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The Irish lrheosophist. 

"THE BH.-\ .. GA \.AD GIT.-\" IX PR.\.CTIC\L LIFE. 

Ix giving the thoughts of a we:.;tf!rn thinker upon this great spiri­
tual poem of the past, no learned disquisition will h~ attempktl. The 
writer is not versetl in San~krit. has no historical equipment and has 
but begun to bro\YSe in the fields of philosophy. For readers requiring 
these things there are many other works upon the subject. of which the 
most helpful are probably the translation of the Citd by J. Cnckburn 
Thomson (said to ha,·e been preferred to other translations by H. P. B. I. 
the translation edited by \Villiam Q. Judge. the im·aluabll~ Xotes by 
Subba Ro\Y, and those admirable and clear-cut es~o.ys on Karma. hy 

Charles Johnston. which ha\·e recently appeared in T!tc JldajJit_,·sir<~l 

.1/aga:::iuc under the title. "Kanno. in the Cpanishads." To all •lf these 
the writer, like mo.ny another student. owes o. lastinc;- rleht. 

But the aspect of the Book of De,·otion with \\"h ich it is here pro­
posed to deal. is quite other. It is remote from leaming o.nd history: 
and yet it has to do with the object of all hi,.:tory. the human heart. 

All over the world to-day is felt a great stress and ,;train. E\·ery­
where a cry goes up for light. for hope. for freedom. Among the thou­
sands starving for wo.nt of breo.ll are hundretls in each Lind sLtn·ing 
for spiritual food. This deep-seated want has broug·ht to the Theo­
sophical Suciety the larger po.rt of its members. ami among these a 
great. an increasing proportion. have found in this Book nf De\·otion 
that food long sought for min<l and heart and soul. .\.nwng those \\·lw 
ha\·e such co.use to bless the in,.:pired work is the writer. and jn~t 

because this hunger was felt and was here assua~·ed. the thott.~·ht !~:Js 

come to offer to comrades of like mind. perhaps. tho,.:~ thought,.; \\·hil'lt 
the reo.ding- of the G/t,i has e\·oked. The articles profes,.; n:ntg·ltt. and 
are only the fragmentary mys which one mind has cau.~·!Jt of the di\·ine 
n:f!ection: o.re what one heart has he:ud. ha,.; leaned tljlflll and •liTer,.: tn 
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all he,nts inclined to pause a moment on:r the,;e eclwe,; of a di,.;tant. an 

eternal song. 
\Vhat we most neecl to-clay is a practical religion. A something 

we can carry about with us all cb:-· lOI]g, and carry ;-ery close to the 

heart. A something to ri,.;e with and to lie dO\nt with: a something to 
\York and li\·e and buy and sell and act and think and finall~· clie by: a 

plain. practicable, enduring rule which has the assent of the mine! aml 

the fer.-our of the heart to its mandates; a something \\·hiclt has such 

a quality of the Eternal Light that it illumine:-; all the dark comers at 

any time. place or ,;eason, reaching from hell to hea\·en, embracing yet 

transcending both. Such a religion mnst incle:ecl btccome the binding 
po\1·er in a life and be followed, beca\l:iC to foilm1· is a necessity of the 

nature. Such an intimate friend and hdper sll<lnl(l a man's religion be 

to him. It is the most priceless thing in the \\'orld-becanse it leads to 

an ideal 1\·hich in time becomes the Self-and htcin.'.',· so co,.;tly. it i,.; to 

be had only for a price: that price is the whole man. Yes; the 11·hole 

man must be set upon this point--that he will obtain this spiritual 
knowledge-and being so set. he obtains it in exchange for h im,;elf: 

but the !\Yo become one in the Self. 

In the fir,.;t chapter of the (;; t,i we have a portrayal of our own 

condition when first we set upon our task. self-imposed. of search for 
spiritual light. \Ve ha\·e materic!l existence (Dhritarfishtra1 blind ancl 
ruled by contention and ambition in the per:'rln of it-.; off,.;pring, Duryo­

dhana. 11·lw is the leader of the Kurus. the earlier and more material 

faculties of man. those first e;-oh·ecl, ll'hik ,\rjnna leads the Panda\·as, 

the later (young;er1 and more spiritu:d princes. Arjnna himself heing 
my,;ticalll· beg-otten by the Fire-God, Indra, thnlll'.','h a ,·irgin mother, 

Kunti. Taking "\rjnna as the human monad. it appears not a little 
significant that this Arjuna of cli\·ine origin i,.; still a younger relati\·e 

of the material Knms, is allie<i to them by a birth tie, and that his 

means of combatting the,.;e passions and earth qualities consist in his 
how, Gfindh·a (that ten,;e "bow" which i,.; the Allin), a gift of the tlery 

Indra. and his chariot or vehicle of motion, \Yhich is conclncted by 
Krishna as the charioteer, Krishna being an incarnation of \'islm u the 
Preserver. I ha\·e somewhere read that it was cnstotnary for such 
charioteers to sing to those whom they conducted to battle; Krishna i,.; 

then plainly the Logos 1\'ith the e\·er-resoun(ling son.'.',', and that which 

realll· fi.'.','hh \Yith .\rjnna, as with e:1ch ontc of us. is ·'the army of the 
Yoice." 

Sn pa,;,.;in'.',' along the ,;:1me arc of e"istcnce \l'tc find onrseh·es, like 
the 111:111 Arjnna, confronted with our m:1tcrial connections and clesire:i, 
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\Yith all related things of that line which, pressing upon us, demand 
the sacrifice of our nobler nature. For nnrk that Arj una had not calle<l 
down this war. The hosts of materiality threatened his existence in 
the land of his birthright; embodied ambition allll contention de­
manded his exile aml arose to compel it. Arjnna must then either fly 
from that land \vhere the Law has placed him. that land where his heir­
ship and his duty lie, or he must fight. Of tender heart. as become,; a 
youth and one desirous of spiritual enlightenment. Arjnna shrink,; 
from openin9 the fight. Open it he must, for the hosts which threate11 
his expulsion still do not make bold attack upon the field. I,; it not 
e\·er the same? At once, when man desires to become in very truth a 
man and lay aside the animal fore\·er, has he not to combat. not only 
his own lower traits, but also those of all about him and all the forms 
of established material existence? E,·ery condition makes again,;t him. 
\\'ere the appeal to his reason alone, or were threats alone employed. 
either or both comhined he can endure. But listen to the arguments; 
relationship. caste, tribal and national duty, the "sin of oppression of 
friends," of enjoyment of a form of pleasure which those friends camwt 
share-haYe we not now and again heard some of these? Ha\·e we not 

now and again, like Arjuna, let fall the tense and G,od-given bo\\'. a!Hl 
sat down in the chariot with tremor and fe\·er in e\·ery Yein? The 
flying of arro\YS had begun: the divine bow was strung and re:-~dy: the 
array of enemies was drawn in firm line and horrid uproar filled the 
air: the conditions of warfare on a material plane were all present. 
.\rjnna was ready, his very bow was raised: why did he, so firmly bent 
upon looking his antagonists in the face, why did he fall back and gi,·e 
way? \\·as it not because he paused to argue the matter? It would 
seem so. He did not go steadily forward into the fight, but ntn\·ed by 
the fact tint his relatiyes (and his lower nature, of which the,;e are the 
type in the poem) oppused his conrse. he allowed his comp:1s,.;ion to 
weaken him, his firm re,;olve ga,·e place to a temporizing policy and to 
argument with his inner self. Is :it not thus that the first objection 
comes upon us all? E\·en his religion condemned him. and do,.;in.t{ 
his objections with this painful thought. Arjuna longed for death­
himself unresisting-at the hands of his beloved enemies. rather than 
endure the deeper ment1l pain. Ha\·e we not known this hour? 
"\Youhl that they would themseh·e:o put au end to me rather than force 
on me this dre:Hlful war." Has not such been our selfish cry? Rather 
than endure the pain we would that theirs were the sin·-that the\· 
should slay us while we resisted not. Oh, human yanity, thou well 
nigh eternal tempter, how clo,.;ely art thou coiled within thv he:trt! 
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Taking th<: f"rm of virtue. ple~hing 111:111 \l·ith an image of himself :1s 

innocent of att:1ck. as full of compassion and love, too kind. too true 

to fight those near and clear e\·en for the preservation of his manhood's 
heirship-who has not tasted the s•.veet temptation of this hour and in 

virtuous self-appreciation fonnd a solace and an excuse? \\'lw ha,.; not. 
like Arjuna, let fall th<: bow. a victim to self- righteousness, self-esteem 

and disguised vanity? \\'ho has not forgotten, in the 1vhirl of conflict­
ing emotions, that if we rise, we raise all others with u:-;, that it is not 

our part to help <lther,.; to prolong a life of materiality and selfishnes,.;­
not e1·en when tlwse other,.; are our nearest ancl our dt:.l.rest) \\'lw has 

not forgotten. in t1oods of selfish sorrow. that in all Xatnre there is hut 
one thing 1vorth doing: that thing-to find our own Self or to help 
other.s to find theirs, ancl it is the same:' Yet it i:, well for us if. like 

Arjuna. en::n whil<: we grie\·e, we stiil hold cunn:rse with Krishna, the 
divine cluriotccr. 

