin the Bird of Diamond Glory
Floats in mystic floods of song;
Az he lists, Time's triple story
Seems but as a day is long.

"“When he wakes - the drearmy-hearted -
He will know not whence he came,

And the light from which he parted

BEe the seraph's sword of flame;

"And behind its host supernal
Guarding the lost Paradise,

And the Tree of Life eternal
From the weeping human eyes "

"“fou are an enchanter, Bryan. Az you speak | half imagine the
darkness sparkles with images, with heroes and ancient kings
who pass, and jeweled seraphs who move in flame. | feel mad.
The distance rushes at me. The night and stars are living, and -
speak unknoam things! You have made me so restless | will
never sleep”

| lay dowen. The burden of the wonder and mystery of existence
was upon me. Through the opening of the tent the warm night
air flowwed in; the stars seemed to come near - nearer - full of
kindly intent - with familiar whizpering; until at last | sank back
into the great deep of sleep with a mysterious radiance of dream
showering all about me.

Might The Second

The skies were dim and vast and deep
Above the vales of rest;

They seemed to rock the stars asleep
Eeyond the mountain's crest.

Ok, wale and stars and rocks and trees,
He gives to you his rest,

But halds afar from you the peace
Whose home is in His breast!

The massy night, brilliant with galden lights enfolded us. All
things were at rest. After a long day's ramble amaong the hills,
we sat down again before our fire. | felt, perhaps we all felt, a
mystic unguiet rebelling against the slumbrous mood of nature
rolled raund her hills and valleys.

"fou must explain to us, Bryan, why it 1S we can never attain a
real quiet, even here where all things seem at peace.”

““e are aliens here, and do not know ourselves. We are always
dreaming of some other life. These dreams, if we could anly
rightly interpret them, would be the doars through which we
might pass into a real knowledge of ourselves ”

" don't think 1waould get much wisdom out of my dreams," said
Willie "l had a dream last night; a lot of little goblin fellows
dancing a jig on the plains of twilight. Perhaps you could tell us a
real dream?"

"| remember one dream of a kind | mean, which [will tell you. It
left a deep impression upon me. | will call it a dream of




The Northein Lights

| awoke from sleep with a cry. [was hurled up from the great
deep and rejected of the darkness. But out of the clouds and
dreams | built up a symbol of the going farth of the spirit - a
symhbal, not a memary - for if | could remember, | could return
again at will and be free of the unknown land. But in slumber |
was free. | sped forth like an arrowe. | followed a secret hope,
breasting the currents of life flowing all about me. | tracked these
streams winding in secretness far away.

| =aid, "l am going to myself. will bathe in the Fountain of Life;"
and =0 an and on | sped northwards, with darls waters flowing
beneath me and stars companioning my flight. Then a radiance
illumined the heavens, the icy peaks and caves, and | saw the
torthern Lights. ©Out of the diamond breast of the air | looked

forth. Below the dirm world shone all with pale and wintry green;
the icy crests flickered with a light reflect from the shadowey
auras streaming over the horizon. Then these auras broke out in
fire, and the plains of ice were illumined. The light flashed
through the goblin caves, and lit up their frosty hearts and the
fantastic minarets drooping above them. Light above in solemn
array went forth and conguered the night. Light below with a2
myriad flashing spears pursued the gloom. Itz dazzling lances
shivered in the heart of the ice: they sped along the ghostly
hallows; the hues of the orient seemed to laugh through winter,
the peaks blossomed with starry and crystalline flowers, lilac
and white and blue; they faded away, pearl, opal and pink in
shimmering evanescence, then gleams of rose and amethyst
traveled slowly from spar to spar, lightened and departed; there
was silence before my eyes; the waorld once more was all a pale
and wintry green. | thought of them no maore, but of the mighty

and unseen tides going by me with billowsy motion.

"h, Fountain | seek, thy waters are all about me, but where
shall | find a path to Thee?™"

something answered my cry, "Look in thy heart!" and, obeying
the voice, the seer in me looked forth no mare through the eyves
af the shadowsy form, bhut sank deep within itself.

| knews then the nature of these mystic streams; they were life,
joy, love, ardour, light. From these came the breath of life which
the heart drew in with every bheat, and from thence it was flashed
up in illumination through the cloudy hollmes of the brain. They
poured forth unceasingly; they were life in everyone; they were
joy in everyone, they stirred an incommunicable love which was
fulfilled only in vielding to and adoration of the vast. But the
Fountain | could not draw nigh unto; was borne backwards
from itz unimaginable centre, then an arm seized me, and | was
stayed. | could see no one, but | grew guiet, full of deep guiet, out
af which memary breathes only shadowiest symbaols, images of
power and Holy Sages, their grand faces turned to the waorld, as
if in the benediction of universal love, pity, sympathy, and peace,
ordained by Buddha; the faces of the Fathers, ancient with
eternal youth, looking forth as in the imagination of the mystic
Elake, the Morning Stars looked forth and sang together.

A sound as of an "OM" unceasing welled up and made an
auriole of peace around them. [would have joined in the song,
but could not attain to them. | knewy if | had a deeper love | could
hawve entered with them into unending labours amid peace; but |
could only stand and gaze; in my heart a longing that was
wiorship, in my thought a wonder that was praise.

"“WwWho are these? | murmured?




The Woice answered, "They are the servants of the Nameless
One. They do his bidding among men. They awaken the old
heroic fire of sacrifice in forgetful hearts "

Then the forms of elder life appeared inmy vision. | saw the old
earth, a fairy shadow ere it yet had hardened, peopled with
ethereal races unknowing of themseles or their destinies and
lulled with imarard dreams; above and far away | saw how many
glittering hosts, their struggle ended, moved omward to the
Sabbath of Eternity. Out of these hosts, one dropped as a star

fram their heart, and overshadowed the olden earth with its lowve.

Where ever it rested | saw each man awakening from his
dreams turned away with the thought of sacrfice in his heart, a
fire that might he forgotten, but could never die. This was the
continual secret whisper of the Fathers in the inmaost being of
hiumanity:.

"“Why do they not listen?" | marveled.

Then | heard another cry from the lower pole, the pit; a voice of
old despair and protest, the appeal of passion seeking its own
fulfilment. Alternate with the dawn of Light was the breath of the
expanding Dark where powers of evil wiere gathered together.

"It is the strife bhetween light and darkness which are the world's
eternal ways " said the Yoice, "but the light shall overcome and
the fire in the heart be rekindled; men shall regain their old
angelic being, and though the dark powers may war upon them,
the angels with their love shall slay them. Be thou ready far the
hattle, and see thou use anly love in the fight. Then | was hurried
hackward with swift speed, and awoke. All | knew was but 3
symbaol, but | had the peace of the mystic Fathers in oy heart,
and the jeweled glory of the Morthern Lights all dazzling about
my eyes.

“Well, after a dream like that," said Willie, "the only thing one can
dois to try and dream another like it."

frial Theosophist, October 15, 1894 - January 15, 1895
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The Story of a Star

The emotion that haunted me in that little cathedral town would
be most difficult to describe. After the hurry, rattle, and fever of
the city, the rare weeks spent here were infinitely peaceful.
They were full of a quaint sense of childhood, with sometimes a
deeper chord touched - the giant and spirtual things childhood
has dreams of. The little room | slept in had opposite its window
the great grey cathedral wall; itwas only in the evening that the
sunlight crept round it and appeared in the room strained
through the faded green blind. It must have been this silvery
guietness of colour which in some subtle way affected me with
the feeling of a cantinual Sabbath; and this was strengthened by
the bells chiming hour after hour: the pathos, penitence, and
hope expressed by the flying notes coloured the intervals with
faint and delicate memaries. They haunted my dreams, and |
hieard with unutterable longing the astral chimes pealing from
some dim and vast cathedral of the cosmic memory, until the
peace they tolled became almost a nightmare, and | longed for
utter oblivion or forgetfulness of their reverberations.

More remarkahble were the strange lapses into other worlds and
times. Almost as frequent as the changing of the bells were the
changes from state to state. | realised what is meant by the
Indian philosophy of Maya. Truly my days were full of Mayas,
and rmy wiork-a-day city life was no more real to me than one of
those bright, brief glimpses of things long past. | talk of the past,
and yet these moments taught me how false our ideas of time
are. In the ever-living yvesterday, to-day, and to-morrow are
words of no meaning. | know | fell into what we call the past and
the things | counted as dead for ever were the things | had yet to

endure. Qut of the old age of earth | stepped into it childhood,
and received once maore the primal blessing of youth, ecstasy,
and beauty. But these things are too vast and vague to speak of;
the words we use to-day cannot tell their story. Mearer to our
time is the legend that follows.

['was, | thought, one of the Magi of old Persia, inheritor of its
unforgotten lore, and using some of its powers. | tried to pierce
through the great weil of nature, and feel the life that quickened it
within. | tried to comprehend the hirth and growth of planets, and
to do this | rose spiritually and passed beyond earth's confines
into that seeming woid which is the matrix where they germinate.
n one of these journeys | was struck by the phantasm, so it
seemed, of a planet | had not ohserved before. | could not then
observe closer, and coming again aon another occasion it had
dizappeared. After the lapse of many months | saw it once
mare, brilliant with fiery beauty - its motion was slow, rotating
around some invisible centre. | pondered over it, and seemed to
knmey that the invisible centre was its primordial spiritual state,
from which it emerged a little while and into which it then
withdrews. Short was its day; itz shining faded into a glimmer,
and then into darkness in a fews months. | learned its time and
cycles; | made preparations and determined to await its caming.

The EBirth of 2 Planet

Atfirst silence and then an inner music, and then the sounds of
song throughout the vastness of its orbit grewr as many in
number as there were stars at gaze. Avenues and vistas of
sound! They reeled to and fro. They poured from a universal
stillness guick with unheard things. They rushed forth and broke
into a myrad voices gay with childhood. From age and the
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eternal they rushed forth into wouth. They filled the void with
reveling and exultation. In rebellion they then returned and
entered the dreadful Fountain. Again they came forth, and the
sounds faded into whispers; they rejoiced once again, and again
died into silence.

And nowy all around glowed a vast twilight; it filled the cradle of
the planet with colourless fire. | felt a rippling motion which
impelled me away from the centre to the circumference. At that
centre a still flame began to lighten; a new change took place,
and space began to curdle, a milky and nebulous substance
rocked to and fro. At every motion the pulzation of its rhythm
carried it farther and farther away from the centre, it grew
darker, and a great purple shadow covered it so that | could see
it no longer. was now on the outer verge, where the twilight still
continued to encircle the planet with zones of clear transparent
light.

Az night after night | rose up tovisit it they grew mamy-coloured
and brighter. | saw the imagination of nature visibly at warl. |
wandered through shadowy immaterial forests, a titanic
vegetation built up of light and colour; | saw it growing denser,
hiung with festoons and trailers of fire, and spotted waith the light
of myriad flowers such as earth never knew. Coincident with
the appearance of these things | felt within myself, as if in
harmonious movement, a sense of joyousness, an increase of
self-consciousness; | felt full of gladness, youth, and the
mystery of the new . | felt that greater powers were about to
appear, those whao had thrown oubwards this waorld and erected
it as a place in space.

| could not tell half the wonder of this strange race. | could not
myself comprehend more than a little of the mystery of their
being. They recognised my presence there, and communicated

with me in such a way that | can only describe it by saying that
they seemed to enter into my soul breathing a fiery life; yet |
knews that the highest | could reach to was but the outer verge of
their spiritual nature, and to tell you but a little | have many times
to translate it, for in the first unity with their thought | touched on
an almost universal sphere of life, | peered into the ancient heart
that beats throughout time; and this knowledge became change
in me, first, into a vast and nebulous symbology, and so down
through many degrees of human thought into waords which hald
not at all the pristine and magical beauty.

| stood before one of this race, and | thought, "What is the
meaning and end of life here?" Within me | felt the answering
ecstasy that illuminated with vistas of dawn and rest, it seemed
to say:

"Ciur spring and our summer are unfolding into light and form,
and our autumn and winter are a fading into the infinite soul "

| thought, "To what end is this life poured forth and withdrawn?"

He came nearer and touched me; once maore | felt the thrll of
being that changed itself into vision.

"The end iz creation, and creation is joy; the One awakens out of
guiezcence as we come forth, and knows itself in Us; as we
return we enter it in gladness, knowing ourselves . After long
cycles the world you live in will hecome like ours; it will be
poured forth and withdrawn, a mystic breath, a mirror to glass
wour being "

He disappeared while | wondered what cyclic changes would
transmute our ball of mud into the subtle substance of thought.

In that world | dared not stay during its period of withdrawal;
having entered a little into its life, | hecame subject to its laws:




the Power on its return would have dissolved my being utterly. |
felt with a wild terror its clutch upon me, and | withdrews from the
departing glory, from the greatness that was my destiny - but not
yet

From such dreams | wiould be aroused, perhaps by a gentle
knock at my daoar, and my little cousin Margaret's guaint face
would peep in with a "Cousin Robert, are yvou not coming dowin
to supper?"

Of these visions in the light of after thought [would speak a little.
All this was but symbol, requiring to be thrice sublimed in
interpretation ere itz true meaning can be grasped. | do not know
whether worlds are heralded by such glad songs, orwhether
any have such a fleeting existence, for the mind that reflects
truth is deluded with strange phantasies of time and place in
which seconds are rolled out into centuries and long cycles are
reflected in an instant of time. There is within us a little space
thraugh which all the threads of the universe are drawn; and,
surrounding that incomprehensible centre the mind of man
sometimes catches glimpses of things which are true only in
those glimpses; when we record them the true has vanished,
and a shadowy story - such as this - alone remains. Yet,
perhaps, the time iz not altogether wasted in considering
legends like these, for they reveal, though but in phantasy and
symhbol, a greatness we are heirs to, a destiny which is ours,
though it be yet far away.

Irsfh Theosophist, August 15, 1894

Omn the Spur of the Moment

| am minded to put dowen some intuitions about brotherhood and
trust in persons. A withy friend writes, "Now that | have made up
mmy mind, | intend looking at the evidence . A position like that is
not so absurd as atfirst it seems. It is folly only to those who
regard reazon alone and deny the value of a deep-seated
intuition. The intuitive trust which so many members of the T.5.
have in William Q. Judge, to my mind shows that he is a real
teacher. In their deepest being they know him as such, and what
iz knowledge there becomes the intuition of waking hours. When
a clamour of many voices arises making accusations, pointing
to time, place and circumstance; to things which we cannot
personally investigate, it is only the spirt within us can speak
and decide. Others with more knowiledge may give answering
circumstances of time, place and act; but, with orwithout these,
| back up my intuition with the reason - where the light breaks
through, there the soul is pure. Says a brother truly:;

"The list of his waorks is endless, monumental; it shows us an
untiring soul, an immense and indomitable will, a total ignaring of
himself for the benefit of his fellow-members. This is not the
conduct of the charlatan, not of the self-=eeker. It is that of one
of those brave and long-tried souls who hawve fought their way
dowyn through the wvistas of time so that they might have strength
to battle nows for those who may be weaker "

Others may have been more eloguent and learned, but whao has
heen so wise? Others may have written more beautifully, but
who with such intimations of the Secret Spint breathing within?
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Others have explained intellectually tattvas, principles and what
nat, but whao like him has touched the heart of a hidden nobility?
Has he not done it over and over again, as here?

Do what you find to do. Desire ardently to do it, and even when
vou shall not have succeeded in carrying out anything but some
small duties, some words of warning, your strong desire will
strike like Yulcan upon some other hearts in the waorld, and
suddenly you will find that done which vou had longed to be the
doer of. Then rejoice that another has been so fortunate as to
make such a meritorious Karma."

{Jr he speaks as a hero: "To fail would be nothing, but to stop
warking for Humanity and

Erotherhood would be awful "
{Jr as ane who loves and justifies it to the end: "/e are not

karma, we are not the law, and it is a species of that hypocrisy
=0 deeply condemned by it for us to condemn any man. That the
|z lets a man live is proof that he is not yet judged by that
higher power .

To know of these laws is to be them to some extent. "What a
man thinks, that he is, that is the old secret.” The temple of Spirit
is inviolate. Itis not grasped by speech or by action. "wWhom the
Spirit chooses, by him it is gained. The Self chooses his body
as its own." YWhen the personal tumult is silence, then arises the
meditation of the VWise within. \Whoever speaks out of that life
has earned the right to be there. Mo cunning can stimulate its
accents. Mo hypocrisy can voice its wisdom. YWhose mind gives
aut light - it is the haunt of the Gods. Does this seem ta slight a
guarantee for sincerity, far trust reposed? | know of none
weightier. Look back in memaory; of the martyrdom of opposing
passions, out of the last anguish came forth the light. Itwas no

cheap accomplishment. If some one meets us and speaks
knmaing of that lawe, we say imwardly,

| knmey wou have suffered, brother!” But here iz one with a larger
wisdom than ours. Here is one whose words today have the
same clear ring. "The world knows him not." His own disciples
hardly know him: he has fallen like Lucifer. But would take
such teaching as he gives from Lucifer himself, and say, "His
old divinity remains with hirm still.*

"After all vou may be mistaken," someone says. "The feet of no
ane are set infallibly an the path " It may bhe so. Let us take that
alternative. Can we reject him ar ary other as comrades while
they offer? Mever Were we not taught to show to those on
whorm came the reaction from fierce effart, not cold faces, but
the face of friendship, waiting for the wave of sure return? If this
was a right attitude for us in our lesser groups, itis then right for
the whole body to adopt. The Theosophical Society as a whole
should not have less than the generous spirt of its units. It must
gxercise the same brotherly spirt alike to those of good or evil
fame. Alike on the just and the unjust shines the Light of It, the
Father-Spirit. Deep down in our hearts have we not all longed,
langed, for that divine love which rejects none? You who think he
has erred, it is yours to give it now. There is an occult law that all
things return to their source, their cycles accomplished. The
forces we expend in love and anger come back again to us
thrilled with the thought which accepted or rejected them . | tell
youl, if worse things were true of him than what are said, if we
did our duty simply, giving back in gratitude and fearlessness the
hielp we had received from him, his own pastwould overcome
the darkness of the moment, would strengthen and bear him on
to the light.

"But," some push it further; "it iz not of ourselves, but of this




Society and itz good name, we think. Howe can it accomplish its
high mis=zion in the waorld if we seem to ignare in our ranks the
presence of the insincere person ar fraud?"

lwish, my brothers, we could get rid of these old fears . Show,
form, appearance and seeming, what force have they? A faulty
face matters nothing. The deep inner attitude alone has power.
The world's opinion implicates none of us with the Laws. Cur
action many precipitate Karma, may inconvenience us for an
hiour but the end of life is not comfort but celestial being; itis not
in the good voice of the waorld today we can have any hope: its
evil voice may seem to break us for a little; but love, faith and
gratitude shall wirite our histary in flame on the shadowsy aura of
the waorld, and the Watchers shall record it. We can lose
nathing; the Society can lose nothing. Cur anly right is in the
action, and half the sweetness of life consists in loving much.

While | wrote, | thought | felt for a mament the true spirit of this
pioneer body we belong to. Like a diver too long under seas,
emerging | inhaled the purer air and saw the yellow sunlight. To
think of it! what freedom! what freshness! to sail away from old
report and fear and custom, the daring of the adventurer in our
hearts, having a reliance only upon the laws of life to justify and
sustain us.

frish Theosophist, February 1895

The Legends of Ancient Eire

I

A Feverend and learned professor in Trinity College, Dublin, a
cynic and a humaorist, is reported once to have wondered "ty
the ald Irish, having a good religion of their own, did not stick to
it?" Living in the "Celtic twilight," and striving to pierce backward
into the dawn, reading romance, tradition and history, | have
endeavoured to solve something of the mystery of the vast
"Celtic phantasmagoria,” | can but echoe the professor. In these
legends, prodical of enchantrment, where Gods, heroes and
bright supernatural beings mingle, are at league or war together,
| have found not misty but clear traces of that old
wisdom-religion once universal. There are indeed no ancient
Irish Scriptures | am aware of, but they were not needed. To
those whao read in the Book of Life, philosophy and scripture are
bt as blinds over the spiritual wision. But we today - lost children
of the stars - but painfully and indirectly catch glimpses of the
bright spheres once our hahitations, where we freely came and
went. So Dwill try to tell over again some of these old stories in
the light of philosophy spoken later. What was this old
wisdom-religion? It was the belief that life is one; that nature is
not dead but living; the surface but 3 veil tremulous with light -
lifting that vell hero and sage of old time went outwards into the
vast and looked on the ariginal. All that they beheld they once
were, and it was again their heritage, for in essence they were
ane with it - children of Deity. The One gave hirth to the many,
imagining within itzelf the heaven of heavens, and the heavens,
and spheres maore shadomey and dim, growing distant from the




light. Through these the Rays ran outward, falling down through
many a starry dynasty to dwell in clay. Yet - once God or Angel -
that past remains, and the Fay, returning on itself, may
reassume its old vesture, remains, entering as a God into the
Ancestral Self. Every real scripture and every ancient myth, to
be understood truly, must be understood in this light. God, the
angelic hierarchies, the powers divine and infernal, are but
names far the mightier Adam in whose image man was made
and who is the fargotten Self in humanity. Mystic symbaolism is
the same the world over, and applying it to the old Celtic
romances, phantasy and faeryland are transformed into history
and we are reading about the ancient Irish Adepts.

Ireland was known long ago as the Sacred Island. The Gods
lived there: for the Tuatha De Dannans who settled in Eire after
conguering the gigantic races of Firbolgs and Fomarians
(Atlanteans) were called Gods, differing in this respect from the
Gods of ancient Greece and

India, that they were men who had made themselves Gods by
magical or Druidical power. They were preeminently magi
hecome immortal by strength of will and knowledge.
Superhuman in power and beauty, they raised themselves
above nature; they played with the elements; they moved with
gase in the air. We read of one Angus Cge, the master
magician of all, salling invisibly "on the wings of the cool east
wind"; the palace of that Angus remains to this day at New
Grange, wrought over with symbols of the Astral Fire and the
great Serpentine Power. The De Dannans lived in the heart of
mountains (crypts for initiation), and today the peasant
sometimes sees the enchanted glow from the green hills he
believes they still inhahit. Perhaps he believes not foolishly, for,
ance truly occult, a place is preserved from paollution until the

cycle returns, bringing back with it the ancient Gods again.

The cycles of the Gods is followwed in Irish tradition by the cycle
af the heroes. The Gods still mingled with therm and presumakbly
taught them, for many of these heroes are Druids. Fin, the hero
af a hundred legends, Cuchullin, Dairmud, Qisin and others are
wielders of magical powers. One of the most beautiful of these
stories tells of Qisinin Tir-na-noge. Qisin with his companions
Jjourneys along by the water's edge. He is singled out by MNiam,
daughter of Mannanan, king of Tir-na-noge, the land of the Gods.
She comes on a white horse across the seas, and mounting
with her Oisin travels across the ocean; after warring with a
giant Fomor he passes into Tir-na-noge, where for a hundred
yvears he lives with Miam and has all that heart could wish far,
But desire for Eire arizses within hirm and returning, he falls off
the magic steed, and becomes an old man weary with years . It
Iz purely occult. Disin, Miam, her white steed, Tir-na-noge, the
wiaters they pass over, are but names which define a little our
forgotten being. Within Qisin, the magician, kindles the REay, the
hidden Beauty. Let us call it by what name we will, so that we
spare the terms of academic mysticism or psychology. It is the
Gaolden Bird of the Upanishads; the Light that lighteth every man;
it is that which the old

Hermetists knew as the Fair or the Beautiful - for Miam means
beauty; it is the Presence, and when it is upon a man every
other tie breaks; he goes alone with It, he iz a dying regret, an
ever-increasing joy. And sowith Qisin, whose weeping
companions behald him no mare. He maounts the white harse
with Miam. It Is the same as the white horse of the Apocalypse,
wherean one sits called Faithful and True. It is the power an
which the Spirit rides. Who is there, thinking, has felt freed far a
moment fram his prison-house, and looking forth has been




hlinded by the foam of great seas, or has felt his imagination
growy kingly in contemplation--he has known its impelling power,
the white horse is impatient of restraint.

Az they pass over the waters "they saw many wonderful things
on their journey - islands and cities, lime-white mansions, bright
greenans and lofty palaces " It is the mirror of heaven and earth,
the astral light, in whose glass a myriad illusions arise and fleet
before the mystic adventures. Haunt of a false beauty - or rather
aweil hung dazzling before the true beauty, only the odour or
incense of her breath is blown through these alluring forms. The
transition from this to a subtler sphere is indicated. A hornless
deer, chased by a white hound with red ears, and a maiden
tossing a golden lure, vanishes for ever before a phantom lover.
The poet whose imagination has renewed for us the legend has
caught the true significance of these hurrying forms:

"The immortal desire of immortals we saw in their eyes and
sighed "

"Oo not heed these forms!" cried Miam.