0 Arjuna. thou of hunJJ.n birth and di,·ine conception: thnu nnn. 

thou brother, thou Yery self of me: 0 thou. myself, when once re,.:ol\·e 
toward the holy war is thine, take no long sun·ey of the fi.t.:lcl. give o\·er 

the interior debate, cozen thyself with specious pleas no more. forbicl 

that foolish grieYing shall slacken the tense bow which is thy concen­
tratecl soul, but stancl ancl looking to Krishna plunge into the battle: 
thy Gocl is with thee. 

jl'I,I.\ \\'. L. KEICIITLE\'. 

( 7'<1 bt• (£)11/illll(d.) 

THE PL\CE FOR E.\CH. 

E.\CH l~:t,.; a pbce of his own. N<l ont.· can fill y<mr place hut yon. 
and the ,.;ooner yon learn this the ht:ltcr for 1·rm and all concernecl 

with you. 
Suppose I should try to do C--'s work (you know wlut it is) 

\\'Oulcl he like it think? and, as I am not accustomed to such 11·nrk 

should I be able to do it? 
All these people in the T. S. are trying to become :.Ia,.;ters. ire they 

not? but I tell you thc:y forget the way to the :\lasters is nDt hy pushing 
someone else out of work they wish to do, nor by favonr-,.;cckinc;· 1rith 

an ohjcct in \'1<:1\', 1Jttt b\· a method some of them forc;·ct, I fear. 
In the wnrld pushing for position is all right frrm1 the standpoint 

of th<: 1H1rld. but in occultism it is different. In the Lodge those only 
arc twticed ll'ho ~He known to work for the ~llh·ancc uf others. Did yon 
C\'cr think of thi,;' S:1mctimes pcrh:tp,;. 
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In the old days when workers were scarce some were used who 
were ambitious. for we hacl to take what we could get; but times change 
and the great big change, e\·en on the face of things now, lies in this­
that favour goes for nothing, the real people are the only ones who 
count, and if yon are not real inside you will ne\·er cut much figure in 
this work, that's certain. 

Say, if you kne\Y how I smile sometimes o\·er things you'd smile 
too; but there's saclne,;s mixed with my smile and if there were not a 
lot of real genuine ~tuff in the T. S. I'd have gone off long ago. 

There are centre:i for work. \\'orkers are there. of course; what 
hinder~ their work the most? Coming in the air, flying in through the 
windows at them, coming in when some people enter the door. are seen 
curious hideous shapes, almost labelled, ~ome of them, as bottles of 
poison from the chemists, with ~kull and cros,;bones. Labelled ·• Ambi­
tion,"" \\'ish I was in your place," "I could do it better myself." \Vhat 
are the:ie? They are thoughts of some who are aiming to he Adept~ 
some day, thoughts of those who dream of brotherhood and h~we for­
gotten or are trying a side-track on the path to the Lodge of Masters. 

It's no good, I tell yon. Each has his place, none can take it, and 
he can take none other than that in which he is, his own place. 

Knock out of yourself these thing,; I'm talking of and find your 
own work and place and the greatest problem of your life will be 
solved, and perhaps some may make a mental note of this, and others 
follow. 

Leaders are not those who do all the work themseh·es: they are 
those who know how to help others to d<l the work, and ha;·e learned 
their own work and place, and care to do the best just there and no­
\Yhere else. 

Therefore find your own place. and in finding your own you will 
help other.-; find their own, and with the place for each filled by the 
only one for that place we can accomplish anything in the work of the 
world. 

A. 
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THE VOICE OF THE WISE. 

THEY sat with hearts untroubled , 
The clear sky sparkled above, 

And an ancient wisdom bubbled 
From the Ji'ps of a youthful lo,·e. 

They read in a coloured history 

Of Egypt and of the Nile, 
And half it seemed a mystery, 

Familiar, half, the while. 

Till living out of the story 
Grew old Egyptian men, 

And a shadow looked forth Rory 
And sa id, " We meet again'" 

And over Aileen a maiden 

Looked back throug h the age;; din1: 
She laughed, aud her eye;; were laden 

\Vith an old-ti111e love for hilll. 
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In a mist came temples thronging 

\Vith sphinxes seen in a row, 

And the rest of the day was a longing 

For their homes of long ago. 

"\Ve'd go there if they'd let us," 
They said with wounded pride: 

"They ne\·er think when they pet us 
\Ve are oltllike that inside." 

There was some one round them straying 

The whole of the lo11g day through. 
\\"ho seemed to say, "I am playing 

At hide-and-seek with yon." 

"'l.nd one thing after another 

\Vas whispered out of the air. 

How God was a big kind brother 
\\'hose home was in e\·erywhere. 

His light like a smile comes glancing 

From the cool, cool winds as they pass; 
From the fimyers in he~wen dancing 

And the stars that shine in the grass. 

"\nll the clouds in deep blue \Heathing, 
.·\nd most from the ntonntains tall, 

But Cud like a wind goes breathing 
A heart-light of gold in all. 

It gTm\·,; like a t_ree and pu,;hes 

Its way through the inner gloom, 

And flowers in qnick little rushes 

Of lO\·e to a magic bloom. 

And no one need :-;igh now or sorrow 
Whene\·er the heart--:ight flies, 

For it comes again on some morrow 
And nohod)· e\·er dies. 

The heart of the \\"ise was beating 
In the children's heart:-; that da\·, 

And many a thought came f1eeting· . 
. 'l.nd fancies solemn and ga\·. 

7 
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They wcrc gr:-tn: in a way divining 
How chiltlhoorl wao, taking wings. 

And the: \\·onclcr worl1l was ,.;hining 

\\'ith v:1.~t dcm:ll tl1inp;,.;. 

The soknlll t11·ili.<.;ht f1uttetecl 

Like th·c: plumes of seraphim, 

Anclthe1· felt what things were utterecl 
In the' "\l!Jo-;et ,·nice of Him. 

TJt,_·y lingered long. for clearer 

Th:lll home \\·en:: th'-' mountain places 
\V!H::re C()d from the :itCJ.ro, clropt nearer 

Their pale:, clre:-tnl\· facc,;. 

Their \'L~ry hc::uts from bcatinC?; 
They stilled in awed delight. 

Fo,· :-lpirit aml chil,ln::n were 111LTting 

I 11 the pu rpie. ample 11 ig·h t. 

!Jusk its tl.ill·.::ny blossoms s/;ul.> Oil ~·iold sl:ics 

O~·,r /;,•i!i:;lilill<'lllilaiils ;,•/itn· !Itt' l!otr!-:itlll.f;S ris,·. 

R r!lld(illl illlrl ilg<ltll frrilll t'ar!l? lo air: 

J:',u'/1: 1'0/t'Z,'S f/z, 11/JI.Iii' S'ii't'i'fi'J'. 0/:, f'ciii/L' //i(J'/'. 

Ct!lllt'. 11/tl t'l!.illla. i'OIIlt, 1/.i i11 alltlt'!i! timts 
RiJ;;_;·s a/,•11d lli1' undala11d z,•iflt j(zo:J' d;imt's. 

]\><<II l/11· ;u;_,·lr'n Zi'il_J'S tl.i .;lra_J'.> ead1 tinl:!in,r;·j/c,·('(· 

f l 'i11din;_;· i"i'O' Oil i<'d nf fo il _1(1/d rl/ j>r'ill'i' . 

. \~1) JJ!_l· drra;;;_ .. ; .~~·~) .~·tra_J'in,r;· in a land Jnorc~.fair; 

I fa// I tn·ad 1/z,- Jtz<-:,•1'1 grasses. lza/( z,•aJu!cr I flo·,·. 

l·~ult' _J'<'II r _:.;/immrri11g tTl',; i11 rl z,·t~rld groz, 'II co!J: 

Co111t'. lllil ot.il1la, ;,·itlz 1111' lo //!(' lli<Jillilaill's />lrl. 

JT/111'1' i/u· (1ri;_;/zt 01/CS i·,r// liS 7<'ilZ'lll/[ /tJ illli!Ji·,•: 
( ",,;;;,. lll_l' ,/zi/dn'll. z<ii/; mc to 1/z, . /;u·inil go. 

./I~. 
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''THE \\-ORLD KXOWETH VS NOT." 

[Being extracts from letters of \\'. Q. ]. to Yarious stwlents.] 

").{y DEAR--, 

"You did right to send me that letter. Of course I am sorry to hear 
from you in that way, but am glad that you wrote. Let me tell you 
something-will you believe it? You are not in nearly such a bad way 
as you think, and your letter which you sent me unresen·edly shows it. 
Can you not, from the ordinary standpoint of worldly wisdom, see it 
so? For your letter shows this: a mind and lower nature in a whirl, 
not in the ordinary sense, but as though, figuratively speaking, it were 
\Yhirling in a narrow .circle, seemingly dead, kept alive by its own 
motion. Am! abo,·e it a human soul, not in an;.' hurry but waiting for 
its hour to strike. Am! I tell you that I know that it will strike. 

"If so far as your personal consciousness goes you have lost all 
desire for progress, for service, for the inner life-what has that to do 
with it? Do you not think that others have had to go through with 
all of that and worse: a positi,-e a\·ersion, maybe, to everything con­
nected with Theosophy? Do you not know that it takes a nature with 
some strength in it to sink very low, and that the mere fact of having 
the power to sink low may mean that the same person in time may rise 
to a proportionately greater height? That is not the highest path to 
go. hut it is one path which many ha,·e to tread. The highest is that 
which goes with little variation, but few are strong enough to keep up 
the never-ceasing strain. Time alone can give them that strength and 
many ages of service. But mean while there is that other to be tra,·elled. 
Travel it bravely. 

"You have got the--, which of the hells do you think you are in? 
Try to find out and look at the corresponding heaven. It is very near. 
And I do not say this to try and bolster you up artificially, for that 
would be of no use and would not last, even if I were to succeed in 
doing it. I write of facts and I think that somewhere in your nature 
you are quite well aware that I do so. 

"X ow what is to be done: should yon resign from the E. S. T. or 
what? In my opinion you should deliberately give yourself a year's 
trial. \\'rite and tell me at the end of that year (and meantime as often 
as you feel called upon to ,do so, which \Vill not be very often) how you 
then feel, and if you do not feel inclined to g-o on and stick to it I will 
help you all I can. Tint yon must do it yourself. in spite of not "·anting­
to do it. \'nn can. 
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''}fake up ,-our mind that in some p:ut of yonr 11:1ture ,.;omcwh ere 

there is that which cksire:-: to be of use to the world. Intcllccttnlh· 

realize that that world is not tocl \\·ell off and prolnbly \Yanh a helping­
hand. Recognize ment:lllY that yon slwuld try to work for it sooner or 
later. Admit tn yourself tint another part of your natun.:~:uld if ptlS­
,;ihle see that it is the lower part~cloes not care in the least about the 

world or its future. hut that such care and interest should be cnlti,·atcd. 
This cnlti\·ation \\·ill of course take time; all culti\·ation docs. Begin 

by ck.c;;ree~. .-\~~en constantly to yonr.~elf that \'OU intend to work :mrl 

will do stl. J...::eq1 that up all the time. Do not pnt am· time limit to it, 

hut take up the attitude that yon are \\·orkinl',' towanb that encl. Beg·in 
by doing ten mimac~s· work e\·ery cby of an\· sort. ,.;tu<ly or the adclres,.;­

ing of enn:lopes or anything. so long as it he clune deliberately and 
\\·itl! th:1t object in vie\\·. If a day come,.; \\·hen this i,.; too irksome. 

knock it off for that clay. GiYe you:rsdf thn:e or four clays' rest and do 

it deliberately. Tht:n g·o hack to your ten minutes' work. .-\t the e1Hl 

of six or se\·en week,; yon will knm\· what to add to that practice: hut 
go slow, do nothing in a hurn·, be deliberate. 

"Don't try to feel more friendly to this or that per,.;on~more acti\·el~­

friendly, I should hoYe said. Such things mn,.;t spring up of their own 

accord and will do so in time. But do not be surprised that you feel 
ail compassion die out of you in ,;omc ways. That too is an old :-;tory. 

It is all right hec:mse it does not Ja,.;t. D'' not he: too anxiou,.; to get 
re,.;nlts fr,nn the practice I ha\·e outlined ahtl\·e. ]),) not look for an,·: 

you ha\·e no concern with them if yon clo :1il that as a duty. Ancl 
finally clo not filrgct. my clear fellow, that the dead do come to life and 

that thl' col,[c-;t thing in the world lila\· lJ~e mack hot h~- gentle friction. 

Sn I \\'i:-;h you luck and wish I coulcl do more for yon. But I will clo 
\\·hat I can." 

THE LESSOX OF LOXELIXESS. 

\\'E shall learn many good thiugs that we ha\·c long fnrgotten. as 
we fincl our way back again to real life: among them on<..: that ,,-e h:n·e 
much need of~the art of being rig·htly alnne. 

There is too much noise anll hurry in our life: thing-,.; <lone too 

quickh· ancl with ttlO great p:1ins: f<n tht.: llltJ-it p:1rt. petty things, that 
might \·en· \\·ell lJ()t he clone at all. It i,.; a gaml: of per,.;onalities, not 

of onr real seh·e;. It has been well saicl th:tt we think too mnch of 

each other: not tint we prai,.;e anll lT:ilL'ct e:1ch other too high!\·~ 
tlumgh \\'L· e:·r in that w:1y too~hnt that \\·e arc t1l<l lllllch ,;nhject to tht.: 
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face,.; and f:tncie" of our friencb. too .~L·n~ihk ol their prai,;e or blame. 

Good people may inugine an ideal ,.;ociety. in which peri~ct compbcency 
1\·oulcl reign, by Yirtne of each one thinking ,;npremely ,,·ell of him:self, 

and seeing his contentment mirror.·Ll in mild, kiml faces round him. 

Snch a paradise \Yonld he more hopeless than sin. 
But withont going to ,;uch a length, it is ea,;y to he too fretfully 

anxious as to other people's good opini:ms; too apprelH .. n:si\T a,; to their 
liking this or another thing we m:r1· llo; too heated and unea,;y, like the 

youth \l'h<l:-'t- fi:-;:ecl delu;-;i<m i,; that hi,; ncc:.::cie i,.; :l\nT. 

For all thi,; fret and restles,;ne,;' there i,; !l<l cure like solitnde. To 
go :t\\':1\' into the night. \\'here nwnntains :li](l ,;L ~:·,;initiate th into ,;ome 

of thccir clic.:;nity aml reticence. and. lllDrc th:1n all. their ,;elf-forgetfnl­
ne~,.;. E1·en then. for a 11·hile we carr:· 1\'il.h n,; our lmnclle nf appre­

hension,;. anll thL: fancied face,; of our critic,;. 11·ith their blame ::wd 

pni,;e th:1t h:t\·<..' t:tken away all our ,;i;nplicitY: "'' l'"111jlletely ha\·e we 
lo,;t the art of loneli w.::-i:-i. 

But, after a \\·hile, our litlle storm sub:-;ides, and quietnes:-; be~ins 

to come upon us, re:1dy to t:1ke tl:-i into the confidence of the gocl,.;, if 

\Ye only con,;ent to remain restful-minded long enough. \\'e le:1rn a 

curiou,.; aml yet statdy lesson. \\·hich much of our life only ,;ern:d tn 
hide; the le,;son that our chief concern is not with peh<>nalitie,; at all, 

whether our own admirable person,;. or the goo<.l folk of daily life: tlut 
our chief cuncern i,; \Yith the old im::)er,;on:ll ~pirit 11·!w only dr::t\\':-i near 

u,.; \\·ltc·n IH' lean' onrseh·e,; behind. In that gr<..':lt lonely One there i,; 

much tint ::t\\·es th for a while, yet much liLtt i:; intlnitely con,;oling, 

and. at the bst. full of rejoicin~ and joy. Thi,.; i,.; the quiet power that, 
without ha~t<.: ur heat. yet quite easil:·. \\'()\·e innll:n•-·r:tblc world,.;; ,,.o,·e 
old Time :l!Hl Space to put them in. breathing· int<> the lea,;t of them 
the" :;pirit of life: the po1yer with he:nt of mirth that look,; out tn us 

b<.."autiful. through the gras,.; and flowers, the coloured clouds. :m,l the 

hlne that enwraps all things. And into our souls, when the little-. noi,;)· 

crowd of personal thing~ has \\·itll<lrawn a while, that ,;ame po11·er 
come,;, awful an<l fnll of great qnietne,;s, taking u,; up into it:ielf. and 

making us older than time, greater tlnn boundless W<nlds. Her<..' at 
la,;t is a life \\T coul<l Ji,·e to ekrnitY. and feel no wearine,;,;, 

Thi,; in,;piration of real life i,; for it,;elf alone. 11·ithont ulterior 

end": it 1J1· no Illl::tns re\·eab ibclf to u~ tl!:tl. 11·lren \\T return among 

our per:-;oiJiliticc~. \\'C ,.;honld be ahle tn .~a\· fine thing" ::ll><Hlt it, to draw 

oth<..'r,.; int•> th<..' right way. The Ele:·nal d<Je,.; nut cume to our heart,; to 
make· \h .~:tnctirn,,nimb preachers, httt r:ttll<..'r tn \l·in l!" awa:· altog-ether 
fnJll\ the t'rd :l!ld h<..':lt of llllreality to the qniet hc·JJ<·diction or re:ll life. 
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After that initiation into silence, we shall find another meaning in our­
seh·es and in our friends. Our f-riends will not be critics whose praise 
or blame are our clouds and sunshine; we shall learn to meet them 
with a better wisdom, for we shall see that same august spirit looking 
at us out of their eyes; we shall kuow that nothing in them. nothing 
in us, is real but that. All life will become to us the presence of that 
One, the all in all things. 