Compare with this from another source: "Flee from the Hall of
Learning, it is dangerous in its perfidious beauty. ... BEeware, lest
dazzled by illusive radiance thy Soul should linger and be caught
in its deceptive light. .... It shines from the jewel of the Great
Ensnarer.”

There are centres in man corresponding to these appearances.
They give vision and entrance into a red and dreadful world,
where unappeasable desire smites the soul - a dangerous
clairvoyence. But in the sphere beyond their power has to be
conguered, and here Qisin wars with the giant Fomar. De
Dannan and Romorian passed from Eire wrestle still in the
invisible waorld, say the legends. We, too - would-he mystics -

are met an the threshold of diviner spheres by terrible forms
embodying the sins of a living pastwhen we misused our
spiritual powers in old Atlantean days. These forms must be
conguered and so Oisin battles with Fomor and releases the
powyer - a princess in the story. This fight with the demon must
he fought by everyone who would enter the land of the Gods,
whether in conscious occult adventure or half-consciously after
death, when the strange alchemist Mature separates the subtile
from the gross in the soul in this region which Qisin passes
through. Tir-na-noge, the land of Miam, is that region the soul
lives inwhen its grosser energies and desires have bheen
subdued, dominated and brought under the control of light;
where the Ray of Beauty kindles and illuminates every form
which the imagination conceives, and where every form tends to
itz archetype. It is a real region which has been approached and
described by the poetz and zages who, at all times, have
endeavoured to express something of the higher realities It is
not distant, hut exists in earth as the soul within the body, and
may he perceived through and along with the surface forms. In a
sense it corresponds with the Tibetan Devachan, and in this
region Qisin lives for a hundred years, until desire to see Eire
once maore arises and he parts from Miam. Mor the details of his
return, the drovesy land in which he slumbers; hows he fell off the
white horse and became an old man with the weariness of his
hiundreds of years upon him - | must refer the reader to the
legends. He will read not alone of Qisin, but of many an old
hero, who, hailed by the faery (diving) voice, went away to live in
the heart of green hills (to be initiated) or to these strange worlds.

Uear children of Eire, not alone to the past but to today belong
such destinies. For if we will we can enter the enchanted land.
The Golden Age iz all about us, and heroic forms and

imperishable love. In that mystic light rolled round our hills and
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valleys hang deed and memaories which yet live and inspire. The
Gods have not deserted us. Hearing our call they will return. A&
newy cycle is dawning and the sweetness of the morning twilight
i in the air. \We can breathe it if we will but awaken from our
slumber.

II.

In the recently published Story of Early Gaelic Literature,
attention Iz directed to the cunious eastern and pantheistic
character of some archaic verse. Critics are for ever trying to
show how some one particular antigue race was the first
hegetter of religion and mystic symbalism. Perplexed by the
identity between the myths and traditions of different countries,
they look now here, now there, for the ariginal. But it was nat in
arny land but out of the Christ-Soul of the universe that true
wizdom at all times was begotten. Some ignorant peasant,
some Jacob Boehme, is pure and aspires, and 1ol the God stirs
within him and he knows the things that were taught in elder
days and by unknown people. Our own land, long ago, had its
Initiates inwhom the eye of the seer was open. This eye,
concealed in the hollows of the brain, is the straight gate and the
narrow way through which alone the mortal may pass and
behaold the immaortal. It is nowe closed in most men. Materialism,
sensuality and dogmatic belief have so taken the crown and
sceptre from their souls that they enter the golden world no
more knowingly - they are outcast of Eden. But the Tuatha De
Dannans were more than seers or visionaries. They were
magicians - God and man in one. Mot alone their thought went
out into the wast, but the Power went along with it. This mystic
Fower iz called the Serpenting Fire. It is spirtual, electric,
creative. It develops spirally in the ascetic, mounting fram centre

to centre, from the navel to the heart; ["He that believeth on me,
out of his helly shall flow rivers of living waters. This spake he of
the Spirit." - John, wii, 38] from thence it rises to the head. He is
then no maore a man but a God; his vision embraces infinitude.

The action of this Power was symbolized in many ways, notably
by the passage of the sun through the zodiacal signs (centres in
the psychic body) [The twelve signs of the Zodiac are hidden in
his body " - Secret Doctring, I, B19] A stone serpent was found
a little while ago in Ireland marked with teelwe divisions.

The archaic verses alluded to have the same meaning:

*| am the point of the lance of battle. [The spinal cord, the
Sushumna nadi of Indian Psychology ]

| am the God who creates in the head of man the fire of the
thought.

Whao is it throwes light into the meeting on the maountain? [The
meeting of the mortal and the immortal on Mountheru, the pineal
gland ]

Who announces the ages of the moon® [The activity of the inner
astral man ]

Who teaches the place where courses the sun®" [Spirit ]

The Serpentine FPower is the couch of the sun, the casket of
spirit. Hence the Druids ar Magi who had mastered this power
were called Serpents. Though St. Patrick is said to have driven
the serpents out of Ireland, traces still remain of the serpent
wisdom. Lest the interpretation given should seem arbitrary | will
trace further explicit references to the third eye. Diarmuid, the
hero and darling of =0 many story-tellers, whose flight with
Grania forms one of the most mystic episodes in Celtic
romance, is described as having a spot in the centre of his
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forehead which fascinated whoever gazed. He iz called the "Zon
of the Monarch of Light." He is the Initiate, the twice-born. This
divine parentage has the sense in which the words were
zpoken. "Marvel not that | said unto thee, ye must be born
again.” In the same sense a Druid is described as "full of his
God." From the mystic Father descends the Ray, the Child of
Light. It is born in man as mind, not reasoning: earthly not
sensual, but as the heaven-aspiring, thinking mind. In itself it is
of the nature of fire. The man who knows it becomes filled with
light, aye, he moves about in light within himself.

The following description of a giant, taken from the story of
Diarmuid, refers to still another aspect of our occult nature.

"He has, but one eye only in the fair middle of his black forehead.
... He iz, moreover, so skilled in magic that fire could not burn
hirm, water could not drown him, and weapons would not wound
hirm. ... He Is fated not to die until there be struck upon him three
hlowes of the iron club he has. He sleeps in the top of that
Cluicken tree by night, and he remains at its foaot by day to watch
it. ... The herries of the tree have the virtues of the trees of
faeryland "

The Quicken tree is the network of nerves in the magnetic astral
hody. Readers of the Upanishads will remmember the description
of the arteries, thin as a hair split a thousand times, which
proceed from the heart, and inwhich the Ego rests during deep
zsleep. It has just the same significance in the legend. The
meaning will be still better understood by a comparizon of the
wouthful Finn in his encounter with a similar one-eye Titan. There
iz a most interesting version of this in Curtin's Irish Myths and
Folk-Tales. Too long to gquote in its entirety, the story runs as
folloves. Finn meets a giant who carries a salmon in his hand.

This Titan has "hut one eye as large as the sun in the heavens."
He gives the fish to Finn to cook. The moment the giant closed
his eye he began to breathe heavily. "BEvery time he drew breath
he dragoed Finn, the spit, the salmon, and all the goats to his
mouth, and every time drove a breath out of himself he threw
thern back to the places they were in before " While Finn is
cooking the salmon he burns it, and in trying to hide the blister
he burns his thumb. To ease the pain he put his thumb between
his teeth, and chewed it through to the bone and marrow. He
then received the knowledge of all things. He was drawn up the
next minute to the giant's eye, and plunged the hot spit (2 bar of
red-hot iron, says another account) into the eye of the giant. He
passes the infuriate giant at the doaor of the cave something after
the fashion of Ulysses, by bringing the flocks out and himself
escaping under the fleece of the largest goat ar ram.

The meaning of this story, with all its guaint imagery, is not
difficult. It is an allegory describing the loss of the third eye. The
cave is the body. The fish is a phallic symbaol, and the cooking of
it refers to the fall of the early ethereal races into generation and
eventually into gross sensuality. The synthetic action of the
highest spiritual faculty, inwhich all the powers of man are
present, is shown by the manner inwhich everything in the cave
iz dragoed up to the giant's head. VWhen Finn destroys the eye
try plunging into it a bar of red-hot iron, it simpky means that the
currents started in the generative organs rose up through the
spinal cord to the brain, and, acting upon the pineal gland,
atrophied or petrified it. The principle of desire is literally the spirit
of the metal iron, and a clairvoyent could see these red fires
rmounting up by the way of the spinal canal to the brain and there
smothering any higher feelings. The escape of Finn under the
fleece of the ram means that, having destroyed the spiritual eye,
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he could only use the organ of psychic clairvoyance, which is
symbolized here, as in the mysticism of other countries, by the
ram.

This symbaolism, so grotesgue and unmeaning today, was once
perfectly lucid and was justified in itz application. & clairéoyant
could see in the aura of man around every centre the glow,
colour and farm which gave rise to the antiqgue symbol. Cne of
the Gods is described as "surrounded by a rainhow and fiery
dews " Cuchullin, whose hair, dark (blue?) close to the skin, red
beyond, and ending in brilliant gold, makes Professor Rhys
elaborate him into a salar myth, is an adept who has assimilated
the substance of the three waorlds, the physical, the psychic and
the heavenwaorld; therefare his hair (aura) shows the three
colours. He has the sevenfold vision alzo, indicated by the seven
pupils in his eyes. Yolumes of unutterably dreary research, full of
a false learning, have been written about these legends. Some
try to showy that much of the imagery arose from ohservation of
the heavenly bodies and the procession of the seasons. But
who of the old bards would have described nature other than as
she is¥ The morning notes of Celtic song breathe the freshness
of spring and are full of joy in nature. They could communicate
this much better than maost of their critics could do. lEis anly the
warld within which could not be rendered othensise than by
myth and symbol. YWe do not need scholarship so much as a
little imagination to interpret them. VYWe shall understand the
divine initiators of our race by believing in our own divinity. As we
nourish the mystic fire, we shall find many things of the early
warld, which now seem grotesque and unlovely to our eves,
growing full of shadowy and magnificent suggestion. Things that
were distant and strange, things abhorrent, the blazing dragons,
winged serpents and oceans of fire which affighted us, are

seen as the portals through which the imagination enters a mare
bieautiful, radiant warld. The powers we dared not raise our eyes
to - heroes, dread deities and awful kings - grow as brothers and
gay children around the spirit in its resurrection and ascension.
Far there is no pathway in the universe which does not pass
through man, and na life which is not brother to our life.

frisf Theasophist, March-April, 1895




Content

YWhio are exiles? as for me YWhere beneath the diarmond dome
Lies the light on hill or tree.

There my palace is and home. VWe are outcasts from Deity;
therefore we defame the place of our exile. But whao is there may
set apart his destiny from the earth which bore him? | am one of
those whao would bring back the old reverence far the Mather,
the magic, the love. | think, metaphysician, yvou have gone
astray. You would seek within yourself for the fountain of life.
Yes, there is the true, the only light. But do not dream it will lead
wou further away from the earth, but rather deeper into its heart.
By it ywou are nourished with those living waters you would drink.
You are yet in the womb and unborn, and the Mother hreathes
for thee the diviner airs. Dart out thy furthest ray of thought to the
originzl, and yet thou has not found a newy path of thine own. Thy
ray is still enclosed in the parent ray, and only on the sidereal
streams are you borne to the freedom of the deep, to the sacred
stars whose distance maddens, and to the lonely Light of Lights.

Let us, therefore, accept the conditions and address ourselves
with wonder, with awe, with love, as we well may, to that being
in whom we move. | abate no jot of those vaster hopes, yet |
wiould pursue that ardent aspiration, content as to here and
today. | do not believe in a nature red with tooth and claw If
indeed she appears so terrible to any it is because they
themselves have armed her.

Again, behind the anger of the Gods there is a love. Are the
rocks harren? Lay thy brow against them and learn what
memaries they keep. | the brown earth unbeautiful? et lie on

the breast of the Mather and thou shalt be aureoled with the
dews of faery. The earth is the entrance to the Halls of Twilight.
Wihat emanations are those that make radiant the dark woods of
pine! Eound every leaf and tree and over all the mountains wave
the fiery tresses of that hidden sun which is the soul of the earth
and parent of they soul. But we think of these things no longer.
Like the prodigal we have wandered far from our home, but no
more return. We idly pass orwait as strangers in the halls our
spirit built.

Sad or fain no more to live?

| have pressed the lips of pain:
With the kisses lovers give
Fansomed ancient powers again.

| 'wiould raise this shrinking soul to a more universal acceptance.
What! does it aspire to the All, and vet deny by its revolt and
inner protest the justice of Law. From sarrowva we shall take no
less and no more than from our joys. For if the one reveals to
the soul the mode by which the power overflows and fills it here,
the other indicates to it the unalterable will which checks excess
and leads it on to true propartion and its own ancestral ideal. vet
men seem for ever to fly from their destiny of inevitahle bheauty;
because of delay the power invites and lures no longer but goes
out into the highvways with a2 hand of iron. \We look back
cheerfully enough upon those old trials out of which we hawve
passed; butwe have gleaned only an aftermath of wisdom and
missed the full harvest if the will has not risen royally at the
moment in unison with the will of the Immortal, even though it
comes rolled round with terror and suffering and strikes at the
heart of clay.

Through all these things, in doubt, despair, poverty, sick feehle
ar baffled, we hawve vet to learn reliance. " will not leave thee or




forsake thee " are the words of the most ancient spirit to the
spark wandering in the immensity of its own being. This high
courage brings with it a vision. It sees the true intent in all
circumstance out of which its own emerges to meet it. Before it
the blackness melts into forms of beauty, and back of all
illusions iz seen the old enchanter tenderly smiling, the dark,
hidden Father enveloping his children.

All things have their compensations. Forwhat iz absent here
there is always, if we seek, a nobler presence about us.

Captive, see what stars give light
In the hidden heart of clay:

At their radiance dark and bright
Fades the dreamy King of Day.

We complain of conditions, but this very imperfection it is which
urges us to arise and seek for the Isles of the Immortals . What
we lack recalls the fulness. The soul has seen a brighter day
than this and a sun which never sets. Hence the retrospect:
"Thou has been in Eden the garden of God, every precious
stone was thy covering, the sardius, topaz and the diamond, the
beryl, the onyx, the jasper, the sapphire, emerald ... Thou was
upon the haly mountain of God; thou hast walked up and domeam in
the midst of the stones of fire " We would point out these radiant
avenues of return: but sometimes we feel in our hearts that we
sound hut cockney choices, as guides amid the ancient
temples, the cyclopean crypts sanctified by the mysteries. To be
intelligible we replace the opalescent shining by the terms of the
anatomist, and we speak of the pineal gland and the pituitary
hody in the same breath with the Most High. Yet when the soul
has the vision divine it knows not it has a body. Let it remember,
and the breath of glory kindles it no more; it is once again a
captive. After all, it does not make the mysteries clearer to

spealk in physical terms and do wiolence to our intuitions. If we
ever use these centres, as fires we shall see them, or they shall
well up within us as fountains of potent sound. VWe may satisfy
people's minds with a sense correspondence, and their souls
may yet hold aloof. We shall only inspire by the magic of a
superior heauty. et this too has its dangers. "Thou has
corrupted thy wisdom by reason of they brightness " continues
the seer. If we followr too much the elusive beauty of farm we waill
miss the spirit. The last secrets are for those who translate
vizion into being. Does the glory fade away before thee? Say
truly in they heart, "l care not. | will wear the robes | am endowed
with today " Thou are already become beautiful, being beyond
desire and free.

Might and day no maore eclipse
Friendly eyves that on us shine,
Speech from old familiar lips,
Flaymates of a youth divine.

To childhood once again. YWe must regain the lost state. But it is
ta the giant and spirtual childhood of the wvoung immortals we
must return, when into their clear and translucent souls first fell
the rays of the father-beings. The men of old were intimates of
wind and wave and playmates of many a brightness long since
fargotten. The rapture of the fire was their rest; their outgoing
was still consciously through universal being. By darkened
images we may figure something vaguely akin, as when in rare
moments under the stars the big dreamy heart of childhood is
pervaded with guiet and brimimed full with love. Dear children of
the world =o tired today - s0 weary seeking after the light. YWould
vou recover strength and immortal vigor? Mot one star alone,
your star, shall shed its happy light upon you, but the All you
must adore. Something intimate, secret, unspeakable, akin to
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thee will emerge silently, insensibly, and ally itself with thee as
thou gatherest thyself fram the four quarters of the earth /e
shall go back to the warld of the dawn, but to a brighter light than
that which opened up this wondrous stary of the oycles. The
forms of elder years will reappear in aur vision, the father-beings
ance again. Sowe shall grows at home amid these grandeurs,
and with that All-Fresence about us may cry in our hearts, "At
last iz our meeting, Immaortal. Gh, starry one, now is our restl”

Erothers weary, come away,

We will guench the heart's desire
Fast the gateways of the day

In the rapture of the fire.

frisf Theosaphist, October 15, 18595

Yes, And Hope

They bring none ta his or to herterminus or to be content and full,
Wi'hom they take they take into space to behold the hith of stars,
to learn ane of the meanings. Ta launch off with absolute faith,
to sweep through the ceaseless rings and never be guiet again.

Wyalt Whitrman

Here is inspiration - the voice of the soul. And we, who
professed to bring such wisdom, what have we to say? Have we
uttered with equal confidence such hopes, or with such daring
and amplitude of illustration? Let us confess we have not. There
are one or bwio exceptions which will occur to everyone. Mow, as
we adventure afresh, let us see what it is has brought
despondency and failure in our wiark upon us in the past. | think it
is because we have been saying things we have never realized;
we have bheen repeating without imagination the wards of those
few leaders. Ve have lowered their heroic tone because we
thought we were speaking to a fallen people who could not
respond to our highest. But it was not the way, it was not the
wiay It is not with the dust we have brotherhood, but with the
ancient spirit it clouds over. To this spirt we must speak heart to
heart as we know howe. | would notwillingly recognize aught in
amyone but the divine. Often indeed the form or surface far
removed from beauty makes us falter, and we speak to that
form and =zo the soul is not stirred; it will not respond. But an
equal temper arouses it. To whoever hails in it the lover, the
hero, the magician, it will answer, but not to him who accosts it
as Mr. Sp-and-So. BEvery word which really inspires is spoken as
if the Golden Age had never passed. The great teachers ignore




the perzonal identity and speak to the eternal pilgrim. Do we not
treazure most their waords which remind us of our divine arigin?
S0owe must in our turn speak. Howe often do we not long to
break through the veils which divide us from some one, but
custom, convention, or a fear of being misunderstood prevent
us, and so the moment departs whose heat might have burned
through every barrier. Qut with it - outwith it, the hidden heart,
the love that is voiceless, the secret tender germ of an infinite
forgiveness. That speaks to the heart. That pierces through
many a vesture of the Soul. Qur companion struggles in same
latmyerinth of passion. We help him, we think with ethics, with the
maoralities. Ah, veny well they are; well to know and to keep, but
wherefore? For their own sake? Mo, but that the King may arise
in his beauty. We write that in letters, in books, but to the face of
the fallen who brings back remembrance’ Who calls him by his
secret name? Let a man but feel for that is his battle, for that his
cyclic labor, and a warrior whao is invincible fights for him and he
draws upon divine powers. Let us but get that way of looking at
things which we call imaginative, and how everything alters. For
aur attitude to man and to nature, expressed or not, has
saomething of the effect of ritual, of evocation. As our aspiration
50 i aur inspiration. We believe in life universal, in a
brotherhood which links the elements to man, and makes the
glove-worm feel far off something of the rapture of the seraph
hosts. Then we go out into the living waorld, and what influences
pour through us! We are "at league with the stones of the field "
The winds of the world blow radiantly upon us as in the early
time. YWe feel wrapt about with love, with an infinite tendermess
that caresses us. Alone in our rooms as we ponder, what
sudden abrysses of light open within us! The Gods are so much
nearer than we dreamed. Ve rise up intoxicated with the

thought, and reel out seeking an equal companionship under the
great night and the stars.

Let us get near to realities. We read too much. Ve think of that
which is "the goal, the Comforter, the Lord, the Witness, the
resting-place, the asylum and the Friend " Iz it by any of these
dear and familiar names? Alas, our souls are becoming mere
bundles of theaories . We follows the trail of the Monad, but often it
iz only in the pages of The Secret Doctrine. And we talk much of
Atma, Buddhi, and Manas. Could we not speak of them in our
awwn tongue and the language of today will be as sacred as any
of the past. Mo waonder that the Manasa do not incarmate. We
cannot say we do pay reverence to these awful powers . VWe
repulze the living truth by our doubts and reasonings . YWe would
compel the Gods to fall inwith our philosophry rather than trust in
the heavenly guidance. Ve make diagrams of them. &h, to think
of it, those dread deities, the divine Fires, to be so enslaved! We
hawve not comprehended the meaning of the woice which cried,
"Prepare ye the way of the Lord," or this, "Lift up vour heads O v
gates. Be ye lifted up, ve everlasting doors, and the King of Glary
shall come in " Mathing that we read is useful unless it calls up
living things in the soul. Tao read a mystic book truly is to invoke
the powers. If they do not rize up plumed and radiant, the
apparitions of spiritual things, then is our labor barren. We anly
encumber the mind with useless symbols. They knew better
ways long ago. "Master of the Green-waving Flanisphere, .
Lord of the Azure Expanse, ... it is thus we invoke " cried the
magicians of ald.

And us, let us invoke therm with joy, let us call upon therm with
love, the Light we hail, or the Divine Darkness we worship with
silent breath, hymning it in our hearts with quietude and mare
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enraptured awe. That silence cries aloud to the Gods. Then they
will approach us. Then we may learn that speech of many
colors, for they will not speak in our mortal tongue; they will not
answer to the names of men. Their names are rainbow glories.
et these are mysteries and they cannot be reasoned out or
argued over. \We cannot speak truly of them from report, or
description, or from what another has written. A relation to the
thing in itzelf alone is our warrant, and this means we must set
aside our intellectual self-sufficiency and await guidance. L will
surely come to those who wait in trust, a glow, a heat in the
heart announcing the awakening of the Fire. And, as it blows
with its mystic breath into the brain, there is a hurtling of visions,
a brilliance of lights, a sound as of great waters vibrant and
musical in their flowing, and murmurs from a single yet
multitudinous being. In such a mood, when the far becomes
near, the strange familiar, and the infinite possible, he wrote
from whose waords we get the inspiration:

"To launch off with absolute faith, to sweep through the
ceaszeless rings and never he quiet again”

Such a faith and such an unrest be ours: faith which is mistrust
of the wisible; unrest which is full of a hidden surety and
radiance. Ve, when we fall into pleasant places, rest and dream
our strength away. Before every enterprize and adventure of the
soulwe calculate in fear our power to do. But remember, "Oh,
dizciple, in thy waork for thy brother thou has marny allies; in the
winds, in the air, in all the voices of the silent share " These are
the far-wandered powers of our own nature and they turn again
home at our need. YWe came out of the Great Mother-Life far the
purposes of soul. Are her darlings forgotten where they darkly
wander and strive? Mever. Are not the lives of all her heroes
proof? Though they seem to stand alone the eternal Maother

keeps watch on them, and voices far away and unknoamn to
them before arize in passionate defence, and hearts beat warm
to help them. Aye, if we could look within we would see vast
nature stirred on their behalf, and institutions shaken, until the
truth they fight for triumphs, and they pass, and a wake of glory
ever widening behind them trails down the ocean of the yvears.

Thus the warrior within us works, or, if we choose to phrase it
s0, it is the action of the spiritual will. Shall we not, then, trust in
it and face the unknown defiant and fearless of its dangers.
Though we seem to go alone to the high, the lonely, the pure, we
need not despair. Let no one bring to this task the mood of the
martyr or of one who thinks he sacrfices something. Yet let all
who will come. Let them enter the path, "Yes, and hope " facing
all things in life and death with a mood at once gay and reverent,
as heseems those who are immartal - whao are children today,
but whose hands tomaorrow may grasp the sceptre, sitting down
with the Gods as equal and companions.

lrish Theosophist, August 1895
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Shadow and Substance

Many are the voices that entreat and warn those who would live
the life of the Magi. it is well they should speak. They are voices
of the wise. But after having listened and pondered, oh, that
someone would arise and shout into our souls how much more
fatal it is to refrain. For we miss to hear the fairy tale of time, the
aeonian chant radiant with light and color which the spirit
prolongs. The warmings are not for those who stay at home, but
for those who adventure abroad. They constitute an invitation to
enter the mysteries. We study and think these things were well
in the happy prime and will be again the wvears to come. But not
vesterday anly or tomarrowy - today, today burns in the heart the
fire which made mighty the heroes of ald. And inwhat future will
he harn the powers which are not guick in the present® It will
never be a matter of greater ease to enter the path, though we
may wiell have the stimulus of greater despair. For this and that
there are times and seasons, but for the highest it is always the
hiour,

The eternal heauty does not pale because itz shadow trails over
slime and corruption. It is always present beneath the faded
mould whereon our lives are spent. Still the old mrysterious
glimmer from mountain and cave allures, and the golden gleams
divide and descend on us from the haunts of the Gods.