That is the true loneliness, where nothing but the spirit is, and the 
spirit is all things; the spirit that we must know and enter into first in 
the inmost place of our own souls. It is the true and lasting cure 
for sorrow, to forget ourselves into that august companion. who has 
ordained all things wisely through endless years. It is as the cool 
breath of night after a long clay of fever, the fe,·er that we ha\·e called 
our life. And yet not night. but a new dawn rather, the first dawn of 
the real day. 

Pain an<i sorrow are \\'o\·en into the texture of our personal life in 
order that, growing weary of it the sooner, we may get ready for the 
truer life that is impersonal, where the incessant battles of I and thee 
are hushed into peace. This is the spirit that will redeem humanity, 
the spirit that comes to fill our hearts when our fancied selves have 
been put aside and forgotten; redeemed humanity will be this-all men, 
beholding the same spirit in each other's eyes, and beholding it with 
joy and gladness. Then, after redeemed humanity, will come restore<i 
di\·inity, spirit as itself alone. 

The path is not that I or you or anyone should gain ne\\· powers 
and larger sight; but each of us putting aside the I and you, that the 
free spirit should live its own life and perform its perfect work, the 
spirit that we truly are. behind the masks of I and you. There is no 
entering on the path until the masks of I and you are put away. 

Our small seh·es cannot bear the burden of the universe; if they 
sincerely try, they will quickly come to long for utter forgetfulness, 
surcease and darkness. But their way of liberation is close to them, a 
liberation into the boundless One, whose heart is gladness, whose ways 
are peace, whose light and mirthfltl works are unnumbered worlds, 
brimful of alert and exultant life. 

CH.\RLES ]OIIXSTOX. 



I, 
,) 

"THE \'IR1TES TH~\ T DO MOST EASILY BESET t·::l." 

IT is a fact, I think, that \\'e are often more hampered by ,-irtues 

than by faults: I may e1·en go funl1er, and hazanl a bolder stakmu1t 

that, on a certain pinnacle of the tli1.·ine ascent, both will be ,;een to lie 
much on the same lc1·el. In truth, the ideal state \nmlcl ,;eem to con­

sist not so much in aC<)lliring or eliminating certain cluracte:·istics, as 

in Ll\·inc; up a ~onl-storage from which :ln\· char:lcteri:'tic can he dra1\·n 

at will. The: true saint has largely more to <lu th:1n merely to built! 

Yirtnes antl c<nrect vices, for the re:.1son that he wh" is is in a higher 
state ,Jf den.-lopment than he who has. 

Tlnonc;lwnt the ages of religion;-; tlwugl1t, the time-worn contro­

Yers:· of cloing :·,orsus being has ragetl it~ ceascle"" fi.g·ht. \\'hether \\·c 
watch it tru:n the point of ,-ie\\' of Hatha <Jr R:tj:t Y":..;is: Pharisees or 

Christ; St. Paul or St. Jame,;: Lcgali;-;ts or .-\.ntinomi:ms. matters lit~le. 
The principle at issnc is the same iu all: \Yhether the highest ,;Ute <Jt 

the soul is to be or to ha\·e. to clo or to become. The Cif,i alone. of all 

philosophie,; sa\·e, perhaps, that of Jesus. ,;eems to soh-c the problem 

satisfactorily. From cm·er tn co1·er, it is a song of reconcilement. 
Now, since doing and b~ing. action and inaction. arc both necc;-;­

sary stages in the e1lucatiun of the soul, I haYc no desire to :Hid tn\· 

qnot:1 to the mount.1ins of contro,·ersy th:1t ha\·e been h~aped up U]Hln 
the;-;e innocent f(nuJclation;-;. A fe\\' llwugltt,;, lw\Yc\·er. in connection 

th~rC\\·ith han.: occurn.:cl to me as ha\·ing· an appropriate: bearing up:>n 

the ne\\· cycle which has lately cla\\Ttcd ll)l"ll \h. 

It i:-; needle:~.;-; to expatiate upon the light which that da\\·ning Jus 

libcralcd. \\·~ h~t\·e all felt it within our:-;eh·es. stimulating tn witkr 

ideab and a grcalcr fixit:· of purpo . .;c. The high tcn:iion at \\·hich we 

li1·ed while the Cru:-;aders were \Yith us has left its mark, possihh· for 

many li\·es. 

reached him? 

\Vho can be exactly as he was before that high inspiration 
But now con1cs a fact to he faced. No one yet ha:-; e\·er 

clone long and continuous \York at high tension. \\'c go up to the 
nwuntains to pray, hnt we return to the \·alley and the lake-side: to 
\\'<Jrk. On the heig·ht,.; 1\·e rccei\-e and generate the :otimulns whic·h 

strai,c;htway sen<ls th clown to th~ lo1Ylands to emhnlh· itself in-the 

hc,;t \\'e kll<J\1. l!il\1'. \\'hat is that be,;t) Often n" tlllJre than the cast­

ing into the: deep for a draught. It nuy l>IJ<.'c: h:tppc:n th~tt our nets 
hrl':lk 11·ith :lll un~xpcctcd freight: but often 1\·e h:t\'e to toil all night 

and ,·:tLch notliinc>:. in the <l:!rkness of tlt:tt \·alk1·-l:tke lwlnw the hc~ig·ltts 
\Yilc'n' \\T t':titl \\"llitld he:. 
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;;,, the re:uo\·:d of :1 high ,;timulu:-; bring,; u,; inC\·it:J.bly b:1ck to the 

krribie commonplace. :J.tHl we ,;ay sadly to ourselve,;: "It wa:-; only 

.":!amour, after all." 
\\'a:-; it? May not. rather, the dulness that always follow,.; a time of 

refre,;hing be the result of the life-force retreating to an inner place, 
out of reach, for the time being, of onr mo,;t greedy personalitie,;? For 
\\·e are greedy; like little children who, ha\·ing surfeited them,;eh-c:-; 

with good things, cry 0\·er the empty plate. Shame on n.~. Arc we 

ah\·a\·~ ri;..;ht when \\'P jid the mo,;t? 

.\t](l here I am led to speak of tho,.;e troublc,;ome virtue,; of ours, 
\\·hich :trc c>i.lc:n li!~c ,.;hutter,.; nm up to hide th<c: morning sun. Shutters 

at-e c·:-:.celleil~ thin.":", cc:rtainly, but thc:y are not light-gi\·ing. \\'e ne\·er 
,.;upprhc they arc. But our \·irtues ab,.;ulutdy decci\·c us on this point. 

1 [; nuz !/;on II/' :,-/;en :ct· z,·a;!l !Itt' :;zm.\lzillc. Let me: expl:1in the sort of 

vi rtucc; I llH::ttl. ebc I shall h:n·e some con~ci<c::1tiun,.; re:J.rler knocking 

his head against the idl'a tint the highest ,;tate is that in which good 
qualiti<.::s arl' chidly con,;picuous by their absence. I am herl' speaking 
ot those qnalitie~-exc<.::llcn t, indi,.;pr:'nsable in themseh·es-which may, 

nen:rthelcss, become hindrances when o\·er-used or employed in the 

\\Tong place~. .-\ncl fi r~t and foremost, I will speak of the hi nclrance of 
cnnscien tiousness. 