The dark age is our darkness and not the darkness of life It is
not well for us who in the beginning came forth with the
wionder-light about us, that it should hawve turned in us to
darkness, the song of life be dumb. We close our eyes from the
many-coloured mirage of day, and are alone soundless and

sightless in the unillumined cell of the brain. But there are
thoughts that shine, impulzes baorn of fire. Still there are
moments when the prison world reels away a distant shadowy,
and the inner chamber of clay fills full with fiery visions. We
choose from the traditions of the past some symbol of our
greatness, and seem again the Titans ar Morning Stars of the
prime. In this self-conception lies the secret of life, the way of
escape and return. Ve have imagined ourseles into
forgetfulness, into darkness, into feebleness. From this strange
and pitiful dream of life, oh, that we may awaken and knows
ourseles once again.

But the student too often turns to books, to the words sent back
to him, fargetful that the best of scriptures do no more than
stand as symbols. VWe hear too much of study, as if the wisdom
of life and ethics could be learmed like ritual, and of their
application to this and that ephemeral  pursuit. But from the
Golden Cne, the child of the divine, comes a voice to its
shadow. It is stranger to our world, aloof from our ambitions,
with a destiny not here to be fulfilled. It says: "You are of dust
while | am robed in opalescent airs. You dwell in houses of clay,
| in a termple not made by hands. | will not go with thee, but thou
must come with me."

And not alone is the farm of the divine aloof but the spirit behind
the form. It is called the Goal truly, but it has no ending. It is the
Comfarter, but it waves away our joys and hopes like the angel
with the flaming sword. Though it is the Resting-place, it stirs to
all hernoic strife, to outgoing, to conguest. ltis the Friend indeed,
bt it will not yield to our desires. |s it this strange, unfathomahle
self we think to know, and awaken to, by what is written, ar by
study of it as =0 many planes of consciousness. But in vain we
store the upper chambers of the mind with such guaint furniture
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of thought. Mo archangel makes his abode therein. They abide
anly in the shining. Howe different from academic psychology of
the past, with itz dry enumeration of faculties, reaszon, cognition
and so farth, is the burning thing we know. YWe revaolted from
that, but we must take care lest we teach in another way a
catalogue of things equally unliving to us. The plain truth is, that
after having learned what is taught about the hierarchies and
warious spheres, many of us are still in this world exactly where
wie were before. [f we speak our laboriousky-acguired information
wie are listened to in amazement. it sounds so learned, so
intellectual, there must need be applause. But by-and-by
someone comes with quiet woice, who without pretence speaks
of the "soul" and uses familiar words, and the listeners drink
deep, and pay the applause of silence and long remembrance
and sustained after-endeavor. Our failure lies in this, we would
use the powers of soul and we have not yet become the soul.
Mone but the wise ane himself could bend the bow of Ulysses.
We cannot communicate more of the true than we ourselves
know_ It is better to have a little knowledge and knows that little
than to have anly hearsay of myriads of Gods. So l say, lay
dowin your hooks for a while and try the magic of thought. "“What
a man thinks, that he is; that is the old secret.” | utter, | know, but
a partial voice of the soul with many needs. But | say, forget far a
while that wou are student, forget your name and time. Think of
ywourself within as the titan, the Demi-god, the flaming hero with
the form of beauty, the heart of love. And of those divine spheres
forget the nomenclature; think rather of them as the places of a
great childhood wou now return to, these homes no longer ours.,
In some moment of more complete imagination the thought-born
may go farth and look on the olden Beauty. So itwas in the
mysteries long ago and may well be today. The poor dead
shadow was laid to sleep in forgotten darkness, as the fiery

powver, mounting fram heart to head, went forth in radiance. Mot
then did it rest, nar ought we. The dim waorlds dropped behind it,
the lights of earth dizappeared as it neared the heights of the
Immuortals. There was One seated on a throne, One dark and
bright with ethereal glory. | arose in greeting. The radiant figure
laid its head against the breast which grew suddenly golden, and
father and son vanished in that which has no place nor name.

frish Theosophist, January 15, 1896




On W. Q. Judge's Passing

It i= with no feeling of sadness that | think of this withdrawal . He
would not have wished for that. But with a faltering hand | try to
express one of marny incommunicable thoughts about the hero
who has departed. Long before | met him, before even wiritten
wiords of his had been read, his name like an incantation stirred
and surmmoned farth some secret spiritual iImpulse in my heart.
It wias no surface tie which bound us to him. Mo one ever tried
less than he to gain from men that adherence which comes
from impressive manner. | hardly thought what he was while he
spoke; but on departing | found my heart, wiser than my brain,
had given itself away to him; an inner exaltation lasting for
months witnessed his power. It was in that memaorable
convention in Londan two years ago that | first glimpsed his real
greatness. As he sat there guiethy, one among many, not
speaking a word, | was overcome by a sense of spiritual dilation,
of unconguerable will about him, and that one figure with the
grey head became all the room to me. Shall | not say the truth |
think? Here was a hero out of the remaote, antique, giant ages
come among us, wearing but on the surface the vesture of our
little day. WWe, too, came out of that past, but in forgetfulness; he
with memory and power soon regained. To him and to one other
wie Owe an unspeakable gratitude for faith and hope and
knowvledge born again. Ve may say now, using words of his
early yvears: "Even in hell | lit up my eyes to those who are
beyond me and do not deny them " Ah, hero, we know you
wiould have stayed with us if it were possible; but fires have
been kindled that shall not soon fade, fires that shall be bright
when you again return. | feel no sadness, knowing there are no

farewells in the True: to whosoever has touched on that real
heing there is comradeship with all the great and wize of time.
That he will again return we need not doubt. His ideals were
those which are attained onky by the Saviours and Deliverers of
nations. YWhen orwhere he may appear | know not, but | foresee
the coming when our need invokes him. Light of the future
aeons, | hail, | hail to thee!

frish Theosophist, April 15, 1896
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Self-Eeliance

Ferhaps it is now while we are in a state of transition, when old
leaders have gone out of sight and the news ones have not yet
taken their place in the van, that we ought to consider what we
are in ourseles. Some guestions we ought to ask ourselves
about this movemnent: where its foundations were |aid? what the
links are? where is the fountain of force? what are the doors?
You answer the first and you say "America," or you say "India”
BEut if that old doctrine of emanations be true it was not on earth
but in the heaverworld where our minds immortal are linked
together. There it was born and well born, and grews dowmwvards
into earth, and all our hopes and efforts and achievements here
but waguely reflect what was true and perfect in intent above, a
compact of many hears to save the generations wandering to
their doom. Wiser, stronger, mightier than we were those whao
shielded us in the first years; who went about amaong us
renewing memary, whispering in our hearts the message of the
meaning of life, recalling the immemaorial endeavor of the spirit
for freedom, knowledge, mastery. But it is our movement and
not the movement of the Masters anly. It is our own work we are
carrying an; our own primal will we are trying to give effect to.
Well may the kingly sages depart from bodies which were
tarment and pain to them. They took them on for our sakes, and
wie may wave them a grateful farewell below and think of the
spheres invisible as =0 much richer by their presence, maore to
bie longed for, mare to be attained. | think indeed they are nearer
hieart and mind there than here. VWhat iz real in us can lose no
brotherhood with such as they through death. Sl flash the lights
from =soul to soul in ceaszeless radiance, in endless hegetting of

energy, thought and will, in endless return of joy and love and
hope. 'would rather hear one word of theirs in my heart than a
thousand in my ears. would rather think of my guide and

captain az embodied in the flame than in the clay. Although we
may gaze on the grave, kindly face living no mare, there can be
no cessation of the magic influence, the breath of fire, which
flowed aforetime from the soul to us. We feel in our profoundest
hearts that he whom they call dead is living, is alive for evermaore.

He has earned his rest, a deep rest, if indeed such as he cease
from labor. As for us, we may go our ways assured that the links
are unbroken. VWhat did you think the links were? That you knew
some one who knew the Masters? Such a presence and such a
Companion would indeed be an aid, a link. But | think where ever
there is belief in our transcendent being, in justice, our spiritual
unity and destiny, wherever there is brotherhood, there are
unseen ties, links, shining cords, influx fram and unbroken
communication with the divine. So much we have in our own
natures, not enough to perfect us in the mysteries, but always
enough ta light our path, to show us our next step, to give us
strength for duty. YWe should not always look outside for aid,
remembering that some time we must be able to stand alone.
Let us not deny our owin deeper being, our ohscured glory. That
we accepted these truths, even as intuitions which we were
unable intellectually to justify, is proof that there is that within us
which has been initiate in the past, which lives in and knows well
what In the shadowey wiorld is but 3 hope. There is part of
ourselves whose progress we do not comprehend. There are
deeds done in unremembered dream, and a deeper meditation
in the further unrecorded silences of slumber. Dowimevard from
sphere to sphere the Immartal works its way into the flesh, and
the soul has adventures in dream whose resultant wisdom is




not lost because memory is lacking here. Yet enough has heen
said to give us the hint, the clue to trace baclkwards the streams
of force to their fount. Ve wake in some dawn and there is
morning also in our hearts, a love, a fiery wigor, a magnetic
sweetness in the blood. Could we track to its source this
invigorating power, we might perhaps find that as we fell asleep
some alden memory had awakened in the soul, or the Master
had called it forth, or it was transformed by the wizard power of
Self and went forth to seek the Holy Place. Whether we have
here a guide, or whether we have not, one thing is certain, that
behind and within the "Father warketh hitherto " A warrior fights
for us. Cur thoughts tip the arrawes of his guiver. He wings them
with flarme and impels them with the Holy Breath. They will not
fail if we think clear. VWhat matters it if in the mist we do not see
where they strike . Still they are of avail. After a time the mists will
arize and show a clear field; the shining powers will zalute us as
wictors.

| hawe no doubt about our future; no doubt but that we will have a
guide and an unbroken succession of guides. But | think their
task would be easier, ourway be less clouded with dejection
and doubt, ifwe placed our trust in no hierarchy of beings,
howewer august, but in the Law of which they are ministers.
Their power, though mighty, ebbs and flows with contracting and
expanding nature. They, like us, are but children in the dense
infinitudes. Something like this, | think, the Wise Ones would
wish each one of us to speak: "0 Erotherhood of Light, though |
long to be with you, though it sustains me to think you are behind
me, though your aid made sure my path, still, if the Law does
not permit wou to act for me today, | trust in the One whose love
a flery breath never ceases; | fall back on it with exultation: | rely
upon it joyfully " WWas it not to point to that greater life that the

elder brothers sent forth their messengers, to tell us that it is on
this we ought to rely, to point us to grander thrones than they are
seated on? It is well to be prepared to face any chance with
equal mind; to meet the darkness with gay and defiant thought
as to salute the Light with reverence and love and joy. But | have
it in my heart that we are not deserted. As the cycles went their
upward wiay the heroic figures of the dawn reappear. Some
have passed before us; others in the same spirit and power will
follow: for the new day a rearizsen sun and morning stars to
herald it. VYWhen it comes let it find us, not drowsy after our night
in time, but awake, prepared and ready to go farth from the
house of sleep, to stretch hands to the light, to live and labar in
joy, having the Gods for our guides and friends.

friisfh Theosophist, May 15, 1896
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The NMonntains

While we live within four walls we half insensibly lose something
of our naturalness and comport ourselves as creatures of the
civilization we belong to. But we never really feel at home there,
though childhood may have wreathed round with tender
memories old rooms and the guaint garden-places of happy
unthinking hours. There is a house, a temple not built with
hands; perhaps we thought it 2 mere cabin when we first formed
it, and laid aside humbly many of our royal possessions as we
entered, far the heavens and the heaven of heavens could not
contain all of our glory. But now it seems vast enough, and we
feel more at home there, and we find places which seem nearer
of access to our first life. Such are the mountains. As | lie here
on the monstrous mould of the hillside covered with such
delicate fringes of tiny green leaves, | understand something of
his longing who said: "L ift up mine eyes ta the hills, from
whence cameth my aid " Oh, but the air is sweet, is sweet.
Earth-breath, what is it vou whisper? As | listen, listen, | know it
iz nowhisper but a chant from profoundest deeps, a voice
hailing itz great  companions in the aether spaces, but whose
innumerable tones in their infinite modulations speak clear to us
alzo in our littleness. Our lips are stilled with awe; we dare not
repeat what here we think. These mountains are sacred in our
Celtic traditions. Haunt of the mysteries, here the Tuatha de
Danaans once had their home. YWe sigh, thinking of the
vanished glory, but look with hope for the fulfilment of the
prophecy which the seer of another line left on record, that once
rmore the Druid fires should blaze on these mountains. As the
purple amplitude of night enfald thermn, already the dark mounds

seem to throwy up their sheeny iluminations; great shadoweey
forms, the shepherds of our race, to throng and gather; the
many-coloured winds to roll their aerial tides hither and thither.
Eri, hearth and home of so many mystic races, |sle of Destiny,
there shall yet return to thee the spiritual magic that thrilled thee
long ago. As we descend and go back to a life, not the life we
would will, not the life we will have, we thinls with sarrow of the
pain, the passion, the partings, through which our race will once
more return to nature, spirit and freedom.

We turned back mad from the mystic mountains
All foamed with red and with faery gold,

lUp from the heart of the twilight's fountains

The fires enchanted were stanwvard rolled.

We turned back mad - we thought of the morrowy,
The iron clang of the far-awway town;

We could not weep in our bitter sorrow

But joy as an arctic sun went down,

frish Theosophist, May 15, 18596
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Works and Days

When we were boys with what anxiety we watched for the rare
=mile on the master's face ere we preferred a request for some
fawor, a holiday or early release. There was wisdom in that. As
wie growy Up we act more or less consciously upon intuitions as
to time and place. My companion, | shall not invite you to a
merrymaking when a hitter moment befalls you and the flame of
life sinks into ashes in your heart; nor yet, however true and
trusted, will | confide to you what imward revelations of the
mysteries | may have while | sense in you a momentary
outwardness. The gifts of the heart are too sacred to be laid
hefore a closed door. Your mood, | knowe, will pass, and
tormorrowe we shall have this bond between us. [wait, for it can
be said but once: | cannot commune magically beice on the
same theme with you. | do not propose we should be
opportunists, nor lay down a formula; but to be skillful in action
wie must work with and comprehend the ebb and flow of power.
Wystery and gloom, dark blue and starshine, doubt and
feebleness alternate with the clear and shining, opal skies and
sunglowy, heroic ardor and the exultation of power. BEver varying,
prismatic and fleeting, the days go by and the secret of change
eludes us here. | bend the bow of thought at a mark and itis
already gone. | lay the shaft aside and while unprepared the
guarry again fleets by, VWe have to seek elsewhere for the
source of that power which momentarily overflows into our world
and transforms it with its enchantment.

Jn the motions of an inner sphere, we are told, all things here
depend; on spheres of the less evanescent which, in their turn,
are enclosed in spheres of the real, whose solermn chariot

movements again are guided by the inflexible will of Fire. In all of
these we have part. This dim consciousness which burns in mey
fbrain is not all of myself. Behind me it widens out and upward
into God. | feel in some other waorld it shines with purer light: in
some sphere more divine than this it has a larger day and a
deeper rest. That day of the inner self illuminates many of our
mortal days; its night leaves many of them dark. And so the One
Fay expanding lives in many vestures. It is last of all the
King-Self who wakes at the dawn of ages, whose day is the day
of Brahma, whose rest is his rest. Here is the clue to cyclic
change, to the individual feebleness and power, the gloom of
one epoch and the glory of another. The Eright Fortnight, the
Morthern Sun, Light and Flame name the days of other spheres,
and wandering on from day to day man may at last reach the
end of his journey. You would pass from rapidly revolving day
and night to where the mystical sunlight streams. The way lies
through wourself and the portals open as the inner day expands.
Who is there who has not felt in some way or other the rhythmic
recurrence of light within? We were weary of life, baffled, ready
to forswear endeavaor, when half insensibly 2 change comes
over us; we doubt no more but do joyfully our work; we renew
the sweet magical affinities with nature: out of a heart more
laden with love we think and act, our meditations prolong
themselves into the shining wonderful life of soul; we tremble on
the verge of the vast halls of the gods where their mighty speech
may be heard, their message of radiant will be seen. They
speak a universal language not for themsekes only but for all.
What is poetry but a mingling of some tone of theirs with the
sounds that below we utter? What is love but a breath of their
wvery being? Their every mood has colors beyond the rainbow;
every thought rings in far-heard melody. So the gods speak to
each other across the expanses of ethereal light, breaking the




divine silences with words which are deeds. So, too, they speak
to the soul. Mystics of all time have tried to express it, likening it
to peals of faery bells, the singing of enchanted birds, the
clanging of silver cymbals, the organ voices of wind and water
bent together - but in vain, in vain. Perhaps in this there is a
danger, for the true is realized in being and not in perception.
The gods are ourselves beyond the changes of time which
harass and vex us here. They do not demand adoration but an
equal will to bind us consciously in unity with themselves. The
heresy of separateness cuts us asunder in these enraptured
moments; but when thrilled by the deepest breath, when the
silent, unseen, uncomprehended takes possession of thee, think
"Thou art That," and something of thee will ahide for ever in It. All
thought not based on this is a weaving of new bonds, of illusions
maore difficult to break; it begets only maore passionate longing
and pain.

Still we must learn to know the hidden ways, to use the
luminous rivers for the commerce of thought. Sur Druid
forefathers bhegan their magical operations on the sixth day of
the newy moon, taking the Bright Fortnight at its flood-time. In
these hours of expansion what we think has mare force, mare
freedom, mare electric and penetrating  power. VWe find too, if
we have co-warkers, that we draws from a common fountain, the
same impulse visits us and them.

What one possess all become possessed of, and something of
the same unity and harmony arises between Us here as exists
for all time between us in the worlds above . While the currents
circulate we are to see to it that they part from us no less pure
than they came. To this dawn of an inner day may in some
measure be traced the sudden inspirations of movements, such
as we lately feel, not all due to the abrupt descent into our midst

of a new messenger, far the elder Brothers waorls with [aw and
foresee when nature, time, and the awakening souls of men will
aid them. Much may now be done. On whosoewver accepts,
acknowledges and does the will of the Light in these awakenings
the die and image of divinity is more firmly set, his thought
growws mare consciously into the being of the presiding god. et
not while seeking for ourselves can we lay hald of final truths, for
then what we perceive we retain but in thought and memory.
The Highest iz a motion, a breath. YWe become it only in the
imparting. ltis in all, for all and goes out to all. It wall not be
restrained in a narrowy basin, but through the free-giver it freely
flows. There are throngs innumerable who await this gift. Can
we let this most ancient light which again returns to us be felt by
therm only as a vague emation, a little peace of uncertain
duration, a passing sweetness of the heart” Can we not do
something to allay the sorrowe of the world? My brothers, the
time of oppartunity has come. One day in the long-marshaled
line of endless days has dawned for our race, and the buried
treasure-houses in the bosom of the deep have been opened to
endow it with mare light, ta fill itwith more power.

The divine ascetics stand with torches Iit before the temple of
wizdom. Those who are nigh them have caught the fire and offer
to us in turn to light the torch, the blazing torch of soul. Let us
accept the gift and pass it on, pointing out the prime givers. We
shall see in time the eager races of men starting on their
pilgrimage of return and facing the light. So in the mystical past
the call of light was seen on the sacred hills; the rays were
spread and gathered; and returning with them the
initiate-children were buried in the Father-Flame.

frish Theosophist, June 15, 1896
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The Childhood of Apollo

ltwias long ago, so long that only the spirit of earth remembers
truly. The old shepherd Tithonius sat before the door of his hut
waiting for his grandson to return. He watched with drowsy eyes
the eve gather, and the woods and mountains grow dark over
the isles - the isles of ancient Greece. It was Greece before its
day of beauty, and day was never lovelier. The cloudy blossoms
of smoke curling upward from the valley sparkled a while high up
in the sunlit air, a vague memoarial of the world of men below.
From that too the colour vanished, and those ather lights began
to shine which to some are the anly lights of day. The skies
dropped close upon the mountains and the silver seas, like a
vast face brooding with  intentness; there was enchantment,
mystery, and a living maotion in its depths, the presence of
all-pervading Zeus enfolding his starry children with the dark
radiance of aether.

"Ahl" murmured the old man, looking upward, "once itwas living;
ance it spoke to me. It speaks not nows, but it speaks to others |
knmey - to the child who looks and longs and trembles in the
dewry night. Why does he linger now? He is beyond his hour. Ah,
there now are his footsteps!"

A boy came up the valley driving the grey flocks which tumbled
biefare him in the darkness. He lifted his young face for the
shepherd to kiss . Itwas alight with ecstasy. Tithonius looked at
hirm with wonder. A light golden and sikvery rayed all about the
hirm so that his delicate ethereal beauty seemed setin a star
which follovwed his dancing footsteps.

"Howy bright wour eyes!" the old man said, faltering with sudden

awie "Why do your white limbs shine with moaonfire light?"

"(Oh, father," said the boy Apalla, "l am glad, for evenything is
living tonight. The evening is all a voice and many voices  While
the flocks were browwsing night gathered about me: | saw within it
and it was living everywhere; and all together, the wind with
dim-blowin tresses, odour, incense and secret-falling dew,
mingled in one warm hreath. They whispered to me and called
me 'Child of the Stars,' 'Dew Heart,' and '"Soul of Fire.' Ch,
father, as | came up the valley the voices followed me with song;
everything murmured love; even the daffodils, nodding in the
olive gloom, grews golden at my feet, and a flower within mey
heart knew of the still sweet secret of the flowers. Listen, listen!”

There were voices in the night, woices as of star-rays
descending.

"INowy the roof-tree of the midnight spreading
EBuds in citron, green, and blue:

From afar its mystic odors shedding,

Child, on you "

Then other sweet speakers from beneath the earth, and from
the distant waters and air followed in benediction, and a last
woice like a murmur from universal Mature:

"Mowy the buried stars beneath the mountains
And the wales their life renew,

Jdetting rainbow blooms from tiny fountains,
Child, far you.

Az within our guiet waters passing
Sun and moon and stars we view,
S0 the loveliness of life is glassing,
Child, inyou.
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"In the diamand air the sun-star glowing
Up its feathered radiance threw;

All the jewel glory there was flowing,
Zhild, for you.

"And the fire divine in all things burning
Yearns for home and rest anew,

From itz wanderings far again returning,
Child, to wou "

"Ch, voices, voices," cried the child, “what yvou say | know not,
but | ray back love for love. Father, what iz it they tell me’? They
embosom me in light and | am far away even though | hold your
hand "

"The gods are about us. Heaven mingles with the earth " said
Tithonius trembling. "Let us go to Diotima. She has grown wise
brooding for many a year where the great caves lead to the
underworld. She sees the bright ones as they pass by where
she sits with shut eyes, her drowsy lips murmuring as nature's
self."

That night the island seemed no more earth set in sea, but a
music encircled by the silence. The trees long rooted in antique
slumber were throbbing with rich life; through glimmering bark
and drooping leaf a light fell on the old man and boy as they
passed, and vague figures nodded at them. These were the
hamadryad souls of the wood. They were bathed in tender
colours and shimmering lights draping them from root to leaf. A
murmur came from the heart of every one, a low enchantment
breathing joy and peace. |t grewy and swelled until at last it
seemed as if through a myriad pipes that Pan the earth spirit
was fluting his magical creative song.

They found the cave of Diotima covered by vines and tangled

strailers at the end of the island where the dark-green woodland
rose up from the waters . Tithonius paused, for he dreaded this
mystic prophetess; but a voice from within called them: "Come
in, child of light, come in, old shepherd, | know wihy you seelk
mel" They entered, Tithonius trembling with more fear than
hefore. A fire was blazing in a recess of the cavern and by it sat
a majestic figure robed in purple. She was bent forward, her
hand supporting her face, her burning eyes turned on the
intruders.

"Come hither, child," she said, taking the boy by the hands and
gazing into his face. "So this frail form is to be the home of the
god. The gods choose wisely. They take no warrior wild, no
mighty hero to be their messenger to men, but crowin this gentle
head. Tell me - you dream - have you ever seen a light from the
sun falling upon you inyour slumber? Mo, but look now; look
Upiard.”

Az she spoke she waved her hands over him, and the cavern
with its dusky roof seemed to melt away, and beyond the
heavens the heaven of heavens lay dark in pure tranguillity, a
guiet which was the very hush of being. In an instant it vanished
and over the zenith broke a wonderful light. "See now," cried
Diotima, "the Ancient BEeauty! Look how its petals expand and
what comes forth from its heart!" A vast and glowing breath,
mutable and opalescent, spread itself between heaven and
earth, and out of it slowly descended a radiant form like a god's.
It dresw nigh radiating lights, pure, beautiful, and starlike. It stood
for a maoment by the child and placed itz hand on his head, and
then it was gone. The old shepherd fell upon his face in awe,
wihile the hoy stood breathless and  entranced.

"Go now," said the Syhil, 'l can teach thee naught. Mature
herself will adore you and sing through you her loveliest song.
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But, ah, the light vou hail in joy vou shall impart in tears. So from
age to age the eternal BEeauty bows itself down amid sorrows
that the children of men may not forget it, that their anguish may
be transfarmed smitten through by its fire "

frisfh Theosophist, Novernber 15, 1896

The Awakening of the Fires

When twilight flutters the mountains over
The faery lights from the earth unfold,

And over the hills enchanted howver

The giant heroes and gods of old:

The hird of aether its flaming pinions

Waves over earth the whole night long:

The stars drop down in their blue dominions
To hymn together their choral song:

The child of earth in his heart groves burning
Wad for the night and the deep unknown;

Hiz alien flame in a dream returning

Seats itself on the ancient throne.

When twilight over the mountains fluttered
And night wath its starry millions came,

| too had dreams; the thoughts | have uttered.
Zome fram my heart that was touched by the flame

| thought over the attempts made time after time to gain our
freedom; how failure had followed failure until at last it seemed
that wwe must write over hero and chieftain of our cause the
memarial spoken of the warriars of old, "They went forth to the
battle but they always fell." and it seemed to me that these
effarts resulted in failure hecause the ideals put forsard were
nat in the plan of nature for us; that it was not in our destiny that
wie should attempt a civilization like that of other lands. Though
the cry of nationality rings far ever in our ears, the word here has
embodied to most no other hope than this, that we should when
free be ahle to enter with mare energy Upon pursuits already
adopted by the people of other countries. Cur leaders have




erected no nobler standard than theirs, and we who, as a race,
are the farlorn hope of idealizm in BEurope, sink day by day into
apathy and forget what a pastwas ours and what a destiny
awaits us if we will but rise responsive to it Though so old in
tradition this Ireland of today is a child among the nations of the
wiarld: and what a child, and with what a strain of genius in it
There iz all the superstition, the timidity and lack of judgment,
the unthought recklessness of childhood, but combined with
what generosity and devotion, and what an unfathomahble love
for itz heroes. Whao can forget that memaorable day when its last
great chief was laid to rest? He was not the prophet of our
spiritual future; he was not the hero of our highest ideals; but he
was the only hero we knew. The very air was penetrated with
the sobhing and passion of unutterable regret. Ah, En, in other
lands there is strength and mind and the massive culmination of
ardered power, but in thee alone is there such love as the hig
heart of childhood can feel. It is this which maketh all thy exiles
turn with longing thoughts to thee.

Eefare trying her to indicate a direction for the future, guessed
from brooding on the far past and by touching an the secret
springs in the heart of the present, it may make that future seem
easier of access if | point out what we have escaped and also
showy that we have already a freedom which, though but half
recognized, iz yet our most precious heritage . VYWe are not yet
involved in a social knot which only red revalution can sever: our
hurmanity, the ancient gift of nature to us, is still fresh in our
veins: our force is not merely the reverberation of a past, an
inevitable momentum started in the long ago, but is free for
newver life to do what we will with in the coming time.

| knowy there are some who regret this, who associate national
greatness with the whirr and buzz of many wheels, the smoke

of factories and with large dividends; and others, again, who
wizh that our simple minds were illuminated by the culture and
wizdom of our neighbours. But | raise the standard of idealizm,
to try everything by it, every custom, every thought before we
make it our own, and every sentiment before it finds a place in
our hearts. Are these conditions, social and mental, which some
would hawve us strive for really so admirable as we are assured
they are? Are they worth having at all? YWhat of the heroic best of
man; howy does that show'? His spirituality, beauty and
tenderness, are these fostered in the civilizations of today™? | say
if gquestions like these bearing upon that inner life wherein is the
real greatness of nations cannot be answered satisfactorily, that
it Is our duty to maintain our strugole, to remain aloof, lest by
accepting a delusive prosperity we shut ourselves from our
primitive sources of power. For this spirit of the modern, with
which we are so little in touch, i1s one which tends to lead man
further and further from nature. She is no more to him the Great
tMather so reverently named long ago, but merely an adjunct to
his life, the distant supplier of his needs. VYWhat to the average
dweller in citiez are stars and skiez and mountains? They pay
no dividends to him, no wages. Why should he care about them
indeed. And no longer concerning himself about nature what
wionder is it that nature ebhbs out of him. She has her revenge,
for from whatever standpoint of idealism considered the average
man shows but of pigmy stature. For him there is no before or
after. In his material life he has forgotten or never heard of the
heroic traditions of his race, their aspirations to godlike state.
One wonders what will happen to him when death ushers him
out from the great wisible life to the loneliness amid the stars. To
what hearth or hame shall he flee who never raised the veil of
nature while living, nor saw it waver tremulous with the hidden
glory before his eyes? The Holy Ereath from the past
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communes no mare with him, and if he is oblivious of these
things, though a thousand workman call him master, within he is
bankrupt, his effects sequestered, a poor shadow, an outcast
from the Kingdom of Light.

We see too, that as age after age passes and teems only with
the commonplace, that those who are the poets and teachers
falter and lose faith: they utter no more of man the divine things
the poets said of old. Perhaps the sheer respectahility of the
people they address deters them from making statements
which in some respects might be considered libelous. But from
whatewver cause, from lack of heart or lack of faith, they have no
real inspiration. The literature of Europe has had but little
influence on the Celt in this isle. ts philosophies and
revolutionary ideas have stayed their waves at his coast: they
had no message of interpretation for him, no potent electric
thought to light up the mystery of his nature. For the mystery of
the Celt is the mystery of Amergin the Druid. All nature speaks
through hirm. He is her darling, the confidant of her secrets. Her
maountains have heen mare to him than a feeling. She has
revealed them to him as the home of her brighter children, her
heroes become immartal. For him her streams ripple with
magical life and the light of day was once filled with more aerial
rainbows wonder. Though thousands of years have passed since
this mysterious Druid land was at its noonday, and long
centuries have rolled by since the weeping seers saw the lights
vanish from mountain and valley, still this alliance of the soul of
man and the soul of nature more or less manifestly
characterizes the people of this isle. The thought produced in
and for complex civilizations is not pregnant enaugh with the
vast for them, is not enough thrilled through by that impalpable
breathing from another nature. Ye have had but little native

literature here warth the name until of late years, and that not yet
popularized, but during all these centuries the Celt has kept in
his heart some affinity with the mighty beings ruling in the
unseen, once so evident to the heroic races who preceded him.
Hiz legends and faery tales have connected his soul with the
inner lives of air and water and earth, and they in turn have kept
his heart sweet with hidden influence. It would make one feel
sad to think that all that beautiful folklore is fading slowly from the
memary that held it so long, were it not for the belief that the
wiatchful powers who fostered its continuance relax their care
because the night with beautiful dreams and deeds done anly in
fancy is passing: the day is coming with the bheautiful real, with
heroes and heroic deeds.

It may not be well to prophecy, but it s always permissible to
speak of our hopes. If day but copies day may we naot hope far
Ireland, after its long cycle of night, such another glary as
lightened it of old, which tradition paints in such mystic colours?
What was the mysterious glamour of the Druid age? What
meant the fires on the mountains, the rainbow glows of air, the
magic life inwater and earth, but that the Fadiance of Deity was
shining through our shadowsy world, that it mingled with and was
perceived along with the forms we knowe. There it threws up its
fountains of life-giving fire, the faery fountains of story, and the
children of earth breathing that rich life felt the flush of an
immortal wvigour within them; and so nourished sprang into being
the Danaan races, men who made themselves gods by will and
that magical breath. Rulers of earth and air and fire, their
memaory looms titanic in the cloud stories of our dawn, and as
we think of that splendid strength of the past something leaps up
in the heart to confirm it true for all the wonder of it.

This idea of man's expansion into divinity, which is in the highest
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teaching of every race, is one which shone like a star at the
dawn of our Celtic history also. Hero after hero is called away by
a woice ringing out of the land of eternal youth, which is but 3
name for the soul of earth, the enchantress and mother of all.
There as guardians of the race they shed their influence on the
izle; from them sprang all that was best and noblest in our past,
and let no one think but that it was noble. Leaving aside that
mystic sense of union with another world and looking only at the
tales of battle, when we read of heroes whose knightly vows
forbade the use of stratagem inwar, and all but the equal strife
with equals in opportunity; when we hear of the reverence for
truth amang the Fianna, "We the Fianna of Erin never lied,
falsehood was never attributed to us” - a reverence for truth
carried so far that they could not believe their foemen even could
speak falsely - | say that in these days when our public life is
filled with slander and unwaorthy imputation, we might do worse
than turn back to that ideal Faganism of the past, and learn
some leszons of noble trust, and this truth that greatness of soul
alone insures final victory to us who live and move and have our
heing in the life of God.

In hoping for such another day | do not of course mean the
renewal of the ancient order, but rather look for the return of the
same light which was manifest in the past. For so the eternal
Eeauty brings itself to the memaory of man from time to time
brooding over nations, as in the early Arvan heart, suffusing life
and thought with the sun-sense of pervading Deity, or as in
Greece where its myriad rays, each an intuition of loveliness,
descended and dwelt not anly in poet, sage and sculptor, but in
the general being of the people. What has been called the Celtic
renaissance in literature is one of the least of the signs. Of far
more significance is the number of strange, dreamy children

one meets, whose hearts are in the elsewhere, and young
people who love to brood on the past, | speak of which is all the
waorld to them. The present has no voice to interpret their
dreams and visions, the enraptured solitude by mountain or
shore, or what they feel when they lie close pressed to the
hosom of the earth, mad with the longing for old joys, the fiery
communion of spirt with spirit, which was once the privilege of
man. These some voice, not proclaiming an arid political
propaganda, may recall into the actual: some ideal of heroic life
may bring them to the service of their kind, and none can serve
the world better than those who from mighty dreams turn
exultant to their realisation: whao bring to labour the love, the
courage, the unfailing hope, which they only possess who have
gone into the hidden nature and found it sweet at heart.

Sothis Isle, once called the Sacred Isle and also the |sle of
Oestiny, may find a destiny waorthy of fulfilment: not to be a petty
peasant republic, nor a miniature duplicate in life and aims of
great material empires, but that its children out of their faith,
which has never failled may realise this imemoarial truth of man's
inmaost divinity, and in expressing it may ray the light over every
land. Mowy, although a great literature and great thought may be
part of our future, it ought not to be the essential part of our ideal.
As in our past the bards gave way before the heroes, so in any
national ideal wiorthy the name, all must give way in its hopes,
wealth, literature, art, everything before manhood itself If aur
hiumanity fails us ar become degraded, of what value are the
rest? YWhat use would it be to you or to me if our ships sailed an
every sea and our wealth rivaled the antique Ind, if we ourselves
were unchanged, had no mare kingly consciousness of life, nar
that overtopping grandeur of soul indifferent whether it dwells in
a palace ar a cottage?
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If thi= be not clear to the intuition, there is the experience of the
wiorld and the example of many nations. Let us take the highest,
and consider what have a thousand years of empire brought to
England. Wealth without parallel, but at what expensel The lover
af hiz kind must feel as if a knife were entering his heart when
he lnoks at those black centres of bhoasted prosperity, at factony,
smoke and mine, the arid life and spiritual death. Do you call
those miserable myriads a humanity” Ve look at those people
in despair and pity. Where is the ancient image of divinity in
man's face: where in man's heart the prompting of the divine?
There iz nothing but a ceaseless energy without; a night terrible
as hell within. s this the only way for us as a people? |z nature
to be lost; beauty to be swallowed up? The crown and sceptre
were taken from us in the past, our path has been strewn with
sarrows, but the spirit shall not be taken until it becomes as
clay, and man forgets that he was born in the divine, and hears
no more the call of the great deep in his heart as he bows
himself to the dust in his bitter labours. It maddens to think it
should be for ever thus, with us and with them, and that man the
immortal, man the divine, should sink deeper and deeper into
night and ignorance, and know no more of himself than
glimmers upon him in the wearied intervals of long routine.

Here we have this hope that nature appeals with her old glamaour
to many, and there is still the ancient love for the hero. In a land
where =0 many well nigh hopeless causes have found faithful
adherents, where there has been so much devotion and
sacrifice, where poverty has made itself poorer still for the sake
of leader and cause, may we not hope that when an appeal is
made to the people ta fallow still higher ideals, that they will set
aside the lower far the higher, that they will not relegate idealism
to the poets anly, but that it will dwell in the public as the private

heart and make impossible any nations' undertaking
inconsistent with the dignity and beauty of life” To me it seems
that here the task of teacher and writer is above all to present
images and ideals of divine manhood to the people whose real
gods have always been their heroes. These titan figures,
Cuculain, Finn, Oscar, Cisin, Caolte, all a mixed gentleness and
fire, have commanded for generations that spontaneous love
which is the only true worship paid by men. It is because of this
profound and long- enduring love for the heroes, which must be
considered as forecasting the future, that | declare the true ideal
and destiry of the Celt in this island to be the begetting of
humanity whose desires and visions shall rise above earth
illimitable into godlike nature, who shall renew for the waorld the
hope, the beauty, the magic, the wonder which will drawy the
buried stars which are the souls of men to their native firmament
of spiritual light and elemental power.

For the hero with us there iz ample scope and need. There are
the spectres of ignoble hopes, the lethal influences of a huge
material civilisation wafted to us from over seas, which must be
laid. Oh, that a protest might be made ere it becomes more
difficult, ere this wild, beautiful land of ours be viewed only as a
lure to draws money from the cockney tourist, and the
immemarial traditions around our sacred hills be of value only to
advertise the last hotel. et to avert the perils arising from
external causes is but a slight task compared with the
overcoming of obstacles already existent within. There is one
which must be removed at whatever cost, though the hero may
well become the martyr in the attermpt. Itis a difficulty which has
its strength from ane of the very virtues of the people, their
reverence for religion. This in itself is altogether well. But it is nat
well when the nature of that religion enables its priests to sway




men from their natural choice of hero and cause by the threat of
spiritual terrars . | say that where this takes place to any great
extent, as it has with us, itis not 3 land a freeman can think of
with pride. It is not a place where the lover of freedom can rest,
but he must spend sleepless nights, must brood, must scheme,
must wait to strike a blow. To the thought of freedaom it must be
said to our shame none of the nobler meaning attaches here.
Freedom to speak what hopes and ideals we may have, to act
openty for what cause we will;, to allowy that freedom to others -
that liberty iz denied. There are but too many places where to
differ openly from the priest in politics is to provoke a brawl,
where to speak as here with the fearlessness of print wiould be
to endanger life. \With what scorn one hears the aspiration from
public freedom from lips that are closed with the dread by their
own hearthside! Let freedom arizse where first it is possible in
the hearts of men, in their thoughts, in speech between one and
another, and then the gods may not deem us umeaorthy of the
further sway of our national life. lwould that some of the defiant
spirit of the old warrior brood were here, not indeed to provoke
strife between man and man, ar race and race, but rather that
wie might be fearless in the spirt of one who said " do not war
against flesh and blood, but against principalities and powers" -
and against influences which fetter progress, against an iron
materializm where the beauty of life perishes, let us revalt, let us
war for ever.

But with all this I, like others who have narrowly watched the
signs of awakening life, do not doubt but that these things will
pass as greater potencies throng in and impel to action. Already
the rush of the earth-breath begins to fill with elation our island
race and uplift therm with the sense of power; and through the
powwer sometimes flashes the glory, the spintual radiance which

will be ours hereafter, if old prophecy can be trusted and our
hearts prompt us true. Here and there some rapt dreamer maore
imayard than the rest sees that Tir-na-noge was no fable, but is
still around him with all its mystic beauty for ever. The green hills
growy alive with the star-children fleeting, flashing on their twilight
errands from gods to men. When the heart opens to receive
therm and the ties which bind us to unseen nature are felt our
day will begin and the fires awaken, our isle will be the Sacred
|zland once again and our great ones the light-givers to
hiumanity, not vaicing news things, but only of the old, old truths
one mare affirmation; for what is all wisdom, wherever uttered,
whether in time past or today, but the One Life, the COne Breath,
chanting itz innumerable tones of thought and joy and love in the
hieart of man, one voice throughout myriad years whose
message eterne is this-——you are by your nature immaoartal, and
wou may be, if you will it, divine.

frisf Theosophist, January, February 15, 1897
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O Secret Ties

Our deepest life iz whenwe are alone. We think most truly, love
best, when isolated from the outer world in that mystic abyss we
call soul. Mothing external can equal the fulness of these
moments. YWe may sit in the blue twilight with a friend, or bend
together by the hearth, half whispering, or in a silence populous
with loving thoughts mutually understood; then we may feel
happy and at peace, but it is only because we are lulled by 3
semblance to deeper intimacies. When we think of a friend, and
the loved one drawis nigh, we sometimes feel half-pained, for we
touched something in our solitude which the living presence
shut out, we seem maore apart, and waould fain cry out - "Cnly in
my deep heart | love vou, sweetest heart, call me not forth from
this; | am no mare a spirt if | leave my throne " But these
moods, though lit up by intuitions of the true, are too partial, they
belong too much to the twilight of the heart, they have too
dreamy a temper to serve us well in life VWe should wish rather
for our thoughts a directness such as belongs to the
messengers of the gods, swift, beautiful, flashing presences
hent on purposes well understood.

What we need is that this interior tenderness shall be elevated
into =eership, that what in most is only yearning or blind love
shall =ee clearly itz way and hope and aim. To this end we have
to ohserye maore intently the nature of the interior life. We find,
indeed, that it is not a salitude at all, but dense with
multitudinous being: instead of being alone we are in the
thronged highways of existence. For our guidance when
entering here many words of warning have been uttered, laws
hawve been outlined, and beings full of wonder, terror, and beauty

described. et there iz a spirit in us deeper than our intellectual
heing which | think of as the Hero in man, whao feels the nohility
af itz place in the midst of all this, and who would fain equal the
greatness of perception with deeds as great. The weariness and
sense of futility which often falls upon the mystic after much
thought i= due, | think, to this, that here he has duties demanding
a more sustained endurance just as the inner life is so much
vaster and more intense than the life he has left behind.

Mow, the duties which can be taken up by the soul are exactly
thoze which it feels most inadeguate to perform when acting as
an embodied being. VWhat shall be done to guiet the heart-cry of
the world: how answer the dumb appeal for help we so often
divine below eyes that laugh' It is sadder than sorrow to think
that pity with no hands to heal, that love without a voice to speak,
should helplesshky heap their pain upon pain while earth shall
endure. But there is a truth about sorrowe which | think may make
it seem not so hopeless. There are fewer barriers than we think:
there is, in fact, an inner alliance hetween the soul who would
fain give and the soul who is in need. Nature has well provided
that not one golden ray of all our thoughts is sped ineffective
through the dark; not one drop of the magical elixirs love distills
iz wasted. Let us consider how this may be. There is a hahit we
nearly all have indulged in; we often weave little stories in our
minds expending love and pity upon the imaginary beings we
have created. But | have been led to think that many of these
are not imaginary, that somewhere in the world beings are
thinking, loving, suffering just in that way, and we merely refarm
and live over again in our life the story of another life. Sometimes
these faraway intimates assume so vivid a shape, they come =o
nearwith their appeal for sympathy that the pictures are
unforgettable, and the more | ponder over them the maore it
seems to me that they often convey the actual need of some
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soulwhose cry for comfort has gone out into the vast, perhaps
to meet with an answer, perhaps to hear only silence. | will
supply an instance. | see a child, a curious, delicate little thing,
seated on the doorstep of a house. |t is an alley in some great
city, there iz a gloom of evening and vapour over the sky; | see
the child is bending over the path; he is picking cinders and
arranging them, and, groviing closer, as | ponder, | become
aware that he is laying down in gritty lines the walls of a house,
the mansion of his dream. Here spread along the pavement
arelarge rooms, thesze for his friends, and a tiny roaom in the
centre, that is his mwn. So his thought plays. Just then | catch a
glimpse of the corduroy trousers of a passing workman, and a
heawy boot crushes through the cinders. | feel the pain in the
child's heart as he shrinks back, his little love-lit house of
dreams all rudely shattered. Ah, poor child, building the City
Eeautiful out of a few cinders, yet nigher, truer in intent than
many a stately, gold-rich palace reared by princes, thou wert not
forgotten by that mighty spirit who lives through the falling of
empires, whose home has been in many a ruined heart. Surely
itwas to bring comfort to hearts like thine that that most noble of
all meditations was ardained by the Buddha. "He lets his mind
pervade one guarter of the warld with thoughts of Love, and so
the second, and so the third, and so the fourth. And thus the
wihole wide world, above, below, around, and everpwhere, does
he continue to pervade with heart of Love far-reaching, grown
great, and beyond measure "

The love, though the very fairy breath of life, should by itself and
s0 imparted have a sustaining power some may question, not
those whao have felt the sunlight fall from distant fiends whao think
af them; but, to make clearer how it seems to me to act, | say
that love, Eros, is a being. It is mare than a power of the soul,

though it i= that alzo; it has a universal life of its own, and just as
the dark heaving waters do not know what jewel lights they
reflect with blinding radiance, so the soul, partially absorbing and
feeling the ray of Eros within it, does not knowy that often a part of
it= nature nearer to the sun of love shines with a brilliant light to
ather eyes than its own. Many people move unconscious of their
won charm, unknowing of the beauty and power they seem to
athers to impart. It is some past attainment of the soul, a jewel
wion in some old battle which it may have forgotten, but none the
less this gleams on its tiara and the star-flame inspires others to
hope and victory.

If i= true here than many exert a spiritual influence they are
uncanscious of, it is still truer of the spheres within. Cnce the
soul has attained to any possession like love, or persistent will,
or faith, or a power of thought, it comes into psychic contact with
others who are struggling for these  wery powers. The
attainment of any of these means that the soul is able to absorb
and radiate some of the diviner elements of being. The soul may
ar may nat be aware of the position it is placed in and its new
duties, but yet that Living Light, having found a way into the being
af any one person, does not rest there, but sends its rays and
extends its influence on and on to ilumine the darkness of
another nature. So it comes that there are ties which hind us to
people other than those whom we meet in our everyday life. |
think they are more real ties, more important to understand, for it
we let our lamp go out some far away who had reached out in
the dark and felt 3 steady will, a persistent hope, a
compassionate love, may reach out once again in an hour of
need, and finding no suppart may give way and fold the hands in
despair. Often indeed we allow gloom to overcome us and so
hinder the bright rays in their passage; but would we do it so




often if we thought that perhaps a sadness which besets us, we
do not know by, was caused by some heart drawing nigh to
ours for comfart, that our lethargy might make it feel still more its
helplessness, while our courage, our faith, might cause "our
light to shine in some other heart which as yet has no light of its
own "

Inish Theosophist, March 15, 1897

Priest o1 Hero?

I think | could turn and live with animals, they are so placid and
self-contained

| stand and look at them long and long.

They do not sweat and whine about their condition,

They do noat lie awake in the dark and weep far their sins,

Mo one kneels to another, nor to one of his kind that lived thousands of
years ago.”

Woalt Whitrman

| have prefixed some ideas about spiritual freedom addressed to
the people of Ireland with these lines from the poet of another
land, hecause national sentiment seems out of date here, the
ald heroism slumbers, alien thought and an exotic religion have
supplanted our true ideals and our natural spirituality. | hope that
the scarnful wards of one who breathed a freer air might sting to
shame those who have not lost altogether the sentiment of
hiuman dignity, who have still some intuitions as to how far and
howy wisely a man may abase himself before another, whether
that other claim divine authority or not. For this is the true
problerm which confronts us as a nation, and all else is
insignificant beside  VWe have found out whao are the real rulers
here, who dictate politics and public action with no less autharity
than they speak upon religion and morals . It was anly the other
day that a priest, one of our rulers, declared that he would not
permit 3 political meeting to be held in his diocese and this fiat
was received with a submission which showed how accurately
the politician gauged the strength opposed to him. And this has
not been the only occasion when this power has been exerted:
we all know how many national movements have been
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interfered with ar thwarted; we know the shameful revelations
connected with the elections a fews years back; we know how 3
great leader fell; and those who are idealists, God's warriors
battling for freedom of thought, whose hope for the waorld is that
the intuitions of the true and good divinely implanted in each
man's breast shall supersede tradition and old authority, cannot
but feel that their opinions, s0 much more dangerous to that
authority than any political ideal, must, f advocated, bring them
at last to clash with the priestly power. It Is not 3 war with religion
we would fain enter upon; but when those who claim that
heaven and hell shut and open at their bidding for the spirit of
man, use the influence which belief in that claim confers, as it
has been here, to fetter free-will in action, it is time that the
manhood of the nation awoke to sternly guestion that authority,
to assert its immemarial right to freedom.