Dicl one e\·er sec a p<c:rson with this quality largely developed who 
\\·a,.; JliJt pr< >11<.:: to magnify trifles? The con,;cien tious people are always 
the: \I"<>ITicr;;: it i;; :1 fault of their most excellent type. Nothing they 

do e\'cT :-;:1Listies them. Thc:y are pc-rpl'tnally stumbling against imagi­
n:H\ :111d ,.;elf-created rocks . 

. -\. :nan 1\'ith :111 ovc:r-deYelope1l con,;cience h<c:ar:-; much of the force 
that ha, been li1Jc:ratecl throughout the rank,; of tnl<c: Theosophi,.;t,.;, and 
an ~tccusin;..; 1·oic·e instantly tells him that he is not a<h·ancecl enough to 

recei1·e any such benl'lit. The cheerful inspiration which he felt for a 
fortnight he attribute,; to fancy, induced by hearing the e:-;:periences of 

uthers. " If new energy is re:llly sent forth," he cries in dl'spondency, 

"onght I not to feel it more pm\-crfnlly?" And he straightway pnlb 
down hi,.; shutter. 

Xo\\' <J\·er·conscienti<>lblless i:-; the result of wrong a:;piration; not 

ac;piration directed tm\·an:s a wrong object, but directed towards a right 

object \\TOil.c::ly. It is onl' of the greak,;t eu<.::mie:-; to progress. A friend 

I knrl\\, llh<i h:l" ,;utfererl ti·01n it all hi,; life. to Lhe ddriment of powers 
whic·h mic;·ltt 1Lt\·c become u,;efnl ha1l they been :llltJwecl propl'r scope 
fur gr•>ll·tlt, reu,c;nize,; the arriyal of the lle\1' cycle by the lig-h~ it has 
,.;lJ,·d \lll<ill tJti, lltie point. F<>r n.:ars he.: h:td h<.::en. a,.; an arti,.;t once ex· 
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pressed it to him. "niggling \\'ith small brushes." He was afraid to 

cm·er his cam·as bo:cl\1·, lc,.;t the c•lges should look rough and dis­

pleasing, and his work sh,mld lack that delicate finish and (letail 11·hich 

i,.; the sign-manna! oC J. con,.;cicntiotLi worker. 

~ow, I am much afraid life is too short to allmit of onr tronhling 
0\·er much abont the edc;·es: if \Ye do, we shall get a fir,.;t ,.;tndy that ha,.; 

n~rr little effect three y:ncb o.way. .~ncl who of us hope,.; to he ahk to 

make more than a fir,.;t ,.;tu<h· in tl!i,; incarno.tion? J-;nt the man in 

qnestion ni.c::.~·led :111·ay patienth· for ·:n:tll\ frnitk.,.;.,.; n.::tr,.;. e\·er torment­

ing· his ric;htc·utb ,.;rml 11·ith the fe:1r tl1:1t he 11·:t,.; too per,.;nnal. or too 

materi:tl. or to<J intellectnal, or too full of thc· Theosophists' arch­
enemy. "the world.'' until. in trying to a1·oid pitt':tib. he sat down where 

he \\'as :md clid nothing. There may he: 111:1111· li}.;c him. and for their 

sakes I utTer his m1·n ach·ice: C,·a.,·<' It> I'<' ,i7'o·-a;z.t·ioli.•· about n·sults. Yon 

are onh· :bkc<l to d<J your best: yon :uc· not c\.L'll a,;ked to do it con­

ccrnedly. 

The new Light ha,; come. and it has brought lmt om: la11·. the hw 
ot harmony. Xothing hut harmony is, as yet, require(! uf us. and har­

mon~· is destroyed b}· undue etTort. Struggle. worry. fret, instantly 

annul whate\·cr. in cheerfulness an<l uncnnsctousnes~. we ma1· be on 

the way of accomplishing. Life is :1 great ta,.;k, to be performed \\·ith a 

great lightness. 
People 1\·ith consciences are, furthermr!re. in incc:ic':lllt trouble lest 

the'.· may not, :tftu- all. ha,·c clone th•.:ir 1-ery he~t. H:Hl they the oppor­

tunity o1·er ag:tin. they would h:tn" acted differently. TheY are ne•.-cr 

J.t re:;t; the lurkinc:,- enemy is all\·ay~ prcsc.:nt. hrllding· them back from 

their highe:'t. 

It is true ettough that onr ''best" i,.; :111 etc:·n:dly nnrealized quan­
tity. .. A. 111:tn.·· as Emerson ho.s it ... is a gnldcn intpo,;sihility. The 

line he nm,;t walk is a hair's hre:Hlth." The "best" of e\·en· new 

m<lment is higher than the: one preceding it, and \\'e reach ulll}· IYhat it 

once was. Xeyerthek~s ours is tltt, ,;imple duty of trying for it. and 

the responsibility of succe,;s resh n<<t on our .-;houlders at all. \\.hat if 

\n.: might ha\·e tried harder 1 \\'e sh:dl ha\·e another ch:mce. f.,r X:tture 

is infinitely patient. and the whole :nc-aning of .Karma is to gi\T nc:~\· 

starts to the lagganb. 

The IlL:\\' Light a,;ks hut one conditi<Jil ot' :til\ of us-that \\·e li,·e 

in !Jarntotty 1\·itll Xature. with each <Jther. :md with onr,.;cl\·e,;. \\·c 

ha1·e t<J g·ct intn an inner conditioa ot' ht·ill~ \\·ltich is hannonY, and 

this condition. :tS T h:t\T said. is pren·nter\ by n.,tlJinc;· SO JlOI\'Cri.l!]]l· a,; 

h1· ,,:'<J'-(/1/ ;,, n·adz it. Its stalL· ;,., ]ll\T :u1rl <Jlll'IJL:~.s ll'itlt e\·en·-
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thing that make~ up a part of what \\'C: know as the manifested tllll­

verse, irrespecti\·e of plane,.; or principles. If we keep that state in 

vie\\" we may know, without the pre-;ence of any elevating .. feeling .. to 

tell us so, that the Light is shining, and that someho\\·. sonH:whc:re, \\·e 

are aware of it. 
CrL\RLOTTF E. \\'ooDs. 

(To br· C011dudcd.) 

LI\T\(~ THEOSOPHY. 

TIIRUl'Gll the mists of our modern lite we look into the future. 

Sometime,; uur ,·ic:w is obscured and dim: at uthc:r times \\'e see more 

clearly. After a \Yhile we become wise and note what affects our vision 

from time to time. \\'e find, perhaps, that on certain days we can do 

this or that well. and that on other days e\·erythin:-;- sc:enb to go \\Tong . 

. -\ncl then in our mean way we blame the days. But the truth lies 

deeper. \Ve are the fa:-:hioners of our days, and the innL·r condition 

gi.-es colour to all outer things. \~.·e can always rise, if we will, supe­

rior to days and circumstances. A healthy optimism is what we require 

to-clay and every clay. It gives new wings to our hopes until they are 

no longer angels broken on the wheel of events. \\' e then see the 

future opening brightly for humanity; everything around takes on a 

richc:r hue and the goltlen age is not :;o f:u a\\':l.Y :1fter all. \Vhat is 

Theo,;ophy) we are often asked. Is it not thi:i attitude towards life; 

this acceptance of all that comes our \\·ay, good. hac! or indifferent, aJHl 
making the he,;t u:;e of e\·erything? For crcclnlou" mincl:i books h:1\·e 

been written gi,·ing, perhaps, the be,;t ,.;cientific definitions possible: 

there has been much weighty reasoning \\·ith the doubting intellect, 

but that mind which is at rest and peace in the Etcmal is of infinitely 

more value. It is life; it is reality: it carries with it its own cmwiction. 

People see, feel and recognize that it outweighs all argument. 