There live of old in Eri a heroic race whom the bards sang as
fearless. There was then no craven dread of the hereafter, for
the land of the immortals glimmered ahout them in dream and
vizion, and already before the decaying of the form the spirit of
the hero had crossed the threshold and clasped hands with the
gods. Mo demaon nature affrighted them: from them wielding the
flarming sword of will the demons fled away as before Cuculain
vanished in terror shadowy embattled hosts. What, lwonder,
would these antigue heroes say coming back to a land which
preserves indeed their memory but emulates their spirit no
more? WWe know what the bards thought when heroic Ireland
hecame only a tradition; when to darkened eyes the elf-lights
ceased to gleam, luring no more to the rich radiant waorld within,
the Druidic mysteries, and the secret of the ages. In the bardic
tales their comrade Ossian voices to Patrick their scorn of the
new. Ah, from the light and joy of the faery region, from that

great companionship with a race half divine, come back to find
that but one divine man had walked the earth, and as for the rest
itwas at prayer and fasting they ought to bel And why?
Eecause, as Patrick explained to Ossian, if they did not they
would go to hell. And this is the very thing the Patricks ever
since have been persuading the Irish people to believe, adding
an alien grief unto their many sorrows, foisting upon them a
vulgar interpretation of the noble idea of divine justice to cow
them to submission with the threat of flame. Ossian, chafing
and furming under the priestly restriction, declared his preference
for hell with the Finians to paradise with Patrick. His simple
heroic mind found it impossible to helieve that the pure, gentle
but indomitable spirits of his comrades could be amywhere
guenched ar guelled, but they must at last arise exultant even
from torment. When Cssian rejects the bribe of paradise to
=hare the darker warld and the fate of his companions, there
spake the true spirit of man; spark of illimitable deity; shrouded
in form, yet radiating ceaselessly heroic thoughts, aspirations,
deathlezs love; not to be daunted, rising again and again from
sarrow with indestructible hope; emerging ever from defeat, its
glooms smitten through and through with the light of visions wast
and splendid as the heavens. Old bard, old bard, from
Tir-na-noge where thou, perchance wrapt by that beauty which
called thee from earth, singest immortal songs, would that one
lightning of they spirit could pierce the hearts now thronged with
dread, might issue from lips which dare not speak.

| do not guestion but that the heroic age had its  imperfections,
or that it was not well that its too warlike ardour was tempered
by the beautiful, pathetic and ennaobling teaching of Christ. The
seed of new doctrines bore indeed many lovely but exotic

hlossoms in the saintly times, and also many a noxious weed.




For religion must always be an exotic which makes a far-off land
sacred rather than the earth underfoot: where the Great Spirit
whose home is the vast seems no more a2 moving glamour in
the heavens, a dropping tenderness at twilight, a visionary light
an the hills, a voice in man's heart; when the way of life is
sought in scrolls or is heard from another's lips. The noxious
weed, the unendurable hitter which mingled with the sweet and
true in this exotic religion was the terrible power it put into the
hands of men somewhat maore learned in their ignorance of God
than those whom they taught: the power to inflict a deadly wrong
upon the soul, to coerce the will by terror from the course
conscience had marked out as true and good. That power has
been used unsparingly and at times with unspeakahle cruelty
whenever those who had it thought their influence was heing
assailed, for power is sweet and its use iz not lightly laid aside.

Az we read our island history there seems a ruddy emblazonry
an every page, a hue shed from behind the visible, the soul
dropping its red tears of fire over hopes for ever dissolving,
noble ambitions for ever foiled. Always on the eve of success
starts up some fatal figure weaponed with the keys of the
hereafter, brandishing mare especially the key of the place of
torment, warning most particularly those who regard that that
key zhall not get rusty from want of turning if they disobey. It has

heen so from the beginning, from the time of the cursing of Tara,

where the growing unity of the nations was split into fractions,
down to the present time. | often doubt if the barbarities in
eastern lands which we shudder at are in reality half so cruel, if
they mean so much anguish as this threat of after-torture does
to those whao believe in the power of another to inflict it It
wounds the spint to the heart itz conzsciousness of its own
immoartality hecomes entwined with the terror of as long

enduring pain. It is a lie which the all- compassionate
Father-Spirit never breathed into the ears of his children, a lie
which has been told here century after century with such
insistence that half the nation has the manhood cowed out of it.
The offence of the dead chief whose followers were recently
assalled weighed light as a feather in the balance when
compared with the sin of these men and their shameful misuse
af religious authaority in Meath a little while ago. The scenes
which took place there, testified and swaorn to by witness in the
after trials, were only a copy of what generally took place. They
will take place again if the necessity arises. That is a bitter fact.

A dim consciousness that their servitude is not to God's law but
to man's ambition is creeping over the people here. That is a
very hopeful sign. When a man first feels he is a slave he begins
to groww grey inside, to get moody and irritable. The sore spat
becomes more sensitive the more he broods. At last to touch it
hecome dangerous. Faor, from such pent-up musing and wrath
hawve sprung rebellions, revolutions, the overthrow of dynasties
and the fall of religions, aye, thrice as mighty as this. That
Thought of freedom lets loose the flood-gates of an illimitable fire
into the soul; it emerges from its narrow prison-cell of thought
and fear as the sky-reaching genie from the little copper vessel
in the tale of Arahian enchantment; it lays hand on the powers of
storm and commation like a god. [twould be politic not to press
the despotism more; but it would be a pity perhaps if some
further act did not take place, justto see a nation flinging aside
the shackles of superstition; disdainful of threats, determined to
seek its own good, resaolutely to put aside all external tradition
and rule; adhering to its own judgment, though priests falsely
say the hosts of the everlasting are arrayed in battle against it,
though they threaten the spirit with ohscure torment for ever and
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ever: still to persist, still to defy, still to obey the orders of another
captain, that Unknown Deity within whose trumpet-call sounds
louder than all the cries of men. There is great comfort, my
fellows, in flinging fear aside; an exultation and delight spring up
welling from inexhaustible deeps, and a tranguil sweetness alzo
ensues which shows that the powers ever watchful of hurman
progress approve and applaud the act.

In all this | do not aim at individuals. It is not with them [ would
wiar but with tyranny. They who enslave are as much or maore to
be pitied than those whom they enslave. They too are wronged
vy being placed and accepted in a position of false authority.
They too enshrine a ray of the divine spirit, which to liberate and
express iz the purpose of life. Whatever movement ignares the
needs of a single unity, ar breeds hate against it rather than
compassion, iz so far imperfect. But if we give these men, as
wie must, the credit of sincerity, still opposition is none the less a
duty. The spirit of man mustwaork out its own destinyg, learning
truth out of errar and pain. It cannot be maral by prosoe. A
virtuous course into which it is whipt by fear will avail it nothing,
and in that dread hour when it comes before the Mighty whio
sent it forth, neither will the plea avail it that its conscience was
in another's keeping.

The choice here lies between Priest and Hero as ideal, and | say
that whatewver is not heroic is not Irish, has not been nourished at
the true fountain wherefrom our race and isle derive their mystic
fame. There is a life behind the veil, another Er which the bards
knewy, singing it as the Land of Immortal Youth. it is not hidden
from us, though we have hidden ourselves from it, so that it has
hecome only a fading memory in our hearts and a faery fable
upon our lips. Yet there are still places in this isle, remote from
the crowded cities where men and women eat and drink and

wiear out their lives and are lost in the lust far gold, where the
shy peasant sees the enchanted lights in mountain and woody
dell, and hears the faery bells pealing away, away, into that
wondrous underland whither, as legends relate, the Danann
gods withdrew. These things are not to be heard for the asking;
but some, more reverent than the rest, more intuitive, who
understand that the pure eyes of a peasant may see the things
kings and princes, ayve, and priests, have desired to =ee and
have not seen; that for him may have been somewhat lifted the
veil which hides fram men the starry spheres where the Eternal
Eeauty ahides in the shining - these have heard and have bheen
filled with the hope that, if ever the mystic truths of life could he
spaken here, there would be enough of the old Celtic fire
remaining to bring back the magic into the isle. That direct
relation, that vision, comes fully with  spiritual freedom, when
men no longer peer through another's eyes into the mysteries,
when they will not endure that the light shall be darkened by
transmission, but spirt speaks with spirit, drawing light from the
boundless Light alone.

Leaving aside the guestion of interference with national
movements, another charge, one of the weightiest which can be
brought against the priestly influence in this island, is that it has
hampered the expression of native genius in literature and
thought. Now the country is alive with genius, flashing out
everywhere, in the conversation even of the lowest; but we
cannot point to imaginative work of any importance produced in
Ireland which has owed its inspiration to the priesthy teaching.
The genius of the Gael could not find itself in their doctrines;
though abowve all things mystical it could not pierce its way into
the departments of super-nature where their theology
pigeon-holes the souls of the damned and the blessed. It knew
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of the Eri behind the veil which | spoke of, the Tir-na-noge which
asz alamp lights up our grassy plains, our haunted hills and
valleys. The faery tales have ever lain nearer to the hearts of the
peaple, and whatever there iz of waorth in song or story has
woven Into it the imagery handed down from the dim druidic
ages. This is more especially true today, when our literature is
beginning to manifest preeminent qualities of imagination, not
the grey pieties of the cloister, but natural magic, beauty, and
heroism. Our poets sing Cssian wandering the land of the
immortals; orwe read in vivid romance of the giant chivalry of
the Ultanians, their untamahle manhood, the exploits of Cuculain
and the children of Fury, more admirable as types, more noble
and inspiring than the hierarchy of little saints who came later an
and cursed their memaories.

The genius of the Gael is awakening after a night of troubled

dreams. | returns instinctively to the beliefs of its former day and
find= again the old inspiration. It seeks the gods on the
mountaing, still enfolded by their mantle of multitudinous
traditions, ar sees them flash by in the sunlit diamond airs. How
strange, but how natural is all this! It seems as if Ossian's was
a premature return. Today he might find comrades come back
from Tir-na-noge for the uplifting of their race. Perhaps to many
ayoung spint starting up among us Caolte might speak as to
Mongan, saying " was with thee, with Finn." Hence, it may he,
the delight with which we hear Standish O'Grady declaring that
the bardic divinities will remain: "Mor, after centuries of
abscuration, is their power ta quicken, purify, and exalt, yet
dead. Still they live and reign, and shall reign " After lang
centuries - the woice of a spirit ever youthful, et alder than all
the gods, who with its breath of sunrize-caoloured flame jewels
with richest lights the visions of earth's dreamy-hearted children.

{2nce mare out of the Heart of the Mystery is heard the call of
"Come away," and after that no other voice has power to lure;
there remain anly the long heroic labours which end in
companionship with the gods.

These voices do not stand for themselves alone. They are
heralds bhefare a host. Mo man has ever spoken with potent
utterance who did not feel the secret urging of dumb, longing
multitudes, whose aspirations and wishes converge on and
pour themselves into fearless heart. The thunder of the waves is
deeper because the tide is rising. Those who are behind do not
come only with song and tale, but with stern hearts bent on
great issues, among which, not least, is the intellectual liberation
of Ireland. That is an aim at which some of our rulers may well
grows uneasy. Soon shall young men, fiery-hearted, children of
Eri, a news race, roll our their thoughts on the hillsides, befaore
wour very doars, O priests, calling your flocks from wour dark
chapelz and twilight =anctuaries to a temple not built with hands,
sunlit, starlit, sweet with the odour and incense of earth, from
wour altars call them to the altars of the hills, soon to be lit up as
of old, soon to be the blazing torches of God over the land.
These heroes | see emerging. Have they not come forth in every
land and race when there was need? Here, too, they will arise.
Ah, may darlings, you will have to fight and suffer: you must
endure loneliness, the coldness of friends, the alienation of lowve;
warmed only by the bright interior hope of a future you must tail
for but may never see, letting the deed be its own reward; laying
in dark places the foundations of that high and haly Eri of
prophecy, the isle of enchantment, burning with druidic
splendours, bright with immaortal presences, with the face of the
everlasting Beauty lnoking in upan all its ways, divine with
terrestrial mingling till God and the world are one.




There waits brooding in this isle a great destiny, and to
accomplish itwe must have freedom of thought. That is the
greatest of our needs, for thought is the lightning-conductor
between the heaven-world and earth. We want fearless
advocates who will not be turned aside from their course by
laughter or by threats . Why is it that the spirit of daring,
imaginative enguiry is 5o dead here? An incubus of spirtual fear
seems to beset men women so that they think, if they turn from
the beaten track seeking the true, they shall meet, not the divine
with outstretched hands, but a demaon; that the rewveard for their
search will not be joy ar power but enduring pain. Howr the old
hard swept away such fears! "If thy God were good," said
Cissian, "he would call Finninto his dun." Yes, the heroic heart is
dear to the heroic heart. | would back the intuition of an honest
soul for truth against piled-up centuries of theology. But this high
spirit is stifled everywhere by a dull infallibility which is yet
unzsuccessful, on its own part, in awakening inspiration; and, in
the absence of ariginal though, we pick over the hones of dead
moverments, we discuss the personalities of the past, but no
one asks the secrets of life or of death. There are despotic
hands in politics, in religion, in education, strangling any attermpt
at freedom. Of the one institution which might naturally be
supposed to be the home of great ideas we can only say,
reversing the famous eulogy on Cedord, it has never given itself
to any national hero or cause, but always to the Philistine.

With the young men who throng the literary societies the
intellectual future of Ireland rests. In them are our future leaders.
Out of these as from a fountain will spring - what? Wil we have
another generation of Inshmen at the same level as today, with
everything in a state of childhood, boyish patriotism, boyish
ideals, boyish hurmour? Or will they assimilate the aged thought

af the world and apply it to the needs of their own land? |
remember reading somewhere a description by Turgenieff of his
conternporaries as a young man, how they sat in garrets,
drinking execrably bad coffee or tea. But what thoughts! They
tallked of God, of humanity, of Holy Fussia; and out of such
groups of young men, out of their discussions, emanated that
vast unrest which has troubled Europe and will trouble it still
more. Here no questions are asked and no answers are
recerved. There iz a pitiful, blind struggle for a nationality whose
ideas are not definitely concered. YWhat is the ideal of Ireland as
a nation? It drifts from mind to mind, a phantam thought lacking
a spirit, but a spirit which will surely incarnate. Perhaps some of
our ald heroes may return. Already it seems as if one had been
here; a sombre Titan earlier awakened than the rest whao
passed before us, and sounded the rallying note of our race
hefare he stagoered to his tragic close. Others of brighter
thought will fallowe to awaken the fires which Brigid in her vision
saw gleaming beyond dark centuries of night, and confessed
hetween hope and tears to Patrick. Meamawhile we must fight far
intellectual freedam; we must strive to formulate to ourselves
what it 15 we really wish for here, until at last the ideal becomes
no more phantasmal but living; until our voices in aspiration are
hieard in every land, and the nations become aware of a new
presence amid their councils, a last and most beautiful figure,
as one after the cross of pain, after the shadowy terrors, with
thorn-marks on the brow from a crowen flung aside, but now
radiant, ennobled after suffering, Eri, the love of so many
dreamers, priestess of the mysteries, with the chant of beauty
an her lips and the heart of nature heating in her heart.

feish Theosophist, April 15 - May 15, 1897
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The Age of the Spirit

| arn a part of all that | have met:

Yet all experience is an arch wherethra'
Glearms that untraveled waorld

... Come, my friends,

Tis not too |ate to seek a newer world.

Ulysses

We are no longer children as we were in the beginning. The
spirit which, prompted by some divine intent, flung itself long ago
into a vwague, nebulous, drifting nature, though it has endured
through many periods of youth, maturity, and age, has yet had
itz owen transformations. Its gay, wonderful childhood gave way,
as cycle after cycle coiled itself into slumber, to moare definite
purposes, and now it is old and burdened with experiences. ltis
nat an age that quenches its fire, but it will not renew again the
actiities which gave it wisdom. And so it comes that men
pause with a feeling which they translate into weariness of life
hefore the accustomed joys and purposes of their race. They
wonder at the spell which induced their fathers to plot and
execute deeds which seem to them to have no more meaning
than a whirl of dust. But their fathers had this weariness also
and concealed it from each other in fear, for it meant the laying
aside of the sceptre, the toppling over empires, the chilling of the
household warmth, and all for a voice whose inner significance
revealed itself but to one or two among myriads.

The =pirit has hardly emerged from the childhood with which
nature clothes it afresh at every newy birth, when the disparity
hetween the garment and the wearer becomes manifest; the

little tissue of joys and dreams woven about it found inadequate
for shelter: it trembles exposed to the winds blowing out of the
unknowwn. We linger at twilight with some companion, still glad,
contented, and in tune with the nature which fills the orchards
with blossom and sprays the hedges with dewsy blooms. The
laughing lips give utterance to wishes - ours until that moment.
Then the spirit, without warning, suddenly falls into
immeasurable age: a sphynx-like regard is upon us: our lips
answer, but far from the region of elemental being we inhabit,
they syllable in shadowy sound, out of old usage, the response,
speaking of a love and a hope which we know have vanished
from us for evermare. Zo hour by hour the scourge of the infinite
drives us out of every nook and carner of life we find pleasant.
And this always takes place when all is fashioned to our liking:
then into our dream strides the wielder of the lightning: we get
glimpse of the great beyond thronged with mighty, exultant,
radiant heings: our mwn deeds hecome infinitesimal to us: the
colours of our imagination, once so shining, grow pale as the
Iving lights of God glows upon them. We find a little honey in the
heart which we make sweeter for some one, and then another
lover, whose forms are legion, sighs to us out of its
multitudinous being: we know that the old love is gone. There is
a sweetness in song or in the cunning reimaging of the beauty
wie see; but the Magician of the Beautiful whispers to us of his
art, howy we were with him when he laid the foundations of the
wiorld, and the zong is unfinished, the fingers grow listless. As
wie receive these intimations of age our very sins becaome
negative: we are still pleased if a voice praises us, but we grow
lethargic in enterprizes where the spur to activity is fame ar the
acclarmation of men. At some point in the pastwe struggled
mightily for the sweet incenze which men offer to a towering
persanality: but the infinite is for ever within man: we sighed for
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ather woarlds and found that to be saluted as victor by men did
not mean acceptance by the gods.

BEut the placing of an invisible finger upon our lips when we
wiould speak, the heart-throb of warning where we would love,
that we grows contemptuous of the prizes of life, does not mean
that the spirit has ceased from its labours, that the high-built
beauty of the spheres is to topple mistily into chaos, as a mighty
termnple in the desert sinks into the sand, watched anly by a few
barbarians too feehle to renew its ancient pomp and the ritual of
itz once shining congregations. Before we, who were the bright
children of the dawn, may return as the twilight race into the
silence, our purpose must be achieved, we have to assume
mastery over that nature which now ovenwhelms us, driving into
the Fire-fold the flocks of stars and wandering fires. Does it
seem very vast and far away’ Do you sigh at the long, long
time? Or does it appear hopeless to you who perhaps return
with trembling feet evening after evening from a little labour? But
it iz back of all these things that the renewal takes place, when
love and grief are dead; when they loosen their hold on the spirit
and its  sinks back into itzelf, looking out on the pitiful plight of
thoze who, like it, are the weary inheritors of so great destinies:
then a tenderness which is the most profound guality of its being
springs up like the outraying of the dawn, and if in that mood it
wiould plan or execute it knows no weariness, for it is nourished
from the First Fountain. As for these feehle children of the once
glorious spirits of the dawn, only 2 wast hope can arouse them
from so wvast a despair, for the fire will not invigorate them for the
repetition of petty deeds but only for the eternal enterprise, the
purpose of the immemaorial battle waged through all the ages,
the wars in heaven, the conflict between Titan and Divinity,
which were part of the never-ending strugole of the human spirit

to assert its supremacy over nature. Brotherhood, the
declaration of ideals and philozophies, are hut calls to the hosts,
wiho lie crushed ky this mountain nature piled above them, to
arise again, to unite, to storm the heavens and sit on the seats
af the mighty.

Az the titan in man ponders on this old, old purpose wherefar all
its experience was garnered, the lightnings will once maore begin
to play through him and animate his will. So like the archangel
ruined let us arise fraom despair and weariness with inflexible
resolution, pealing once mare the old heroic shout to our fallen
comrades, until those great powers who enfald us feel the
stirring and the renewal, and the murmur runs along the
spheres, "The buried Titan moves once again to tear the throne
from Him "

frish Theosophist, June 1897
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A Thought Along the Road

They torture me also. - Krishna

The night was wet and, as ['was moving down the streets, my
mind was also journeying on a way of itz own, and the things
which were bodily present before me were no less with me in
my unseen traveling. Every now and then a transfer would take
place, and some of the moving shadows in the street wiould
hegin walking about in the clear interior light. The children of the
city, crouched in the doorways, ar racing through the hurrying
multitude and flashing lights, began their elfin play again in my
heart; and that was because | had heard these tiny outcasts
shouting with glee. |wondered if the glitter and shadow of such
sordid things were thronged with magnificence and mystery for
those who were unaware of a greater light and deeper shade
which made up the romance and fascination of my man life. In
imagination | narrowed myself to their ignorance, littleness, and
youth, and seemed for a moment to flit amid great
uncomprehended beings and a dim wonderful city of palaces.

Then another transfer took place and was pondering anew, for
aface | had seen flickering through the warm wet mist haunted
me; it entered inta the realm of the interpreter, and | was made
aware by the pale cheeks, and by the close-shut lips of pain,
and by some inward knowledge, that there the Tree of Life was
beginning to grows, and | wondered why it is that it ahways
springs up through a heart in ashes: | wondered also if that
which  springs up, which in itself is an immartal joy, has
knowiledge that its shoots are piercing through such anguish, ar
again, if it was the piercing of the shoots which caused the pain,

and if every throb of the beautiful flame darting upward to
hlos=zom meant the perizhing of some more earthly growth
wihich had kept the heart in shadow.

Seeing to how so many thoughts spring up fram such a simple
thing, | guestioned whether that which started the impulse had
any share in the outcome, and if these musing of mine in any
wiay affected their subject. | then began thinking about those
secret ties onwhich | have speculated before, and in the
darkness my heart grew suddenly warm and glowing, for | had
chanced upon one of those shining imaginations which are the
wealth of those who travel upon the hidden ways. In describing
that which comes to us all at once, there is a difficulty in
choosing between what is first and what is last to say: but,
interpreting as hest | can, | seemed to behold the amward
movement of a Light, one among many Lights, all living,
throlhing, now dim with perturbations, and now again clear, and
all subthy wioven together, outwardly in some maore shadomayy
shining, and inwardly in a greater fire, which, though it was
invizible,

| knews to be the Lamp of the YWarld. This Light which | beheld |
felt to be a human soul, and these perturbations which dimmed
it were itz struggles and passionate longings for something, and
that was for a more brilliant shining of the light within itself: it was
in love with its own beauty, enraptured by its own lucidity;, and |
saw that as these things were more beloved they grews paler, for
this light is the love which the Mighty Mother has in her heart for
hier children, and she means that it shall go through each one
unto all, and whoever restrains it in himself is himself shut out
not that the great heart has ceased in its love for that soul, but
that the soul has shut itself off from influx, for ever imagination of
man is the opening ar the closing of a doaor to the divine warld:




now he is solitary, cut off, and, seemingly to himself, on the
desert and distant verge of things: and then his thought throes
open the swift portals; he hears the chant of the seraphs in his
heart, and he is made luminous by the lighting of a sudden
aurenle.

This soul which | watched seemed to have learned at last the
secret love: for, in the anguish hegotten by its loss, it followed
the departing glory in penitence to the inmost shrine where it
ceased altogether, and because it seemed utterly lost and
hopeless of attainment and capriciously denied to the seeker, a

profound pit arose in the soul for those whao, like it were seeking,

bt still in hope, for they had not come to the vain end of their
endeavors. | understood that such pity is the last of the precious
essences which make up the elixir of immartality, and when it is
poured into the cup it is ready for drinking. And so it was with
this soul which drew brilliant with the passage of eternal light
thraugh its new purity of self-ohlivion, and joyful in the
comprehension of the mystery of the secret love, which, though
it has been declared many times by the greatest of teachers
among men, is yet never known truly unless the Mighty Mother
has herself breathed it in the heart.

And now that the soul had divined this secret, the shadowy
shining which was woven in bonds of union between it and its
fellow-lights grews clearer; and a multitude of these strands
were, =0 it seemed, strengthened and placed in its keeping:
along these it was to send the message of the wisdom and the
lowe wihich were the secret sweetness of its own being. Then a
spiritual tragedy began, infinitely more pathetic than the old
desolation, because it was brought about by the very nobility of
the spirit. This soul, shedding its love like rays of glory, seemed

itzelf the centre of a ring of wounding spears: it sent forth love
and the arrowy response came hate-impelled: it whispered
peace and was answered by the clash of rebellion: and to all this
for defence it could only bare mare openly its heart that a
profounder love from the Mother Mature might pass through
upan the rest. | knew this was what a teacher, who wrote long
ago, meant when he said: "FPut on the whole armour of god,"
which is love and endurance, for the truly divine children of the
Flame are not armed otherwize: and of those protests, sent up
inignorance ar rebellion against the whisper of the wisdam, |
zaw that some melted in the fierce and tender heat of the heart,
and there came in their stead a golden response which made
closer the ties, and drew these souls upeward to an
understanding and to share in the overshadowing nature: and
thiz iz part of the plan of the Great Alchemist, wherehy the red
rutry of the heart is transmuted into the tenderer light of the opal;
for the beholding of love made bare acts like the flame of the
furnace, and the dissolving passions, through an anguish of
remarse, the lightnings of pain, and through an adoring pity, are
changed into the image they contemplate and melt in the
ecstasy of self-forgetful love, the spirit which lit the
thorn-crowvined brows, which perceived only in its last agany the
retribution due to its tormentors, and cried out, "Father, forgive
them, far they know not what they do”

Mowy although the love of the few may alleviate the hurt due to
the ignorance of the mass, itis not in the power of anyone to
withstand for ever this warfare; for by the perpetual wiounding of
the inner nature it iz so wearied that the spirt must withdraws
from a tabernacle grown too frail to support the increase of light
within and the jarring of the demoniac nature without: and at
length comes the call which means, for a while, release, and a
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deep rest in regions beyond the paradise of lesser souls. S,
withdrawin into the Divine Darkness, vanished the Light of my
dream. And nowy it seemed as if this wonderful weft of souls
intertwining as one being must come to naught;, and all those
who through the gloom had nourished a longing for the light
would stretch out hands in wain for guidance: but that | did not
understand the love of the

Mather, and that although fews, there is no decaying of her heraic
brood; for, as the seer of old caught at the mantle of him who
went up in the fiery chariot, so another took up the burden and
gathered the shining strands together: and to this sequence of
spiritual guides there is no ending.

Here | may say that the love of the Maother, which, acting through
the burnished will of the hero, is wrought to highest uses, is in
reality everywhere, and pervades with profoundest tenderness
the homeliest circumstance of  daily life; and there is not
lacking, even among the humblest, an understanding of the
spiritual tragedy which follows upon every effort of the divine
nature bowing itself down in pity to our shadowy sphere; an
understanding in which the nature of the love is gauged through
the extent of the sacrifice and pain which is overcome. | recall
the instance of an old Irish peasant, who, as he lay in hospital
wiakeful from a grinding pain in his leg, forgat himself in making
drawings, rude vet reverently done, of incidents in the life of the
Galilean teacher. COne of these which he showed me was a
crucifizion, where, amidst much grotesgue symbaolism, were
some tracings which indicated a purely beautiful intuition; the
heart of this crucified figure, no less than the brow, was
wireathed about with thorns and radiant with light: "For that," said
he, was where he really suffered " When | think of this old man,

bringing forgetfulness of his own bodily pain through
contemplation of the spirtual suffering of his o, nokbly
undergone, had given him understanding, and he had laid his
heart in love against the Heart of Many Sorrows, seeing it
wiounded by unnumbered spears yet burning with undying love.

Though much may be learned by observance of the superficial
life and actions of a spirtual teacher, it i1z only in the deeper life
of meditation and imagination that it can be truly realized; for the
soul is a midnight blossom which opens its leaves in dream,
and its perfect bloom is unfolded only where another sun shines
in another heaven: there it feels what celestial dewss descend on
it, and what influences draw it up to its divine archetype: here in
the shadowy of earth root intercoils with root and the finer
distinctions of the blossom are not perceived. If we knew also
who they really are, who sometimes in silence, and sometimes
with the eyves of the world at gaze, take upon them the mantle of
teacher, an unutterable awe would presvail; for underneath a
hodily presence not in any sense beautiful may burn the glory of
same ancient divinity, some hero whao laid aside his sceptre in
the enchanted land to rescue old-time comrades fallen into
ohlivion: ar again, if we had the insight of the simple old peasant
into the nature of this enduring love, out of the exguisite and
poignant emaotions kindled would arise the flame of a passionate
love which would endure long aeons of anguish that it might
shield, though but for a little, the kingly hearts who may not
shield themselves.

But | too, who write, have launched the rebellious spear, or in
lethargy have ofttimes gone down the great drift numbering
myself among those who not being with must needs be against
therefar | make no appeal; they only may call who stand upon

(roRTETT) ) [0 [ (ereee) (oenD




the lofty mountains, but | reveal the thought which arose like a
star in my soul with such bright and pathetic meaning, leaving it
to you who read to approve and apply it

Inafh Theosophist, July 15, 18597

The Fountains of Youth

| heard that a strange woman, dwelling on the western coast,
who had the repute of healing by faery power, said  a little
before she died, "There's a cure for all things in the well at
Ballvkeele": and | know not why at first, but her waords lingered
with me and repeated themselves again and again, and by
degrees to keep fellmwship with the thought they enshrined
came mare antigue memaries, all | had heard or dreamed of the
Fountains of Youth; for | could not doubt, having heard these
fountains spoken of by people like herself, that her idea had a
druid ancestry. Ferhaps she had bhent aver the poal until its
darkness grew wan and bright and troubled with the movements
of a world within and the agitations of a tempestuous joy, or she
had heard, as many still hear, the wild call to "Come away," from
entreating lips and flame-encircled faces, or was touched by the
star-tipped fingers, and her heart from the faery wiorld came
never back again to dwell as before at ease in this isle of grey
mists and misty sunlight. These things are not fable only, for
Ireland iz still a land of the gods, and in out of the way places we
often happen on wonderlands of romance and mystic beauty. |
have spoken to people who have half parted from their love for
the warld in a longing for the pagan paradise of Tir-na-nog, and
many who are oubwardly obeisant to anather religion are
altogether pagan in their hearts, and Meave the Queen of the
Western Host is mare to them than Mary Gueen of Heaven . |
was tald of this Meave that lately she was seen in vision by a
peasant, who made a poem on her, calling her "The Beauty of
all Beauty": and the manwhao told me this of his friend had
himself seen the jetted fountains of fire-mist winding up in spiral
whirls to the sky, and he too had heard of the Fountains of Youth.




The natural longing in every heart that itz youth shall not perish

makes ane ponder and sigh over this magical past when youth,

ecstasy, and bheauty welled from a bountiful nature at the sung
appeal of her druid children holding hand in hand around the
sacred cairn. Qur hearts remember;

Aowiind hlows by us fleeting

Along the reedy strand:

And sudden our hearts are beating
Again in the druid-land.

Al silkver-pale, enchanted,

The air-waorld lies an the hills,
And the fields of light are planted
With the dawn-frail daffodils.

The yellmw leaves are blowing
The hour when the wind-god weaves,

And hides the stars and their glomaing
In a mist of daffodil leaves.

We stand in glimmering whiteness,
Each face like the day-star fair,
And rayed about in its brightness
With a dawn of daffodil air.

And through each white robe gleaming,
And under each snow-white breast,

|z a golden dream-light streaming

Like eve through an opal west.

Cine hand to the heart, anaother
We raize to the dawn on high;
Forthe sun in the heart is brother
Tothe sun-heart of the sky.

A light comes rising and falling,
Az ringed in the druid chair
Wie sing to the sun-god, calling
By his name of yellow fire.

The touch of the dew-wet grasses,
The breath of the dawn-cool wind,
With the dawn of the god-light passes
And the waorld is left behind.

We drink of a fountain giving
The joy of the gods, and then -
The Land of the Ever-living
Has passed from us again.

Faszsed far heyond all saying,
For memary anly weaves

2n a sikver dawn autraying

A cloud of daffodil leaves.

And not indirectly through remembrance only, hut when touched
fram within by the living beauty, the soul, the ancient druid in
man, renews its league with the elements; and sometimes as
the twilight vanishes and night lays an the earth her tender bro,
the woods, the mountains, the clouds that tinted like seraphim
float in the wast, and the murmur of water, wind and trees, melt
from the gaze and depart from the outward ear and become
internal reveries and contemplations of the spirit, and are no
more separate but are part of us. Vet these vanishings from us
and movements inworlds not realized, leave us only maore
thirsty to drink of a deeper nature where all things are dissoked
in ecstasy, and heaven and earth are lost in God. 5o we turn
seeking for the traces of that earlier wisdom which guided man
into the Land of Immortal Youth, and assuaged his thirst at a
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more brimming flood of the Feast of Age, the banguet which
Manannan the Danann king instituted in the haunt of the
Fire-god, and whoewver partook knew thereafter neither
weariness, decay, not death.

These mysteries, all that they led to, all that they promised for
the spirit of man, are opening today for us in clear light, their
fabulous distance lessens, and we hail these kingly ideals with
as intense a trust and with more joy, perhaps, than they did who
were barn in those purple hours, because we are emerging from
centuries indescribably meagre and squalid in their thought, and
every new revelation has for us the sweetness of sunlight to one
after the tears and sorrow of a prison-house. The well at
Ballvkeele is, perhaps, a humble starting-point for the
contemplation of such mighty mysteries; but here where the
enchanted world lies so close it is never safe to say what
narrowy path may not lead through a visionary door into Moy
Argatnel, the sikver Cloudland of Manannan, where

"Feet of white bronze
Glitter through beautiful ages "

The Danann king with a gquaint particularity tells Bran in the
poem from which these lines are quoted, that

"There is a wood of heautiful fruit
lUnder the prow of thy little skiff "

What to Bran was a space of pale light was to the eye of the god
a land of pure glory, lldathach the Many-caoloured Land, rolling
with rivers of golden light and dropping with dews of sibver flame.
In another poem the Brugh by the Boyne, autwardhy 2 little
hillack, is thus described:

"Look, and you will see it is the palace of a god "

Ferhaps the mystic warriors of the Fed BEranch saw
supernatural pillars blazoned like the sunset, and entered
through great doors and walked in lofty halls with sunset-tinted
beings speaking a more beautiful wisdom than earth's. And they
there may have seen those famous gods who had withdrawn
generations before from vizible Eire: Manannan the dark blue
king, Lu Lamfada with the sunrize on his brow and his sling, a
wreath of rainbowy flame, coiled around him, the Goddess Dana
in ruby brilliance, Muada silver-handed, the Dagda with floating
locks of light shaking from him radiance and song, Angus Cge,
around whose head the ever-winging hirds made music, and
athers inwhose company these antigue heroes must have felt
the deep joy of old companionship renewsed, for were not the
Oanann hosts men of mare primeval cycles become divine and
movers in a divine warld. In the Brugh too was a fountain, to
what uses applied the mystical imagination warking on other
legends may make clearer.

The Well of Connla, the parent fountain of many streams visible
and invisible, was the most sacred well known in ancient Ireland.
It lay itself below deep waters at the source of the Shannaon, and
these waters which hid it were also mystical, for they lay
between earth and the Land of the Gods. Here, when stricken
suddenly by an internal fire, the sacred hazels of wisdom and
inspiration unfolded at once their leaves and blossoms and their
scarlet fruit, which falling upon the waters dyed them of a royal
purple; the nuts were then devoured by Fintann the Salmon of
Knowledge, and the wisest of the druids partook also. This was
perhaps the greatest of the mysteries known to the ancient
Gael, and in the bright phantasmagoria conjured up there is a
wild beauty which helongs to all their tales. The suddenly arising
dreams of a remote divinity, the scarlet nuts tossing on the
purple flood, the bright immaortals glancing hither and thither, are
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pictures left of zome mystery we may not nows uncover, thought
tomorrows may reveal it, for the dawn-lights are glittering
everywhere in lreland. Perhaps the strange woman who spoke
of the well at Ballykeele, and the others like her, may know mare
about these fountains than the legend-zeekers who so learnedly
annoted their tales. They may have drunken in dreams of the
waters at Connla's well, for many go to the Tir-na-nog in sleep,
and some are said to have remained there, and only a vacant
form iz left behind without the light in the eyes which marks the
presence of a2 soul. | make no pretence of knowledge
cancerning the things which underlie their simple speech, but to
me there seems to be for ever escaping from legend and
folk-tale, from word and custom, some breath of a world of
heauty | sigh for but am not nigh to as these are. | think if that
strange woman could have found a voice for what was in her
heart she would have completed her vague oracle somewhat as
| hawve done:

There's a cure for all things in the well at Ballykeele,
Where the scarlet cressets o'erhang from the rowan trees;
There's a joy-breath blowing from the Land of Youth | feel,
And earth with itz heart at ease.

Mary and many a sun-bright maiden saw the enchanted land
With star-faces glimmer up from the druid wave:

Mary and many a pain of love was soothed by a faery hand
2r lost in the love it gave.

WWhen the guiet with a ring of pearl shall wed the earth
And the scarlet berries burn dark by the stars in the poal,
h, itz lost and deep I'l be in the joy-breath and the mirth,
My heart in the star-heart cool.

Insh Theosophist, September 15, 1897

A Poet of Shadows

When |'was asked to write "anything" about Yeats, our Irish poet,
my thoughts were like rambling flocks that have no shepherd,
and without guidance my rambling thoughts have run anywhere.

| confess | have feared to enter or linger too long in the
many-colored land of Druid twilights and tunes. A beauty not our
awn, more perfect than we can ourselves conceive, is a danger
to the imagination. | am too often tempted to wander with
Usheen in Timanoge and to forget my own heart and its mare
rarely accorded wision of truth. | know | like my own heart best,
bt | never look inta the waorld of my friend without feeling that my
region lies in the temperate zane and is near the Arctic circle;
the flowers growe maore rarely and are paler, and the struggle far
existence is keener. Southweard and in the warm west are the
Happy Isles among the Shadoesy Waters. The pearly phantoms
are dancing there with blown hair amid cloud tail daffodils. They
hawve known nothing but beauty, ar at the most a beautiful
unhappiness. Everything there moves in procession or
according to ritual, and the agony of grief, it is felt, must be
concealed. There are no faces blurred with tears there; some
traditional gesture signifying sorro i all that is allowed. | have
loaked with longing eyes into this waorld. It is lldathach, the
Wany-Colored Land, but not the Land of the Living Heart. That
Izland where the multitudinous beatings of many hearts became
one Is yet unvisited; but the isle of our poet is the more beautiful
aof all the isles the mystic voyagers have found during the
thousands of yvears literature has recorded in Ireland. VYWhat
wonder that many wish to follow him, and already other voices
are singing amid its twilights.
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They will make and unmake. They will discover new wonders;
and will perhaps make commonplace some  beauty which but
for repetition would have seemed rare. | would that no one but
the first discoverer should enter lidathach, or at least report of it.
Mo voyage to the news world, however memaorable, will hold us
like the voyage of Columbus. | sigh sometimes thinking on the
light dorminion dreams have over the heart. We cannot hold a
dream for long, and that early joy of the poet in his new-found
world has passed. It has seemed to him too luxuriant. He seeks
for something more, and has tried to make its tropical tangle
arthodox; and the glimmering waters and winds are no longer
beautiful natural presences, hut have become symhbaolic voices
and preach ohscurely some doctrine of their power to quench
the light in the soul or ta fan it to a brighter flame.

| like their ald voiceless maotion and their natural wandering best,
and would rather roam in the bee-loud glade than under the
boughs of beryl and chrysoberyl, where | am put to schoal to
learn the significance of every jewel. | like that natural infinity
which a prodigal heauty sugogests more than that revealed in
esoteric hieroghlyphs, even though the writing he in precious
stones. Sometimes |wonder whether that insatiable desire of
the mind for something mare than it has yet attained, which
hlmeys the perfurme from every floveer, and plucks the flower from
every tree, and hews down every tree in the wvalley until it goes
forth gnawing itself in a last hunger, does not threaten all the
cloudy turrets of the Poet's soul. But whatewer end or
transformation, or urveiling may happen, that which creates
heauty must have beauty in its essence, and the soul must cast
off many vestures before it comes to itzelf. We, all of us, poets,
artists, and musicians, who waork in shadows, must sometime
begin to work in substance, and why should we grieve If one

labor ends and another begins? | am interested maore in life than
in the shadows of life, and as lldathach grows fainter | await
eagerly the revelation of the real nature of one who has built o
many mansions in the heavens. The poet has concealed
himself under the embroidered cloths and has moved in
secretness, and only at rare times, as when he says, "A pity
beyond all telling is hid in the heart of love " do we find a love
which is not the love of the Sidhe; and more rarely still do
recognizable human figures, like the Old Pensioner ar Moll
Magee, meet us. All the rest are from ancother warld and are
survivals of the proud and golden races who maove with the old
stateliness and an added sarrow far the dark age which breaks
in upon their loveliness. They do not war upan the new age, but
build up about themselves in imagination the ancient beauty, and
lowve with a lowve a little colored by the passion of the darkness
from which they could not escape. They are the sole inheritors
of many traditionz, and have now come to the end of the ways,
and so are unhappy. YWe know why they are unhappy, but not
the cause of a strange merriment which sometimes they feel,
unless it be that beauty within itself has a joy in its own rbythmic
being. They are changing, too, as the winds and waters have
changed. They are not like Usheen, seekers and romantic
wanderers, but have each found some mood in themselves
where all quest ceases; they utter oracles, and even in the
swaying of a hand or the dropping of hair there is less
suggestion of indiwvidual action than of a divinity living within
them, shaping an elaborate beauty in dream for his own delight,
and for no other end than the delight in his dream. Other poets
hawve written of YWisdom overshadowing man and speaking
through his lips, or a YWill waorking within the human will, but |
think in this poetry we find for the first time the revelation of the
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Spirt as the weaver of beauty. Hence it comes that little hitherto
unnoticed moations are adaored:

You need hut lift a pearl-pale hand,
And bind up your long hair and sigh;
And all men's hearts must burn and beat.

This wioman is less the beloved than the priestess of beauty
who reveals the divinity, not as the inspired prophetesses filled
with the Holy Breath did in the ancient mysteries, but in casual
gestures and In a waving of her white arms, in the stillness of
her eyes, in her hair which trembles like a faery flood of
unloosed shadowy light over pale breasts, and in many
glimmering motions so beautiful that it is at once seen whose
footfall it is we hear, and that the place where she stands is haoly
ground. This, it seems to me, is what is essential in this poetry,
what i= peculiar and individual in it - the revelation of great
mysteries in unnoticed things, and as not a sparrows may fall
unconsidered by Him, so even in the swaying of 2 human hand
His sceptre may have dominion over the heart and His paradise
he entered in the lifting of an eyelid.

1902

Religion and Love

| have often wondered whether there is not something wrong in
our religious systems in that the same ritual, the same
doctrines, the same aspirations are held to be sufficient bath for
men and women. The tendency everywhere is to obliterate
diztinctions, and if a woman he herself she is looked upon
unkindly. She rarely understands our metaphysics, and she
gazes on the expounder of the mystery of the Logos with
enigmatic eyes which reveal the enchantment of another divinity.
The ancients were wiser than we in this, for they had Aphrodite
and Hera and many another form of the Mighty Mather who
hestowed on women their peculiar graces and powers. Surely
no girl in ancient Greece ever sent up to allkpervading Zeus a
arayer that her natural longings might be fulfilled; butwe may be
sure that to Aphrodite came many such prayers. The deities we
wiorship today are too austere for women to approach with their
peculiar desires, and indeed in Ireland the largest number of our
people do not see any necessity for love-making at all, ar what
connection spiritual powers have with the affections. A girl,
without repining, will followy her four-legged dowery to the house of
a man she may never have spoken twenty words to bhefore her
marriage. Ve praise ourwomen for their virtue, but the general
acceptance of the marriage as arranged shows so unemaotional,
so undesirable a temperament, that it is not to be wondered at.
{One wonders was there temptation.

What the loss to the race may be itis impossible to say, but itis
true that heautiful civilizations are built up by the desire of man to
give his beloved all her desires. Where there is no beloved, but

only & housekeeper, there are no  heautiful fancies to create the




heautiful artz, no spiritual protest against the mean dwelling, no
hunger build the world anews for her sake. Aphrodite is outcast
and with her many of the other immortals have also departed.
The home lite in Ireland i probably more sgualid than with any
other people equally prosperous in Europe. The children
hegotten without love fill mare and more the teeming asylums.
We are without art; literature is despised; we have few of those
industries which spring up in other countries in response to the
desire of woman to make gracious influences pervade the home
of her partner, a desire to which man readily vields, and toils to
satisfy If he loves truly. The desire for beauty has come almost
to be regarded as dangerous, If not sinful;, and the waoman whao
i= still the natural child of the Great Mather and priestess of the
mysteries, if she betray the desire to exercise her divinely-given
poviers, if there be enchantment in her eyves and her laugh, and
if =he hewilder too many men, is in our latest code of morals
distinctly an evil influence. The spirit, melted and tortured with
love, which does not achieve its earthly desire, is held to have
wasted itz strength, and the judgment which declares the life to
he wrecked is equally severe on that which caused this wild
conflagration in the heart. But the end of life is not comfort but
divine being. We do not regard the life which clozed in the
martyr's fire as ended ignobly. The spirtual philosopty which
separates human emotions and ideas, and declares some to be
secular and others spiritual, is to blame. There is no meditation
which if prolonged will not bring us to the same world where
religion would carry us, and if a flower in the wall will lead us to
all knowiledge, so the understanding of the peculiar nature of one
half of hurmanity waill bring us far on our journey to the sacred
deep. | believe it was this wise understanding which in the
ancient world declared the embodied spint in man to be
influenced mare by the Divine Mind and in woman by the Mighty

Mother, by which nature in its spiritual aspect was understood.
In this philosophy, Boundless Being, when manifested, revealed
it=elf in two forms of life, spirt and substance; and the endless
evolution of its divided rays had as its root impulse the desire to
return to that boundless being. By many ways blindly or half
consciously the indwidual life strives to regain its old fullness.
The spirit seeks union with nature to pass from the life of vision
into Pure being; and nature, conscious that its grosser forms
are impermanent, is for ever dissolving and leading its votary to
a rmore distant shrine. "Mature is timid like a worman," declares
an Indian scripture. "She reveals herself shyly and withdraws
again." All this metaphysic will not appear out of place if we
regard women as influenced beyond herself and her conscious
life for spiritual ends. | do not enter a defense of the loveless
coguette, but the woman who has a natural delight in awakening
love in men is priestess of a divinity than which there iz none
mightier among the rulers of the heavens. Through her eyes, her
laugh, in all her motions, there is expressed maore than she is
conscious of herself. The Mighty Mother through the woman is
kindling a symbaol of herself in the spirt, and through that symbal
she breathes her secret life into the heart, so that it is fed from
within and is drawn to herself. We remember that with Dante,
the image of awoman became at last the purified vesture of his
spirit through which the mysteries were revealed. We are for
ever making our souls with effort and pain, and shaping them
into images which reveal or are voiceless according to their
degree; and the man whose spirit has been obsessed by a
beauty so long brooded upon that he has almost become that
which he contermnplated, owes much to the woman who may
newver he his; and if he or the world understood aright, he has no
cause of complaint. It is the essentially irreligious spint of Ireland
which has come to regard love as an unnecessary emaotion and
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the mingling of the sexes as dangerous. Faor it is a curious thing
that while we commonly regard ourselves as the most religious
people in Europe, the reverse is probably true. The country
which has never produced spiritual thinkers or religious teachers
of whom men have heard if we except Eerkeley and perhaps the
remote Johannes Scotus Erigena, cannot pride itself on its
spiritual achievernent, and it might seem even more paradoxical,
but | think it would be almost equally true, to say that the first
spiritual note in our literature was struck when a poet generally
regarded as pagan wrote it as the aim of his art to reveal -

In all poor foolish things that live a day
Eternal heauty wandering on her way.

The heavens do not declare the glory of God any more than do
shining eves, nor the firmament show His handiworl more than
the woven wind of hair, for these were wrought with no lesser
lowe than set the young stars swimming in seas of joyous and
arimeval air. If we drink in the beauty of the night ar the
mountains, it is deemed to be praise of the Maker, but if we
show an equal adaration of the beauty of man or waman, it is
dangerous, it is almost wicked. Of course it is dangerous; and
without danger there is no passage to eternal things. There is
the valley of the shadow heside the pathway of light, and it
always will be there, and the heavens will never be entered by
those whao shrink from it. Spirituality is the power of
apprehending formless spirtual essences, of seeing the eternal
in the transitory, and in the things which are seen the unseen
things of which they are the shadow. | call Mr. Yeats' poetry
spiritual when it declares, as in the lines | guoted, that there is no
heauty so trivial that it is not the shadow of the Eternal Beauty. A
country is religious where it is common belief that all things are
instinct with disinity, and where the love between man and

WOman is seen as a symhbaol, the highest we have, of the union
of spirit and nature, and their final blending in the boundless
being. For this reason the lightest desires even, the lightest
graces of women have a philosophical value for what
suggestions they bring us of the divinity behind them.