\Vhat the world requires to-day is tlu' li'Z'ing prcscllcc of the di\·ine 

in men and women. \\'e want to cultivate the most rounded ,·iew of 

life, to rise beyond differences of e\·ery description that di\·ide men. 
and \\'e will then he able to act \\·isdy at all times. A fe\·eri,.;h anxiet\· 

:;ometimes creeps o\·er us. The '"' >rries of business and the care,; of 
domestic lite :icem to hinder us from entering intil this wider outlook. 

and we, becoming impatient. seek tu ,;hirk the .. trifling" duties we 

cbily mc:et. Bnt it i:; not the way. Re\-cr.:ie the proces,.;. Accept all 
the impediments. harriers, difficulties, and peri"nn the little acts with 

all the- nobilitY of the lan.;cr life ahont \'Ott. :utd the\' will become en-
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clO\n:rl 11·ith a ne11· dignity. Yon are at all momenh in the best possible 

place for sen·ice. awl you nee<l never forget you are a god. In the 

background and in the foreground keep spread out befure yon the 

largest 1·iew of life pos~ihle, and nHni1ent by moment, in looking after 
the small things, you are making clear the path and "building for 
eternity." \\'atch such people. if you know any, \\'ho breathe in this 

larger life, and you will f1nd a calm peace flows from them continual!~,-. 
They ha1·e learned that the tide ebbs and flows and \Yatcherl the nH.:thods 
of Xcltun.: to some purpose. \\'cary eLli-s cume to ,;nelL Branch work 

S<.::cms at a ,;t:lll<btill. but they \York on cardes:;h-, accepting all, and 

watch for the turn of the tide, and ben act mi:-;-htily a!lll with their full 
strength. \\'hen the tide is at its ebb they arc working, 11·1ten it flows 
thc:1· are 11·orking; recognizing the acti<>n and re:icti<m in outer Xature 

thc1· 11·ork on superior to it. 
Remun!Jcr tltat Theosoph1· enters into e1·ery a:;pect of life, ancl 

can be applied to all problems. It will rai,.;e the standard alwa1·s to the 

highe,;t point. Kothing mean or coward!:· has any chance bef(Jre the 
full-orbed outlook upon life that a true conception of Theo,;ophy gi\·e,; . 
• -\man entering into it fully is always in the true attitude: alone, with 

comrade,;, at Lodge meetings. at home, anywhere, the same happy 

huoyant life. lookin~ for the be,.;t i11 all, evoking it, hdpin~. chcerin:.;, 
comforting always. Thu,.; li1·es the ·:nte Theo,;ophist. 

])_ :0:'. D. 

\\'()1\.K .-\:\IOXG THE CIIILDREX. 

Tll.\T there is a growin~ need for work anwnc;· children has been 
clcmon,.;tratcd. c:-:pecially of late. Children are being born who will 
require th to :-;·i1·e them the founcl;ltions upon 1dtich they can build 
structure,.; of \':!:iter proportions than \\c han: dreamed of. Theirs will 

he a higher knmdedge. and they will have to fulfil the \York that \\·e 

lu1·e begun. 

Each will have a different work because of varyin~ natures: so the 
method should conform to the nature of the child. 

:\fed a child half way, and both chilll and teacher are Lntght. 
Re\·erse the ustul order of the child-life, and instead of h<.:aping 

treasures up<m it, let it first leam that it must gi1·e, an<l that \\'hat it 

gin·,; is c<m:-;idered of value. \Vith this inccnti1·<.: held out, the real 

chil,J-lir'c dcl-c:l<llh, and ib ,,·hole nature open,; to r<.:cei\·e in:itruction. 
:\Ltterial gift:- then h:n·e a broad<.:r ,;ignif!cance, and the idea of "I 

mu,.;t ha\·e ., i tlte child-extingnish<.:r) i,; dune :l\\'al· witlt. ami in its place 
is ..;ul>..;tituted tlt,· controlliu:.; thought ,,f till· higher life," I must sen·e." 
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Our best workers should be teachers of children, for the child is 
nearest to the sage, the sage is nean:st to the child, and it takes a sage 
to understand tme simplicity. 

A child wants to be taken for what it is, not for what we are. 
Let the children be taught that they are co-workers with each other 

and with us, and that their work is needed, and half the problem is 
sol\~ecl. The rest will follow of itself, and an army of children will be 
formed that will become the warriors of the future for the sa \·ing of 
humanity. 

.M. 

HIXTS ON THEOSOPHICAL CORRESPONDEXCE. 

Ix theosophical correspondence write as a soul, a heart, and not a 
"person," which will probably elicit a similar reply. Little good can 
be clone where there is affectation or hypocrisy, secreti\·eness or impure 
motive, on either side. 

Let your correspondents understand that their coJ~/idcnccs <<•ill be r!'­

spcctcd. That you never wish to utter dogmatically or to gi,·e advice, 
not ha\·ing all the circumstances before you. Suggestions are allow­
able. advice in detail is seldom right. 

However advanced you may be, do not affiict babes with difficult 
\\·ords and technical terms. Be frank in warning, e\·er appeal to the 
better nature, approve more than blame, encouraging the tender shoot, 
not crushing it with a snub. Ever act on the admonition, "Break not 
the bruised reed, nor quench the smoking flax." Tact and tenderness 
arc in request; realize to yourself your correspondent's hopes, fears, 
em·ironment, daily life. 

JJon't kick down the l::tclcler by which you climbed, don't try to haul 
others up by a rope, let them too mount each step carefull~·. slowly; 
you are not to act as their arms or legs, remember; your,.; to encourage 
and try to "adjust." Some you aiel may be really far beyond you, bnt 
'ti,.; said a mouse hel peel a lion. 

If practicable let some hours elapse between writ_ing a "theosophi­
cal" letter, unless you are one able to dismiss utterly the first one from 
your thought:-;; otherwise one is apt to mix up, and to give meat where 
milk is needed (or z•icc ::·crsd ). In short, make each your speci::tl study. 
Some folk are untrue even to themselves-the~· will mislead yon. s~mlc 

will idolize ancl then in,.;ult yon-the most gushing fail ,.;oonest-y,m 
mn;;t he prepared to meet all thi,.; in a calm. brotherly, finn spirit. 
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Find out what subject intere~b most, ami pursue it. Questions 
may he a,;ked or receiYed, extracts ~.ent and so 011. The great point is 
to lead your correc;ponclents to self-reliance and a sense of self-responsi­
bility; in short. to follow their O\Yn path, not yours. 

A. S. :\L\LCOL:IT. 

I::\TERX ATIO::\ AL REPRESE::\TATI\'ES. 

:\L\XY ~ugge~tions ha\·e reached me from International Representa­
ti\·e~ apFointed at Com·ention T. S. E. The following from Dr. Buck 
i~ worthy of consideration \\·ith a d•.::w to taking action thereon. 

D. N.D. 

"I suggest that the first \York of the International Committee be to 
arrange for a genuine International ConYention representative of all 
Section~ of the T. S., and that it con,·ene in .\merica as nearly as pos­
sible coincident with the return of the Crusade, and the exact elate and 
place of meeting be left open and subject to nw\·ements of Crusade and 
the laying of the corner-stone for the School for the Re,-i,·al of the 
Lost :\[ysteries of Antiquity. Arrangements can be made in each 
Section of the T. S. by which at lea~t one delegate ~hall be sent, 
and the Section~ can be notifie<l by cable of the date and place. I 
know this to ha\·e been a fayourite project \Yith \\'. Q. ] .. for we often 
talked of the foregoing facts and looked fon\·arcl to a general and n:pre­
sentati\·e Con\·ention. It can now be accomplished and would be a 
fitting round-up of the Crusade anti the only proper conditions umler 
\Yhich to lay the corner-stone. Its effects on all interests at Hi all conn­
tries concerned would be beyond all measure and all price. The Inter­
national Committee already appointed is just the one to carry the plan 
to frnition. 

"X o Section i~ so poor that it could not semi one delegate by 
uniting to defray expenses, and each delegate should come prepared to 
f,iYe a very full ac.count of his Section. its needs, the \York clone. etc. 
The Conyention should last a week. It might he best to close the cir­
cuit of the Crusade and hol<l it at Xew York. I ha\·e not mentioned 
the plan to anyone, but the more I think and write ihereinl the big-ger 
and more feasih!e the scheme appe:·Lr~. It really popped into my head 
when I beg-:m to \\Tite thi.~ letter. Let us make it a g''· and Theosophy 
will 11ll the whole earth a~ the waters fill the \·alleys of the sea. 

•· I haYe written enough for hints as to plan a11<l scope. Go ahead 
with yon r pro~ pectus. Yuu ha \'e 110\\' a hnut fi \'e months to com p Jete 
arrangement:-; itt. Australian dele~;ates can come to Califor11ia with 
Crnc;aders. \\'lnt a rnu11rl-np it \Yill make for the past two year< work." 
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ACTIYITIES. 

::lCUTL\XD. 

BRo. DICK's vrs1t to Gla;-;_c;ow and Etlinhurg;h was proclucti\·e of 

much good. A very satisfactory public meeting was held in Edinlmrgh, 

and at Glasgow the Branch was organized on a new basis for more 

public \\·ork. A central hall has bet:n secured for weekly meetings. ~llld 
a \·ery good st:1rt has been macle. \Ye hope the work tlm,.; commenced 

will g-o on pr<bpering in e•;en· direction. 

Ec-:<C.L\XD. 