Az men and women feel themselves more and more to be
sharers of universal aims, they will contermplate in each other
and in themselves that aspect of the boundless being under
whose influence they are cast, and will appeal to it for
understanding and power. Time, which is for ever bringing back
the old and renewing it, may yet bring back to us some
counterpart of Aphrodite or Hera as they were understood by the
most profound thinkers of the ancient world; and waomen may
again have her temples and her mysteries, and renews again her
radiant life at its fountain, and feel that in seeking for beauty she
Is growing mare into her own ancestral being, and that in its
shining forth she is giving to man, as he may give to her,
something of that completeness of spirt of which it is written,
"neither is the man without the worman nor the woman without
the man in the Highest."

It may seem strange that what is so clear should require
staterment, but it iz anlky with a kind of despair the man orworman
af religious mind can contemplate the materialism of our thought
about life It is not our natural heritage from the past, for the
hardic poetry shows that a heaven lay abhout us in the mystical
childhood of our race, and a supernatural ariginal was often
divined for the great hero, or the beautiful woman. All this
perception has withered away, for religion has become
observance of rule and adherence to doctrine. The first steps to
the goal have been made sufficient in themselves; but religion is
useless unless it has a transforming power, unless it is able "to
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turn fishermen inta divines " and make the blind see and the
deaf hear. They are no true teachers who cannot rise beyond
the world of sense and darkness and awaken the links within us
from earth to heawven, who cannot see within the heart what are
itz needs, and who have not the power to open the poor blind
eves and touch the ears that have heard no sound of the
heavenly harmonies. Our clergymen do their best to deliver us
from what they think is evil, but do not lead us into the Kingdom.
They forget that the faculties cannot be spiritualized by restraint
but in use, and that the greatest evil of all is not to be able to see
the divine everywhere, in life and love no less than in the solemn
architecture of the spheres. In the free play of the bheautiful and
natural human relations lie the greatest possihilities of spiritual
development, for heaven is not prayer nor praise but the fullness
of life, which is anly divined through the richness and wariety of
life on earth. There is a certain infinitude in the emotions of love,
tenderness, pity, joy, and all that is begatten in love, and this
limitless character of the emotions has never received the
philosophical consideration which is due to it, for even laughter
may be considered solemnly, and gaiety and joy in us are the
shadowy echoes of that joy spoken of the radiant Maorning Stars,
and there is not an emotion in man orwaman which has not,
however perverted and muddied in its coming, in some way
flowwed from the first fountain. YWe are no more divided from
supernature than we are from our own bodies, and where the
life of man ar woman is naturally most intense it most naturally
overflows and mingles with the subtler and more lovely world
within. If religion has noword to say upon this it is incomplete,
and we wander in the narrow circle of prayers and praise,
wiondering all the while what is it we are praising God far,
hecause we feel =o melancholy and lifeless. Dante had a place
in hiz Inferna for the joyless souls, and if his conception be true

the population of that circle will be largely modern Irish. A
reaction against this comventional restraint is setting in, and the
needs of life will perhaps in the future no longer be violated as
they are today; and since it is the pent-up flood of the joy which
ought to be in life which is causing this reaction, and since there
I a divine root in it, it is difficult to say where it might not carry
us; | hope into some renevwal of ancient conceptions of the
fundamental purpose of womanhood and its relations to Divine
tature, and that from the termples where woman may be
instructed she will come forth, with strength in her to resist all
pleading until the lover worship in her a divine womanhood, and
that through  their love the divided portions of the immaortal
nature may come together and be one as befare the beginning
of wiorlds.

15904
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The Hero in NMan

I

There sometimes comes on us a mood of strange reverence for
people and things which in less contemplative hours we haold to
he urmvarthy; and in such moments we may set side by side the
head of the Christ and the head of an outcast, and there is an
egual radiance around each, which makes of the darker face a
shadow and is itself a shadow around the head of light. Ve feel
a fundamental unity of purpose in their presence here, and
wiould as willingly pay homage to the one who has fallen as to
him who has become a master of life. | know that immemorial
order decrees that the laurel crown be given only to the victor,
but in these moments | speak of a profound intuition changes
the decree and sets the aureole on both alike.

Wie feel such deep pity for the fallen that there must needs be a
justice in it, for these diviner feelings are wiser in themselves
and do not vaguely arise. They are lights from the Father. A
justice lies in uttermost pity and forgiveness, even when we
seem to ourselves to be most deeply wronged, orwhy is it that
the awakening of resentment or hate brings such swift
contrition”? YWe are ever self-condemned, and the dark thought
which went forth in us brooding revenge, when suddenly smitten
try the light, withdraws and hides within itself in awful penitence.
In asking myself why is it that the meanest are safe from our
condemnation when we sit on the true seat of judgment in the
heart, it seemed to me that their shield was the sense we have
of a nohility hidden in them under the cover of ignoble things;
that their present darkness was the result of some too weighty

heroic labor undertaken long ago by the human spirit, that it was
the consecration of past purpose which played with such a
tender light about their ruined lives, and it was mare pathetic
because this nobleness was all unknown to the fallen, and the
heroic cause of so much pain was forgotten in life's
prison-house.

YWhile feeling the service to us of the great ethical ideal which
hawve been farmulated by men | think that the idea of justice
intellectually conceived tends ta beget a certain hardness of
heart. It is true that men have done wrong--hence their pain; but
hack of all this there is something infinitely soothing, a light that
does not wound, which says no harsh thing, even although the
darkest of the spirits turns to it inits agony, for the darkest of
human spirits has still around him this first glony which shines
from a deeper bheing within, whose history may be told as the
legend of the Hero in Man.

Amaong the many immartals with whom ancient myth peopled
the spiritual spheres of humanity are some figures which draw
to themselves a more profound tenderness than the rest. kot
Aphrodite rising in beauty from the faery foam of the first seas,
not Apollo with sweetest singing, laughter, and vouth, not the
wielder of the lightning could exact the reverence accorded to
the lonely Titan chained on the mountain, or to that bowed figure
heawy with the burden of the sins of the world; for the brighter
divinities had no part in the labor of man, no such intimate
relation with the wherefore of his own existence so full of
struggle. The mare radiant figures are prophecies to him of his
destiny, but the Titan and the Christ are a revelation of his maore
immediate state; their giant sorrows companion his own, and in
contemplating them he awakens what is noblest in his own
nature; ar, in other waords, in understanding their divine heroism




he understands himself. Faor this in truth it seems to me to
mean: all knowiledge is a revelation of the self to the self, and our
deepest comprehension of the seemingly apart divine is also our
farthest inroad to self-knowledge; Prometheus, Christ, are in
every heart, the story of one is the story of all; the Titan and the
Crucified are humanity.

If, then, we consider them as representing the human spirit and
dizentangle from the myths their meaning, we shall find that
whatewver reverence is due to that heroic love, which descended
from heaven for the redeeming of a lower nature, must be paid
to every human being. Christ is incarnate in all humanity.
Frometheus is hound for ever within us. They are the same.
They are a host, and the divine incarnation was not spoken of
ane, but of all those who, descending into the lower warld, tried
to change it into the divine image, and to wrest out of chaos a
kingdam far the empire of light. The angels saw below therm in
chaos a senseless rout blind with elemental passion, for ever
wiarring with discordant cries which broke in upon the warld of
divine beauty; and that the pain might depart, they grew
rebellious in the Master's peace, and descending to earth the
angelic lights were crucified in men. They left so radiant warlds,
zuch a light of heauty, for earth's gray twilight filled with tears,
that through this elemental life might breathe the starry music
brought from Him. If the "Fore-seer” be a true name for the
Titan, it follmers that in the host which he represents was a light
which well foreknew: all the dark paths of its journey; foreseeing
the hitter struggle with a hostile nature, but foreseeing perhaps a
gain, a distant glory o'er the hills of sorrow, and that chaos,
divine and transformed, with only gentle breathing, lit up by the
Christ-soul of the universe. There is a transforming power in the
thought itself: we can no longer condemn the fallen, they who

laid aside their thrones of ancient power, their spirit ecstasy and
heauty on such a mission. Perhaps those who sank lowest did
=0 to raise a greater burden, and of these most fallen it may in
the hour of their resurrection be said, "The last shall be first." So,
placing side by side the head of the outcast with the head of
Christ, it has this equal beauty - with as bright a glory it sped
from the Father in ages past on its redeeming labor. Of his
present darkness what shall we say? "He is altogether dead in
sin?" May, rather with tenderness farbear, and think the
foreseeing spirit has taken its own dread path to mastery; that
that which faresaw the sarrow foresaw also beyond it a greater
joy and a mightier existence, when it would rize again in a new
robe, woven out of the treasure hidden in the deep of its
submergence, and shine at last like the stars of the morning,
and live amaong the Sons of God.

I1.

2ur deepest life is when we are alone. We think most truly, love
hest, when isolated from the outer world in that nystic abyss we
call soul. Mothing external can equal the fullness of these
moments. YWe may sit in the blue twilight with a friend, or bend
together by the hearth, half whispering or in a silence populous
with loving thoughts mutually understood, then we may feel
happy and at peace, but it is only because we are lulled by a
semblance to deeper intimacies. When we think of a friend and
the loved one draws nigh, we sometimes feel half-pained, for we
touched something in our solitude which the living presence
shut out; we seem maore apart, and would fain wave them away
and cry, "Call me not farth fram this; | am no mare a spint if |
leave my throne " But these moods, though lit up by intuitions of
the true, are too partial, they belong too much to the twilight of
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the heart, they have too dreamy a temper to serve us well in life.
We would wish rather for our thoughts a directness such as
helongs to the messengers of the gods, swift, beautiful, flashing
presences bhent on purposes well understood.

Wi'hat we need is that this interior tenderness shall be elevated
into =eership, thatwhat in most is anly yearning ar blind love
shall =ee clearly itz way and hope. To this end we have to
ohserve maore intently the nature of the interior life. We find,
indeed, that it is not a solitude at all, but dense with
multitudinous being: instead of being alone we are in the
thronged highways of existence. For our guidance when
entering here many words of warning hawve been uttered, laws
hawve been outlined, and beings full of wonder, terrar, and beauty
described. Yet there is a spirit in us deeper than our intellectual
being which | think of as the Hero in man, who feels the nobility
of its place in the midst of all this, and who would fain equal the
greatness of perception with deeds as great. The weariness and
sense of futility which often falls upon the mystic after much
thought is due to this, that he has not recognized that he must
be warker as well as seer, that here he has duties demanding a
more sustained endurance, just as the inner life is so0 much
vaster and mare intense than the life he has left behind.

Mo the duties which can be taken up by the soul are exactly
those which it feels most inadeguate to perform when acting as
an embodied being. VWhat shall be done to guiet the heart-cry of
the waorld: how answer the dumb appeal for help we so often
divine below eyes that laugh'? It is the saddest of all sorrows to
think that pity with no hands to heal, that love without a voice to
speak should helplessly heap their pain upon pain while earth
shall endure. But there is a truth about sorrows which | think may
make it seem not =0 hopeless. There are fewer barriers than we

think: there is, in truth, an inner alliance between the soul who
wiould fain give and the soul whao iz in need. Nature has well
provided that not one golden ray of all our thoughts is sped
ineffective through the dark; not one drop of the magical elixirs
love distils is wasted. Let us consider howe this may be. There is
a hahit we nearly all have indulged in. We weave little stories in
our minds, expending love and pity upon the imaginary beings
we have created, and | have been led to think that many of these
are not imaginary, that somewhere in the world beings are living
just in that way, and we merely reform and live over again in our
life the story of anather life. Sometimes these far-away intimates
assume so vivid a shape, they come so near with their appeal
for sympathy that the pictures are unforgettable; and the more |
ponder over them the more it seems to me that they often
convey the actual need of some soul whose cry for comfort has
gone out inta the vast, perhaps to meet with an answer, perhaps
to hear anly silence. | will supply an instance. | see a child, a
curious, delicate little thing, seated on the doorstep of a house. It
is an alley in some great city, and there is a gloom of evening
and vapor over the sky. | see the child is bending over the path;
he iz picking cinders and arranging them, and as | ponder |
hecome aware that he is laying down in gritty lines the walls of 3
house, the mansion of his dream. Here spread along the
pavement are large rooms, these for his friends, and a tiny room
in the centre, that is his own. S0 his thought plays. Just then |
catch a glimpse of the corduroy trousers of a passing workman,
and a heawy boot crushes through the cinders. | feel the pain in
the child's heart as he shrinks back, his little lovelit house of
dreams all rudely shattered. Ah, poor child, building the City
Eeautiful out of a few cinders, yet nigher, truer in intent than
many a stately, gold-rich palace reared by princes, thou wert not
fargotten by that mighty spint whao lives through the falling of
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empires, whose home has been in many a ruined heart. Surely
it was to bring comfort to hearts like thine that that most noble of
all meditations was ordained by the Buddha. "He lets his mind
pervade one guarter of the world with thoughts of Love, and so
the second, and =o the third, and so the fourth. And thus the
whole wide world, above, below, around, and everywhere does
he continue to pervade with heart of Love far-reaching, grown
great and beyond measure "

That love, though the very faery breath of life, should by itzelf,
and so imparted have a sustaining power some may guestion,
not those who have felt the sunlight fall from distant friends whao
think of them; but, to make clearer howy it seems to me to act, |
say that love, Eros, is a being. It is more than a power of the
soul, though it is that also; it has a universal life of its own, and
just as the dark heaving waters do not know what jewel lights
they reflect with blinding radiance, so the soul, partially
absorhing and feeling the ray of Eros within it, does not know
that often a part of its nature nearer to the sun of love shines
with a krilliant light to other eyes than its own. Many people move
unconscious of their own charm, unknowing of the beauty and
powvier they seem to others to impart. It is some past attainment
of the soul, a jewelwon in some old battle which it may have
forgotten, but none the less this gleams on its tiara, and the
star-flame inspires others to hope and victory.

If it i= true here that many exert a spiritual influence they are
unconscious of, it is still truer of the spheres within. Once the
soul has attained to any possession like love, or persistent will,
ar faith, or a power of thought, it comes into spintual contact with
others who are struggling for these very powers. The attainment
of any of these means that the soul is able to absorb and radiate
some of the diviner elements of being. The soul may ar may nar

be aware of the position it is placed in or its new duties, but yet
that Living Light, having found a way into the being of any one
person, does not rest there, but sends its rays and extends its
influence on and on to illume the darkness of another nature. So
it comes that there are ties which bind us to people other than
thoze whom we meet in our everyday life. | think they are most
real ties, most important to understand, for it we let our lamp go
out some far avay who had reached out in the dark and felt a
steady will, 2 persistent hope, a compassionate love, may reach
out once again in an hour of need, and finding no support may
give way and fold the hands in despair. Often we allowy gloom to
overcame us and so hinder the bright rays in their passage; but
wiould we do it so often if we thought that perhaps a sadness
which hesets us, we do not know why, was caused by some
ane drawing nigh to us for comfort, whom our lethargy might
make feel still more his helplessnes, while our courage, our faith
might cause "our light to shine in some other heart which as yvet
has no light of its own"?

III.

The night was wet, and as | was moving down the streets my
mind was also journeying on a way of its own, and the things
which were bodily present before me were no less with me in
my unseen traveling. BEvery now and then a transfer would take
place, and some of the moving shadows in the street would
hegin walking about in the clear interior light. The children of the
city, crouched in the doonsays or racing through the hurrying
multitude and flazhing lights, began their elfin play again in my
heart; and that was because | had heard these tiny outcasts
shouting with glee. | wondered if the glitter and shadomey of such
sardid things were thronged with magnificence and mystery for
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those who were unaware of a greater light and deeper shade
which made up the romance and fascination of my own life. In
imagination | narrowed myself to their ignorance, litteness, and
youth, and seemed for a moment to flit amid great
uncomprehended beings and a dim wonderful city of palaces.

Then another transfer took place, and | was pondering anew, for
a face | had seen flickering through the warm wet mist haunted
me; it entered into the realm of the interpreter, and | was made
aware by the pale cheeks and by the close-shut lips of pain, and
by some imaard knowledge, that there the Tree of Life was
beginning to grow, and wondered wihy it is that it aheiays
springs up through a heart in ashes; | wondered also if that
which springs up, which in itself is an immortal joy, has
knowledge that itz shoots are piercing through such anguish; ar,
again, If it was the piercing of the shoots which caused the pain,
and if every throb of the beautiful flame darting upward to
blossom meant the perishing of some more earthly groveth
which had kept the heart in shadomay.

Seeing, too, how many thoughts spring up from such a simple
thing, | guestioned whether that which started the impulse had
army share in the outcome, and if these musings of mine in ary
way affected their subject. | then began thinking about those
secret ties anwhich | have speculated befare, and in the
darkness my heart grew suddenly warm and glowing, for | had
chanced upon one of these shining imaginations which are the
wiealth of those who travel upon the hidden ways . In describing
that which comes to us all at once, there is a difficulty in
choosing between what is first and what is last to say; but,
interpreting as best | can, | seemed to behold the omward
moverment of a Light, one among many lights, all living,
throbbing, now dim with perturbations and now again clear, and

all subthy wioven together, autwardly in some more shadomayy
shining, and imaardly in a greater fire, which, though it was
invisible, | knew to be the Lamp of the Waorld. This Light which |
beheld | felt to be a human soul, and these perturbations which
dimmed it were its struggles and passionate longings for
something, and that was for a more brilliant shining of the light
within itzelf. It was in love with its own beauty, enraptured by its
oy lucidity; and | saw that as these things were more beloved
they grewy paler, for this light is the light which the Mighty Mother
has in her heart far her children, and she means that it shall go
through each ane unto all, and whoever restrains it in himself is
himself shut out; not that the great heart has ceased in its love
for that soul, but that the soul has shut itself off from influx, for
every imagination of man is the opening ar the closing of a doar
to the divine world; now he is salitary, cut off, and, seemingly to
himself, on the desert and distant verge of things; and then his
thought throws open the shut portals, he hears the chant of the
seraphs in his heart, and he iz made luminous by the lighting of
a sudden aureole. This soul which |watched seemed to hawve
learned at last the secret lowve; for, in the anguish begotten by its
loss, it follovwed the departing glory in penitence to the inmost
shrine, where it ceased altogether; and because it seemed
utterly lost and hopeless of attainment and capriciously denied
to the seeker, a profound pity arose in the soul for those who,
like it, were seeking, but still in hope, for they had not come to
the vain end of their endeavors. | understood that such pity is the
last of the precious essences which make up the elixir of
immortality, and when it is poured into the cup it is ready for
drinking. And so it was with this soul which grew brilliant with the
passage of the eternal light through its news punity of self-oblivian,
and joyful in the comprehension of the mystery of the secret
love, which, though it has been declared many times by the
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greatest of teachers amang men, is yet never known truly
unless the Mighty Mother has herself breathed it in the heart.

And now that the soul has divined this secret, the shadowy
shining which was woven in bonds of union between it and its
fellowy lights grews clearer; and a multitude of these strands were,
=0 it seemed, strengthened and placed in itz keeping: along
these it was to send the message of the wisdom and the love
which were the secret sweetness of its own being. Then a
spiritual tragedy began, infinitely more pathetic than the old
desolation, because it was brought about by the very nobility of
the spirit. This soul, shedding its love like rays of glory, seemed
it=elf the centre of a ring of wounding spears: it sent forth love,
and the arrowy response came hate-impelled: it whispered
peace, and was answered by the clash of rebellion: and to all
this for defense it could only bare more openly its heart that a
profounder love fram the Mather Mature might pass through
upon the rest. | knew this was what a teacher, who wrote long
ago, meant when he said: "Fut on the whaole armor of God,"
which iz love and endurance, far the truly divine children of the
Flame are not armed otherwize: and of those protests set up in
ignarance ar rebellion against the whisper of the wisdom, | saw
that some melted in the fierce and tender heat of the heart, and
there came in their stead a golden response, which made closer
the ties, and drews these souls upward to an understanding and
to share in the overshadowing nature. And this is part of the plan
of the Great Alchemist, whereby the red ruby of the heart is
transmuted into the tender light of the opal; for the beholding of
love made bare acts like the flame of the furnace: and the
dissolving passions, through an anguish of remorse, the
lightnings of pain, and through an adoring pity are changed into
the image they contemplate, and melt in the ecstasy of

self-forgetful love, the spirit which lit the thorn-crovined browvws

which perceived only in its last agorny the retribution due to its

tormentors, and cried out, "Father, forgive them, for they know
not what they do"

Mo, although the love of the fews may alleviate the hurt due to
the ignorance of the mass, it is not in the power of any one to
withstand for ever this warfare; for by the perpetual wiounding of
the inner nature it is =0 wearied that the spirt must withdraw:
from a tabernacle growen too frail to support the increase of light
within and the jarring of the demoniac nature without, and at
length comes the call which means, for a while, release and a
deep rest in regions beyond the paradise of lesser souls. So,
withdrawn into the divine darkness, vanished the light of my
dream. And now it seemed as if this wonderful weft of souls
intertwining as one being must come to naught; and all those
who through the gloom had nourished a langing for the light
wiould stretch out hands in wain for guidance; but that | did not
understand the love of the Maother, and that, although fewy, there
iz no decaying of her heroic brood; for, as the seer of old caught
at the mantle of him whowent up in the fiery chariot, so another
took up the burden and gathered the shining strands together:
and of thiz sequence of spirtual guides there is no ending.

Here | may say that the love of the Maother, which, acting through
the burnished will of the hero, iz wrought to its highest uses, isin
reality everywhere, and pervades with profoundest tenderness
the homeliest circumstance of daily life, and there is not lacking,
even among the humblest, an understanding of the spiritual
tragedy which followes upon every effort of the divine nature,
biowying itself down in pity to our shadowy sphere, an
understanding where the nature of the love iz gauged through
the extent of the sacrifice and the pain which is overcome. |
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recall the instance of an old Irish peasant, who, as he lay in
hospital wakeful from a grinding pain in the leg, forgot himself in
making drawings, rude, yet reverently done, of incidents in the
life of the Galilean Teacher. One of these which he showed me
was a crucifixion, where, amidst much grotesgue symbolism,
were some tracings which indicated a purely beautiful intuition;
the heart of this crucified figure, no less than the brow, was
wreathed about with thorns and radiant with light: "Far that," said
he, "was where he really suffered " VYWhen | think of this old man,
tbringing forgetfulness of his own bodily pain through
contermplation of the spiritual suffering of his Master, my
memaory of him shines with something of the transcendent light
he himself perceived, for | feel that some suffering of his own,
nobly undergone, had given him understanding, and he had laid
his heart in love against the Heart of Many Sorrows, seeing it
wounded by unnumbered spears, yet burning with undying love.

Though much may be learmed by observance of the superficial
life and actions of a spiritual teacher, it is only in the deeper life
of meditation and imagination that it can be truly realized; for the
soul is a midnight blossom which opens its leaves in dream,
and its perfect bloom iz unfolded only where anaother sun shines
in another heaven; there it feels what celestial dews descend on
it and what influences draw it up to its divine archetype. Here in
the shadow of earth root intercoils with root, and the finer
distinctions of the blossom are not perceived. If we knew also
who they really are, who sometimes in silence and sometimes
with the eyes of the waorld at gaze take upon them the mantle of
teacher, an unutterahle awe would prevail, for underneath a
hodily presence not in any sense heautiful may burn the glory of
some ancient divinity, some herowho has laid aside his sceptre
in the enchanted land, to rescue old-time comrades fallen into

oblivion; or, again, if we had the insight of the simple old peasant
into the nature of his enduring love, out of the exquisite and
poignant emaotions kindled would arise the flame of a passionate
love, which would endure long asons of anguish that it might
shield, though but far a little, the kingly hearts who may naot
shield themselves.

But |, too, who write, have launched the rebellious spear, ar in
lethargy have oft times gone down the great drift numbering
myself amang those who, nat being with must needs be against.
Therefore | make no appeal: they anly may call who stand upaon
the lofty mountaing; but | reveal the thought which aroze like a
star in my soulwith such bright and pathetic meaning, leaving it
to wou who read to approve and apphy it

1897




The Meditation of Ananda

Ananda rose from his seat under the baryan tree. He passed
his hand unsteadily over his browe. Throughout the day the young
ascetic had been plunged in profound meditation; and now,
returning from heaven to earth, he was bewildered like one whao
awakens in darkness and knows not where he is. All day long
befare his inner eye burned the light of the Lokas, until he was
wearied and exhausted with their splendars; space glowed like a
diarmond with intolerable lustre, and there was no end to the
dazzling procession of figures. He had seen the fiery dreams of
the dead in heaven. He had been tormented by the music of
celestial singers, whose choral song reflected in its ripples the
rhythmic pulze of being. He saw how these orbs were held
within luminous orbs of wider circuit, and vaste and vaster grew
the vistas, until at last, a mere speck of life, he baore the burden
of innumerable worlds . Seeking for BErahma, he found only the
great illusion as infinite as Brahma's being.

If theze things were shadows, the earth and the forests he
returned to, viewed at evening, seemed still mare unreal, the
mere dusky flutter of a moth's wings in space, so filmy and
evanescent that if he had sunk as through transparent aether
inta the woid, it would not have been waonderful.

Ananda, still half entranced, turned homeward. As he threaded
the dim alleys he noticed not the flaming eyes which regarded
him from the gloom; the serpents rustling amid the undergrowth;
the lizards, fireflies, insects, and the innumerable lives of which
the Indian forest was rumorous; they also were but shadows. He
paused near the village hearing the sound of human voices, of

children at play. He felt a pity for these tiny beings, who
struggled and shouted, rolling over each other in ecstasies of
joy. The great illusion had indeed devoured them, before whose
spirits the Devas themselves once were worshippers. Then,
close beside him, he heard a vaice, whose low tone of
reverence soothed him itwas akin to his own nature, and it
awakened him fully. A little crowd of five or six people were
liztening silently to an old man whao read from a palm-leaf
manuscript. Ananda knew, by the orange-colored robes of the
ald man that here was a brother of the new faith, and he paused
with the others. What was his illusion’ The old man lifted his
head for a moment as the ascetic came closer, and then
continued as before. He was reading "The Legend of the Great
King of Glary," and Ananda listened while the story was tald of
the Waonderful Wheel, the Elephant Treasure, the Lake and
Falace of Righteousness, and of the meditation, how the Great
King of Glory entered the golden chamber, and set himself dowin
an the silver couch, and he let his mind pervade one guarter of
the waorld with thoughts of love; and so the second guarter, and
=0 the third, and so the fourth. And thus the whole wide warld,
above, below, around, and everywhere, did he continue to
pervade with heart of Love, far reaching, groven great, and
beyond measure.

When the old man had ended Ananda went back into the forest.
He had found the secret of the true, how the Vision could he |eft
behind and the Eeing entered. Another legend rose in his mind,
a faery legend of righteousness expanding and filling the
universe, avision beautiful and full of old enchantment, and his
hieart sang within him. He seated himself again under the
baryan tree. He rose up in soul. He saw before him images long
forgotten of those who suffer in the sorrowful earth. He saw the
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desalation and loneliness of old age, the insults of the captive,
the misery of the leper and outcast, the chill horror and darkness
of life in a dungeon. He drank in all their sorrovy. From his heart
he went out to them. Love, a fierce and tender flame, arose; pity,
a breath from the wvast, sympathy, born of unity. This triple fire
sent forth its rays; they surrounded those dark souls; they
pervaded them; they beat down oppression.

While Ananda, with spiritual magic, sent forth the healing
powers through the four quarters of the world, far away at that
moment a king sat enthroned in his hall. A captive was bound
hefore him - bound, but proud, defiant, unconguerahle of soul.
There was silence in the hall until the king spake the doom and
torture for this ancient enemy.

The king spake: " had thought to do some fierce thing to thee
and so end thy days, my enermy. But | remmember now, with
sorrowy, the great wrongs we have done to each other, and the
hearts made sare by our hatred. | shall do no maore wrong to
thee; thou art free to depart. Do what thou wilt. | will make
restitution to thee as far as may be for thy ruined state "

Then the soul which no might could conguer was conquered
utterly - the knees of the captive were bowed and his pride was
overcame. "My hrather," he said, and could say no maore.

To watch for years a little narrowe slit high up in a dark cell, so
high that he could not reach up and look out, and there to see
daily the change from blue to dark in the sky, had withered a
prisoner's soul. The hitter tears came no mare, hardly even
sarrmey, only a dull, dead feeling. But that day a great groan burst
from him. He heard outside the laugh of a child who was playing
and gathering flowers under the high, gray walls. Then it all
came over him - the divine things missed, the light, the glary,

and the beauty that the earth puts forth far her children. The
arrows slitwas darkened, and half of a little bronze face appeared.

"“Who are wou down there in the darkness who sigh so¥ Are you
all alone there? For so many years! Ah, poor manl [would come
dowen to wou if | could, but | will sit here and talk to wou for a
while. Here are flowers for you," and a little arm showered them
in by handfuls until the room was full of the intoxicating fragrance
of summer. Day after day the child came, and the dull heart
entered once mare into the great human love.

At twilight, by a deep and wide river, an old woman sat alone,
dreamy and full of memories. The lights of the swift passing
hioats and the light of the stars were just as in childhood and the
old love-time. Old, feeble, it was time for her to hurry away from
the place which changed not with her sorrowe.

"Dio you see our old neighbor there?" said Avesha to her lover.
"They say she was once as beautiful as vou would make me
think | nows am. How lonely she must bel Let us come near and
speak to her," and the lover went gladly. Though they spoke to
gach other rather than to her, yet something of the past, which
never dies when love, the immaortal, has pervaded it, rose up
again as she heard their voices. She smiled, thinking of vears of
burning beauty.

Ateacher, accompanied by his disciples, was passing by the
wayside where a leper sat.

The teacher said: "Here iz our brother, whom we may not touch,
but he need not be shut out from truth. YWe may sit down where
he can listen "

He sat on the wayside near the leper, and his disciples stood
around him. He spoke wards full of love, kindliness, and pity -
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the eternal truth= which make the soul grows full of sweetness
and youth. & small, old spot began to glows in the heart of the
leper, and the tears ran dowin his blighted face.

All these were the deeds of Ananda the ascetic, and the
Watcher who was over him from all eternity made a great stride
towards that soul.

1893

The REenewal of Youth

| arm a part of all that | have met;

Yet all experience is an arch wherethro'
Gleams that untravel'd world ..

Come, my friends,

Tis not too late to seek a newer wiorld.

Llysses
L

Hurmanity is no longer the child it was at the beginning of the
wiorld. The spirt which prompted by some divine intent, flung
itzelf long ago into a vague, nebulous, drifting nature, though it
has endured through many periods of ywouth, maturity, and age,
has yet had its own transformations. Its gay, wonderful
childhood gave way, as cycle after cycle coiled itself into
slumber, to more definite purposes, and now it is old and
burdened with experiences. It is not an age that guenches its
fire, but it will not renew again the activities which gave it
wisdom. And so it comes that men pause with a feeling which
they translate into weariness of life before the accustomed joys
and purposes of their race. They wonder at the spell which
induced their fathers to plot and execute deeds which seem to
them to have no more meaning than a whirl of dust. But their
fathers had this weariness also and concealed it from each
ather in fear, for it meant the laying aside of the sceptre, the
toppling over of empires, the chilling of the househaold warmth,
and all for a voice whose inner significance revealed itzelf but to
ane ar twio among myriads.
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The spirit has hardly emerged from the childhood with which
nature clothes it afresh at every new hirth, when the disparity
hetween the garment and the wearer hecomes manifest the
little tissue of joys and dreams woven about it is found
inadequate for shelter: it trembles exposed to the winds blowing
aut of the unknoan . We linger at twilight with some companian,
still glad, contented, and in tune with the nature which fills the
orchards with blossom and sprays the hedges with dewsy
blooms. The laughing lips give utterance to wishes - ours until
that marment. Then the spirt, without warning, suddenly falls into
immeasurable age: a sphinx-like face looks at us: our lips
answer, but far from the region of elemental being we inhabit,
they syllable in shadowy sound, out of old usage, the response,
speaking of a love and a hope which we know have vanished
from us for evermaore. So hour by hour the scourge of the infinite
drives us out of every nook and corner of life we find pleasant.
And this always takes place when all is fashioned to our liking:
then into our dream strides the wielder of the lightning: we get
glimpses of a waorld beyond us thronged with mighty, exultant
heings: our owin deeds become infinitesimal to us: the colors of
our imagination, once =0 shining, grow pale as the living lights of
God glow upon them. VWe find a little honey in the heart which
wie make sweeter for some one, and then another Lover, whose
forms are legion, sighs to us out of its multitudinous being: we
knowy that the old love is gone. There is a sweetness in song or
in the cunning re-imaging of the beauty we see; but the

Magician of the Beautiful whispers to us of his art, how we were
with him when he laid the foundations of the world, and the song
Iz unfinished, the fingers grow listless. Az we receive these
intimations of age our very sins become negative: we are still
pleased if a voice praises us, but we grow lethargic in

enterprises where the spur to activity is fame or the acclamation
of men. At some paint in the past we may have strugoled
mightily for the sweet incense which men offer to a towering
personality; but the infinite is for ever within man: we sighed for
ather warlds and found that to be saluted as victor by men did
not mean acceptance by the gods.

BEut the placing of an invisible finger upon our lips when we
wiould speak, the heart-throb of warning where we would love,
that we growy contemptuous of the prizes of life, does not mean
that the spirit has ceased from its labors, that the high-built
heauty of the spheres is to topple mistily into chaos, as a mighty
termnple in the desert sinks into the sand, watched only by a few
harbarians too feehle to renew its ancient pomp and the ritual of
it= once shining congregations. Before we, who were the bright
children of the dawn, may return as the twilight race into the
silence, our purpose must be achieved, we have to assume
mastery over that nature which now overswhelms us, driving into
the Fire-fold the flocks of stars and wandering fires. Does it
seem very vast and far away? Do you sigh at the long, lang
time? Or does it appear hopeless to you who perhaps return
with trembling feet evening after evening from a little labar? But it
is behind all these things that the renewal takes place, when
love and grief are dead; when they loosen their hold on the spirit
and it sinks back into itzelf, looking out on the pitiful plight of
those whao, like it, are the weary inheritors of so great destinies:
then a tenderness which is the most profound guality of its being
springs up like the outraying of the dawn, and if in that mood it
would plan or execute it knows no weariness, for it is nourished
from the First Fountain. As for these feeble children of the once
glorious spirits of the dawin, only a vast hope can arouse them
from sovast a despair, for the fire will not invigorate them for the
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repetition of petty deeds but anly for the eternal enterprize, the
war in heaven, that conflict between Titan and Zeus which is
part of the never-ending struggle of the human spirit to assert its
supremacy over nature Ve, who he crushed by this mountain
nature piled ahove us, must arise again, unite to starm the
heavens and sit on the seats of the mighty.

I1.

We speak out of too petty a spirit to each other; the true poems,
zaid Whitman:

Ering none to his or to her terminus or to be content and full,
Whom they take they take into space to behold the birth of stars,
to learn one of the meanings,

To launch off with absolute faith, to sweep through the ceaseless
rings and never be guiet again.

Here iz inspiration - the voice of the soul. BEvery word which
really inspires is spoken as if the Golden Age had never passed.
The great teachers ignore the personal identity and speak to the
eternal pilgrim. Too often the form or surface far removed from
heauty makes us falter, and we speak to that form and the soul
Is not stirred. But an equal temper arouses it. To whoever hails
in it the lover, the hero, the magician, it will respand, but not to
him who accosts it in the name and style of its outer self. How
often do we not long to break through the veils which divide us
from some aone, hut custom, convention, or a fear of being
mizsunderstood prevent us, and so the moment passes whose
heat might have burned through every barrier. Cut with it - out
with it, the hidden heart, the love that is voiceless, the secret
tender germ of an infinite forgiveness. That speaks to the heart.
That pierces through many a vesture of the Soul. Our

companion struggles in some lalbyrinth of passion. Ve help him,
we, think, with ethic and moralities.

AR, very well they are; well to know and to keep, but wherefare?
Far their own sake? Mo, but that the King may arize in his
heauty. Ve write that in letters, in hooks, but to the face of the
fallen who brings back remembrance? Whao calls him by his
secret name? Let a rman but feel forwhat high cause is his
hattle, for what is his cyclic labar, and a warrior who is invincible
fights for him and he draws upon divine powers. Our attitude to
man and to nature, expressed or not, has something of the
effect of ritual, of evocation. As our aspiration sois our
inspiration. YWe believe in life universal, in a brotherhood which
links the elements to man, and makes the glow-worm feel far off
something of the rapture of the seraph hosts. Then we go out
into the living waorld, and what influences pour through us! We
are "at league with the stones of the field." The winds of the
wiorld blows radiantly upon us as in the early time. \We feel wrapt
about with lowve, with an infinite tenderness that caresses us.
Alone in our rooms as we ponder, what sudden abysses of light
apen within us! The Gods are s0 much nearer than we
dreamed ‘e rise up intoxicated with the thought, and reel out
seeking an egual companianship under the great night and the
stars.

Let us get near to realities. We read too much. Ve think of that
which is "the goal, the Comforter, the Lord, the VWitness, the
resting-place, the asylum, and the Friend." |s it by any of these
dear and familiar namesY The soul of the modern mystic is
hecaming a mere hoarding-place for uncomely theories. He
creates an uncouth symbaolism, and blinds his soul within with
names drawn from the K.abala or ancient Sanskrit, and makes
alien to himself the intimate powers of his spint, things which in
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truth are maore his than the beatings of his heart. Could we not
speak of them in our owin tongue, and the language of today will
be as sacred as any of the past. From the Golden COne, the child
of the divine, comes a voice to itz shadow. It is stranger to our
wiorld, aloof from our ambitions, with a destiny not here to

be fulfilled. It says: "You are of dust while | am robed in
opalescent airs. You dwell in houses of clay, | in a temple not
made by hands. [will not go with thee, but thou must come with
me." And not alone is the form of the divine aloof but the spirit
behind the form. Itis called the Goal truly, but it has no ending. It
Iz the Comforter, but it waves away our joys and hopes like the
angel with the flaming sword. Though it is the Resting-place, it
stirs to all heroic strife, to outgoing, to conguest. It is the Friend
indeed, but it will not vield to our desires. |s it this strange,
unfathomahble self we think to know, and awaken to, by what is
written, or by study of it as so many planes of consciousness?

But in vain we store the upper chambers of the mind with such
guaint furniture of thought. Mo archangel makes his abode
therein. They abide only in the shining. No wonder that the Gods
do not incarnate. Ve cannot say we do pay reverence to these
awful powers. We repulse the living truth by our doubts and
reasonings. WWe would compel the

Gods to fall in with our petty philosophy rather than trust in the
heavenly guidance. Ah, to think of it, those dread deities, the
divine Fires, to be so enslaved! We have not comprehended the
meaning of the voice which cried "Prepare ye the way of the
Lard," or this, "Lift up your heads, O ye gates. Be ye lifted up, ye
everlasting doors, and the King of Glory shall come in." Mothing
that we read is useful unless it calls up living things in the soul.
To read a mystic book truly is to invoke the powers. If they do
not rise up plumed and radiant, the appantions of spiritual things,

then iz our labor barren. We only encumber the mind with

useless symbols. They knew better ways long ago. "Master of

the Green-waving Planisphere, ... Lord of the Azure Expanse,
. Itis thus wee invoke " cried the magicians of old.

And us, let us invoke therm with joy, et us call upon them with
love, the Light we hail, or the Divine Darkness we worship with
zilent breath. That silence cries aloud to the Gods. Then they will
approach us. Thenwe may learn that speech of many colors,
for they will not speak in our mortal tongue; they will not answer
to the names of men. Their names are rainbow glories. et
these are rmysteries, and they cannot be reasoned out or argued
over. We cannot speak truly of them from report, or description,
ar from what another has written. A relation to the thing in itself
alone is our warrant, and this means we must set aside our
intellectual self-sufficiency and await guidance. Itwill surely
come to those who wait in trust, a glow, a heat in the heart
announcing the awakening of the Fire. And, as it blows with its
mystic breath into the brain, there is a hurtling of visions, a
brilliance of lights, a sound as of great waters wibrant and
musical in their flowing, and murmurs from a single yet
multitudinous being. In such a mood, when the far becomes
near, the strange familiar, and the infinite possible, he wrate
from whose words we get the inspiration:

To launch off with absolute faith, to sweep through the
ceaseless rings and never be quiet again.

Such a faith and such an unrest be ours: faith which is mistrust
of the wisible; unrest which is full of a hidden surety and reliance.
We, when we fall into pleasant places, rest and dream our
strength away. Before every enterprise and adventure of the
soul we calculate in fear our power to do. But remember, "Ch,
disciple, in thy wark for thy brother thou hast many allies; in the




winds, in the air, in all the voices of the silent shore." These are
the far-wandered powers of our own nature, and they turn again
hame at our need. We came out of the Great Mother-Life for the
purposes of soul. Are her darlings fargotten where they darkly
wander and strive? Mever. Are nat the lives of all her heroes
proof? Though they seem to stand alone the eternal Maother
keeps watch an them, and voices far away and unknown to
them hefore arizse in passionate defense, and hearts beatwarm
to help them: Ave, it we could look within we would see vast
nature stirred on their behalf, and institutions shaken, until the
truth they fight far triumphs, and they pass, and a walke of glory
ever widening behind them trails down the ocean of the years.

Thus the warrior within us waorks, or, if we choose to phrase it
=0, it is the action of the spiritual will. Shall we not, then, trust in
it and face the unknown, defiant and fearless of itz dangers.
Though we seem to go alone to the high, the lonely, the pure, we
need not despair. Let no one bring to this task the mood of the
martyr or of one who thinks he sacrifices something. et let all
who will come. Let thermn enter the path, facing all things in life
and death with a mood at once gay and reverent, as beseems
those who are immortal - who are children today, but whose
hands tomorrow may grasp the sceptre, sitting down with the
Gods as equals and companions. "What a man thinks, that he
iz. thatis the old secret. In this self-conception lies the secret
af life, the way of escape and return. YWe have imagined
ourselves into litteness, darkness, and feebleness. We must
imagine ourselves into greatness. "If thou wilt not equal thyself to
God thou canst not understand God. The like is anly intelligible
try the like" In some moment of mare complete imagination the
thought-born may go forth and look on the ancient Beauty. So it
was in the mysteries long ago, and may well be today. The poar

dead shadow was laid to sleep, forgotten in its darkness, as the
flery power, mounting from heart to head, went forth in radiance.
Mot then did it rest, nor ought we. The dim worlds dropped
hehind it, the lights of earth disappeared as it neared the heights
of the immaortals. There was One seated on a throne, One dark
and bright with ethereal glary. It arose in greeting. The radiant
figure laid its head against the breast which grew suddenly
golden, and Father and Son vanished in that which has no place
ar name.

ITI

Whao are exiles? as farme

Where beneath the diamond dome
Lies the light on hills or tree

There my palace is and home.

We are outcasts from Deity, therefore we defame the place of
our exile. But who is there may set apart his destiny from the
earth which bore him® | am one of those who would bring back
the old reverence for the Mother, the magic, the love. | think,
metaphysician, you have gone astray. You would seek within
yvourself for the fountain of life. Yes, there is the true, the only
light. But do not dream it will lead vou farther away from the
earth, but rather deeper into its' heart. By it you are nourished
with those living waters you would drink. You are yet in the
wiomb and unbaorn, and the Mother breathes for yvou the diviner
airs. Dart out wour farthest ray of thought to the ariginal, and et
you have not found a new path of your own. Your ray is still
enclosed in the parent ray, and anly on the sidereal streams are
vou horne to the freedom of the deep, to the sacred stars whose
diztance maddens, and to the lonely Light of Lights.
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Let us, therefore, accept the conditions and address ourselves
with waonder, with awe, with love, as we well may, to that being
in whaom we move. | abate no jot of those vaster hopes, yet |
wiould pursue that ardent aspiration, content as to here and
today. | do not believe in a nature red with tooth and claw If
indeed she appears so terrible to ary it is because they
themselves have armed her. Again, behind the anger of the
Gods there iz a love. Are the rocks barren’? Lay your brow
against them and learn what memaries they keep. |s the brown
earth unbeautiful? Yet lie on the breast of the Maother and you
shall be aurenled with the dews of faery. The earth is the
entrance to the Halls of Twilight. YWhat emanations are those
that make radiant the dark woods of pinel Found every leaf and
tree and over all the mountains wave the fiery tresses of that

hidden sun which is the soul of the earth and parent of your saul.

EBut we think of these things no longer. Like the prodigal we have
wandered far from our home, but no more return. YWe idly pass
or wait as strangers in the halls our spirit built.

Zad or fain no maore to lve?

| have pressed the lips of pain
With the kisses lovers give
Fansomed ancient powers again.

l'would raise this shrinking soul to a universal acceptance.
Wihatl does it aspire to the All, and yet deny by its revolt and
inner test the justice of Law’Y From sorrow we take no less and
no more than from our joys. If the one reveals to the soul the
mode by which the power overfloves and fills it here, the other
indicates to it the unalterable will which checks excess and
leads it on to true proportion and its own ancestral ideal. Yet
men seem for ever to fly from their destiny of inevitable beauty,
because of delay the power invites and lures no longer but goes

aut inta the highways with a hand of iron. We look back
cheerfully enough upon those old trials out of which we have
passed; but we have gloaned anly an aftermath of wisdom, and
missed the full harvest if the will has not risen royally at the
moment in unison with the will of the Immortal, even though it
cames rolled round with terrar and suffering and strikes at the
heart of clay.

Through all these things, in doubt, despair, poverty, sick, feeble,
ar haffled, we have vet to learn reliance. " will not leave thee ar
forsake thee" are the words of the most ancient spirit to the
spark wandering in the immensity of its mwn being. This high
courage brings with it a vision. It sees the true intent in all
circumstance out of which its own emerges to meet it. Before it
the blackness meltz into forms of beauty, and back of all
illusions iz seen the old enchanter tenderly smiling, the dark,
hidden Father enveloping his children.

All things have their compensations. Forwhat is absent here
there iz always, if we seek, a nohbler preszence about us.

Zaptive, see what stars give light
In the hidden heart of clay:

At their radiance dark and bright
Fades the dreamy King of Day.

We complain of conditions, but this very imperfection it is which
urges us to arise and seek for the Isles of the Immortals . VWhat
we lack recalls the fullness. The soul has seen a brighter day
than this and a sun which never sets. Hence the retrospect:
"Thou hast been in Eden the garden of God: every precious
stone was thy covering, the sardius, topaz, and the diamaond,
the beryl, the oy, the jasper, the sapphire, emerald. ... Thou
wiast upon the haoly mountain of God; thou hast walked up and
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down in the midst of the stones of fire " Ve would point out
these radiant avenues of return; but sometimes we feel in aur
hearts that we sound but cockney woices as guides amid the
ancient temples, the cyclopean crypts sanctified by the
mysteries. To be intelligible we replace the opalescent shining
by the terms of the scientist, and we prate of occult physiology
in the same breath with the Most High. Yet when the soul has
the divine wision it knows not it has a body. Let it remember, and
the breath of glory kindles it no more; it is once again a captive.
After all it does not make the mysteries clearer to speak in
physical terms and dao violence to our intuitions. If we ever use
these centres, as fires we shall see them, or they shall well up
within us as fountains of potent sound. YWe may satisfy people's
mind with a sense correspondence, and their souls may yet
hiold aloof. We shall only inspire by the magic of a superiar
heauty. Yet thiz too has its dangers. "Thou hast corrupted thy
wizdom by reasaon of thy brightness " continues the seer. [fwe
followy too much the elusive beauty of form we will miss the
spirit. The last secrets are for those who translate vision into
heing. Does the glary fade away hefore you? Say truly in your
heart, "l care not. | will wear the robes | am endowed with today '

Wou are already become beautiful, being beyond desire and free.

right and day no maore eclipse
Friendly eves that on us shine,
Speech from old familiar lips.
Flaymates of a youth divine.

To childhood once again. Ve must regain the lost state. But it is
to the giant and spirtual childhood of the young immaortals we
must return, when into their dear and translucent souls first fell
the rays of the father-beings. The men of old were intimates of
wind and wave and playmates of many a brightness long since

forgotten. The rapture of the fire was their rest; their out-going
was still consciously through universal being. By darkened
images we may figure something vaguely akin, as when in rare
moments under the stars the big drearmy heart of childhood is
pervaded with guiet and brimmed full with love. Dear children of
the world, so tired today - so weary seeking after the light.
Would vou recover strength and immaortal wigor? Mot one star
alone, your star, shall shed its happy light upon vou, but the All
vou must adore. Something intimate, secret, unspeakable, akin
to thee, will emerge silently, insensibly, and ally itself with thee
as thou gatherest thyself from the four guarters of the earth. We
shall go back to the warld of the dawn, but to a brighter light than
that which opened up this wiondrous story of the cycles. The
forms of elder years will reappear in our vision, the father-beings
ance again. Sowe shall grovy at home amid these grandeurs,
and with that All-Presence about us may cry in our hearts, "At
last iz our meeting, Immartal. O starry one, now is our rest!”

Come away, oh, come away,
We will guench the heart's desire
Fast the gateways of the day

In the rapture of the fire.
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