BI-tU. CROUKE made a most successful tour through the north-east 

or England. Parlour talks were giYen and public meetings held e\·ery­

where po,.;sihlt:. At South Shields the pulpit of l"nity Church was 

placed at Bro. Crooke's di,.;po;-;al. He n:ad "The Comin:s of the 

l'hristos,'' b\· .\retas, and lectured on T/1,· lmmortali(r of !/1,· Soul. As 

a direct outcome of this tour three new Branches ha\·e been formed 

ancl ne\\. Centres opened up. \Ve hope to see Bro. Crooke's work sup­
ported with the necessary funds. 

A new Centre has abo been formed in \\"ales. Since the Yisit of 

the Crusade eig·ht new Branches haYe been l(lrllle<l and Centre,; without 

end. The coJTt:spondence at the Central U!Tice is a sight to behold, 

and increases every day. So the good work g-oes on. 

THE T. S. I~ El"IZOPE (IREL\~D 1. 

3· UPPER ELY PL.\CE. DUlLIX. 

0:--: the rGlll ult. a public meeting wa,; held in the Central Hall, 

\\" e:-;Lmoreland Street. There ;yas .1 good attendance. and addres:-;es 

\\·ere gi,·cn by Bro:-i. Dunlop, Johnston, ~orman aml Russell. 
T, lpics of regular \\" ednesday e\·ening meetings at headquarters: 

Oct. 21st. Tilt Tf~llldo·fu,;., ul !It!' Soul; 2Sth, Tilt' Art of Li~·i11g; ~m-. 

-tth. 7'/ii' .J!twlillO.: ~~/ Rilual; 1 rth, Tvuc P!ti!!IJ!I!tropy. 

FRFIJ. J. DrcK. c,,n7·,·no· . 

.:\OTJCE. 

Tm' Pnhli~hcrs IRI:ill Tm:osur·rrr:..;T will pa~- rs. each for copies of 
.:\os. I. 2. ,). -+· ·"'' \"\)!. III. lRrc;lf Trn:oSU!'l!IST. and for .:\o. I, \"ol. n·. 
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"THE Bl-L\G.~ V.~D GITA" r::-.;- PR.~CTICAL LIFE. 

(Continued from p. J.) 

THE despondency of Arjuna has, however, another aspect, if we 
take Arjuna as a type of man in all ages and periods. \\·e come at last 
to the same human complexion, b:.tt it varies at different times and 
under the action of various karmic agencies. \Vhere one laments, 
another is found rejoicing, and the obstacle which crushes the one is a 
zest and a stimulus to his fellow. The Gtt<i, dealing as it does with the 
human unit, applies to e\·ery type, exhibits human nature in all phases 
of action and evolution, moved by .every motive known to the human 
heart. In the pages of the sacred book each one may find himself, and 
not only his transitory self, but the wider interpretation thereof, a clue 
to something more di\·ine, to a more interior nature. \Ve expect-if 
the book be sacred in any true sense-to be met by a suggestion of 
that in ourselves of which we are dimly conscious, the radiant shape of 
our hopes and dreams. The Gitti should not merely exhibit man 
facing his destiny with despair in his eyes. Any writer of moderate 
eloquence can move us at this point, and we ourselves ha\·e shed 
luxurious tears for ourselves. The Gitd fulfils our expectations. It 
meets us, as it were, at the bridge of our nature and even while show­
ing it as it now is, shows it also in transit to a diviner life. Man 
e\·oh·ing. man in actual movement, ::mel not man crystallized, is the 
subject of its song. 

On:r and abo\·e those numerous aspects into which we may read 
ourselves and the common lot of our especial type:, will always be 
found an aspect applicable to all men, one universal. one dealing with 
the higher possibilities, the more interior nature, and it is in this aspect 
that we find the clue to our own wider field of Being-. This aspect is 
paramount in the de,;pnn<lency of Arjuna. Above everything else, 
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when all else is s.1itl and done, all other meanings found by each and 
applied to his in<li\·idual case. in final analysis Arjuna stands fur man 

at the bridge. man about to pa,.;:; from very human to \·ery human­
didne. 

At this point there is one re,.;pect in \\·hich mankind ne\·er \·aries. 

\Vhen the human mind. weary at la,.;t of the unemling material phan­
ta,.;magoria, turn,.; from the seen and the sen,.;es. from the tireless o,.;cil­

lations of plea"ure and pain to seek something deeper, somethin~ more 
quiet, some peace a hint of \\·hich has flown past upon the air, there is 
then one step which all must take alike, one mental attitude into \\·hich 
all must fall. That soul which turns irrevocably to the interior paths 
of life does so hcc::tnse the pnin of the world has mm·ed it to the depths 

of its being. Before this point is re~\ched the minds of men play to 
and fro before the small old p:1th; they come and go; they pla\· at 
becoming occultists, at entering the hidden ways of the soul. But nut 
after this point: that, once reached, is final, because it has been reached, 
not by the mind. lmt by the soul. The inner he:1rt has aw::ckencd, its 

beat is est::cblished. The soul h::cs faced its own deeps and :J.t the pro­
foundest point has learned that the \Vhole is itself; that it feeb pain or 
plea,.; nrc because it is bound up in the common human herit:J.ge: a m:1n 
left for :1 lifetime to complete solitude would neither seek for joy nor 
flee from sorrow. Living among hi::. fellows, life after life, he find,.; that 
hi,.; every act and thonght are related to some other human being: he 

comes rrt last to cease to suffer as an animal, nnheeding the pain of 
other,;. knowing nuthing nf the ethical bearin~s of pleasure :llld gr:.ef. 

\\'e find the nobler animals, the more highly e\·olvecl, and some \\·hich 
ha\·e hacl close contact with nnn for ;;everal generation,;. showing sym­

path\· with the pain of their O\\·n kind and e\·en dumbly entreating the 
aid of man for that pain. Sympatby, in its essence, is the memory­

or the experience through the imagination-of a similar sufferin~. 

\\'hen the human mind has worked. through all the forms of joy and 

sormw. there come" a life and a moment when the pain of the m::mi­
festccl world is mas,;ecl before its view. :\loved to an infinite comp:l:i­
simi, forgetful of ib personal lot. it goes out in a flood of tenclernes;; 
and sorrow for the pain which no man can assuage or end. It i,; unable 

to endure the ,.;ic:;ht: it cries out for power to ai<l. for understanding of 
the problem, for right knowledge of right :lction. Then, and then 
only, the man resoln::s to become more th:m a man, for in that be­
coming lie:; his only me:111~ of helping. The angnish of J. worl<l in 
tra\·:1il has torn him out of himself. His tears :lre g;i\·en to the gre:1t 

snm of sorrow: his 111 ind acknmdeclges its own inacleq \!:ley: the .~Teat 
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heart of pity wakes within him; lu: feels, rather than knows, that to 
abide in that pitiful yearning is to give some help. ht: knows not what. 
he only knows that this is Lo\·e, and Love is all too rarely gi\·etL Even 
while he sinks in grief and in his despondency thinks he can do no 
more. yet the impersonality of his lament has callt:cl the attention of 
the spirit; the Di\·ine stoops to him; It communes with his awakened 
soul in that unspoken language which alone upholds the heart. 

There is that of the higher life in the despondency of Arjuna, that 
he grie\·es but little for himself. Yet is he still unwise, still purely 
human, in that he grieves at all. But grief for all that lin.:s is of 
another pole of force from that enfeebling, enervating emission of self­
pity which renders slack (in time to paralyze) the sphere of man. Pity 
for another's woe tends not downward, is not inactive nor unfruitful: 
there is hope at the heart of it; will is the core of it; it seeks to help, 
it _t•carns, e\·en while no means of helping are descried; it calls aloud 
to Life and Time; it has a voice that hea\·ens must hear and answer. 
Such pity, tense and vibrant, hath power to summon that sacred order 
of Bt:ing which is the consecrated ministrant of the world. Its 
hierarchs hear aml. answer, pointing the way from helpless sorrow to 
an ever-•:tcreasing helpfulness and joy in sen·ice. 

The man who has once reached this point enters the holy war 
never to clra\v back again. He may fail. He may hesitate. He may 
recei\·e a mortal wound within the heart and life after life may find him 
the prisoner of that wound. weakened or stunned by it, fearing to ven­
ture into the combat or indulging in foolish strife which is not the holy 
war; but still, in one or another way, he gives battle. He must do so; 
aspiration has become a law of his nature; he cannot free himself from 
that upward tendency; he has entered the stream and must pass on ward 
with its current into that wider life whose trend is to the shoreless sea. 

It is in this sense, I take it, that a wise writer has said that the 
"abyss" lay behind Arjuna. It is that abyss which separates man, the 
animal. from godlike man. It would seem to be a mental abyss. The 
mind would appear to have un(lergone ,;ome alchemy, some mysterious 
melting and fusing and recombining which has thrown out the most 
personal dross. Once this has happened. the man mnnvt return to tht: 
animal, just as he cannot return to the vegetable or the mineral; the 
gates of a kingdom, of a realm of ::\ature, have closed behind him ; he 
must onward in the eternal procession of soul. Only the soul, only 
that divine spark whose very essence is harmony, can thus respond to 
the pain of the material world, a pain which is the a b,;ence of harmo11y, 
a re,;ponsiye ,;nrrow which i,; compa,;sinn',; self. \Ve should not always 
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be the thralls of p:1in could we but realize that it has no real existence; 

pain i,.; only the absence of harmony. 

This point of compassion is on'~ to which all minds must come at 

last-a/ last. It is a far cry for some of ns. In eastern writing~ it is 

typified as the loo,.;ing of the knot of the heart. and it is spoken of as a 
secret .-ery difficult to knmv. Difficult though it he. it is yet to be clone. 

and as eYeryone can ha,;ten (or· retard l hi,; own e\·olution, we can bring 

ahont this point for onr,;eh·es. Each time a personal pang is felt we 
can a:-;k ourseh·es: .. To what doe; thi,.; suffering correspm1d i11 the 

wider experience of the world? Hath anyone suffered thus beion: me? 

HaYe any tear,., been shed here by another?,. Soon there rises before 

us the unestimated. the a\\·ful sum of misery. \\'e are appalle'l at its 

greatness. Before this flood our puny griefs go clo\Yn and in their 

stead we come to :"ee the world freighted with angui,.;h, Xature herself 
i11 horrid tra,·ail. the :\Iin<l of the world giYing birth to false COlJcep­

tions, all ,;t:lg-cs uf the uni,·erse awaiting man as sa,·iour ancl deli,·erer; 

that man, son of gods. which all men may become. It i,; a m:\lllwocl 

trnly divine in that no one is :shut ont from it except by hi:o mn1 con­

scious determination. :K o trap is laid; all X atnre li,.;ps the secret; 

eyery age hints at it; an inner harmony incessa11tly repeats it; en:ry 

silence is broken by the song of it and the hihles of en:ry race cry out: 

"Arise. Arjnna! Thine is the king(lom ;mel the pm\·er am! the 

g-lory. when once thou ,;halt ha\·e said, 'Thy will be done.'" 

]eLI.\ W. L. KEH~IITLEY. 
(Tv be conli11ucd.) 

THE CHILDHOOD OF .\POLLO. 

IT \\·:1,; lone; ago, so lon;s· th:1t only the:: spirit of earth remc·mhers 

truly. The old shepherd Titlwnins sat before the door or hi,; hut 

\Yaitiug for his grambon to return. He watched \Yith drowsy eye,; the 

eve gather and the \HJocb and mountains grow clark on:r the isles-the 

isles of ancient Greece. It was Greece before its day of beauty. and 

day wa,; ne\·er lm·elier. The cloudy blossom,; of ,;moke curling np\Yard 

from the Yalle\· sparkled a \Yhile high np in the sunlit air. a vague 

memorial of the world of men belmL Frum that too the colonr 

vauished and those other lig-hts began to shine which to some are the 
only lights of day. The skies droope,] close upon the mountains aud 

the sih·er seas, like a vast face brooding· with intentnes,;: there was en­

chantment. mystery anti :1 li\·ing· motion in its depths, the presence of 
all-pen·adinc; 7:en,.; enfoldin~· hi~ ,;tarry children with the clark rarliance 

of ~ether. 
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"Ah!" murmured the olcl man, looking np\\'arcl, "once it was 
li\·ing; once it spoke to me. It spe:1ks not now, but it speaks to others 
I know-to the child \vho looks and longs and trembles in the dewy 
night. \Vhy does he linger no\\"? He is beyond his honr. "'-\h, there 
now are his footsteps 1 " 

A boy came up the \·alley dri,·ing the grey flocks which tumbled 
before him in the darkness. He lift,_:d his young face for the shepherd 
to kiss. It was alight with ecstasy. Tithonius looked at him in wonder. 
A light golden an<l sih·ery rayed all about him so lhat his delicate 
ethereal beauty seemed set 111 a star \vhich followe<l his dancing foot­
steps. 

"How bright your eyes!" the old man said. f:d tering with sudden 
awe. '·\Vhy do your white limbs shine with mo•mt!re light?" 

"Oh. father." s:1id the boy Apollo, ·'I am g-lad for e\·erything is 
li\·ing tu-uight. The e\·ening is all a voice and 11\:JJJ\' voices. \Vhile 
the flocks were browsing night g:Jth·c:red about me; I saw within it an<l 
it was li,·ing everywhere: and all together. the wind with dim-blown 
tresses, 
breath. 
Heart,' 

odour, incense aml secret-Lllling dew, mingled in one warm 
It whispered to me and called me ·Child of the Stars,' 'De\\"­

ancl 'Soul of Fire.' Oh. f:rther, as I came up the valley the 
voices followed me \Yith song; e\·erything mnnnnred lm·e: e\·en the 
daffodils nodding i11 the oliYe gloom grew golden at my feet. anll a 
ftm,·er ,,-ithin my heart knew of the stiil S\\·c:et secret of the flowers. 
Li,-,tcn. listen'" 

There \\·ere n1ices in the night, voices as of ,.;tar-r:1ys descending. 

""\",lz,· flu· ruof-trcc of the midllit.;lil .,pnadill;; 

Buds in ti!nm, _!!,TIOI aud b/111': 

Frc'lll <Yilr its mystic odours s!t,·ddi11g, 

Cluid, ult )'Ozt." 

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

""Vo7i' !Ill' buried stars botcatlt the mounlahts 

And !Itt cz·alcs tl11.·ir !(fi' rtilt'ii', 

jdling nzin/Joz,· L>/o,mts ji·om tiny ji11tniains, 

Clzild. ji!l· you. 

".·Is <,•it/tin our quid <ea/,'1·.\ jla.i.iillt.; 

S !til and moon and stars :, 'I :·it'<,·. 

S,, !Itt lo<dhli'ss <!/ !ik is glassing, 

Child, in J'0/1. 
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"In lite diamond air the su11-star ,qlozei11:; 

Up its )lathered radiall(i' thrcze: 

.--ill !hi' )1 zed g/oJ=J· //l(rt' z,·a.,·jlozi'ing. 

Child. ,1;,,. f''u. 

".I lid the fir. di:·i;~t· in all tltill.!i'S b!lrllillg 

} 'earns ji1r lwmc and r!'st a;tcz,•, 

Fn>m ils ;,·a!tdl'riugs ,l(rr again rdllrllillg. 

Clti!d, to )'Oil." 

"Oh, ,·oices. \'Oices," cried the child. ··what you srry I kilO\\' not, 
hut I my back love for !on:. Father, what is it they tell me) They 

embosom me in light :tn<l I am br away en:n though I hold your 
hancl." 

"The gods are about us. He~n·en mingles with earth." srrid 
Tithonius trembling. •· Let us go ::o Diotimrr. She has grown \Yise 
brooding t(;r many a yerrr \\'here the great crr,·e,; lead to the underworld. 

She sees the bright ones a,; the1· 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 noclcled at them. These were the hamadn·ad souls of the \\'Ootl. 

They were bathed in tender colours and shimmering lights draping 
them from root to leaf. A. murmur came from the heart of everyone, a 
low enchantment breathing joy and peace. It grew allll S\Yellecl until 
at last it seemed as if throng-It a myriad pipes that Pan the earth-spirit 

was fluting his mag·ical crcati1·e son~;. 
They found the ca\-e of Diutima co\·eretl by vines and tangled 

straiter,; at the end of the islam! where the clark green woodland rose 
np from the waters. Tithonins paused. for he dreaded this mystic 
prophete,.;s, but a voice from within called them: "Come in, child of 
light; come in. old shepherd. I know 1\'hy you seek me." They 

entered, Tithonius trembling 11·ith more fe:1r than before. A. tire was 
blazing in :1 n:Tess of the c:n·ern and h~· it ,;at a maje:-;tic fi~ure robed 

in purple. She wac; b"nt 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 

.~azing into hi,; face. "s,J this frail form i:-; to he the home of the god. 
The gods chouse wisely. The1· take no \\·arrior wild. no mig·ht\· hero 
to lw their lnes~enger to llll'll, bnt crown this .~entle head. Tdl me-



"TO DIE. TO SLEEP.'' 

you dre::un-ha\·e you ever seen a light from the sun falling upon you 
in your slumber? No, but look now; look upward." As she spoke 
she wa;-ed her hands 0\'er him, and the c~n·ern with its dusky roof 
seemed to melt away, and beyond the heaven,; the heaven of heavens 
lay dark in pure tranquillity, a quiet which was the very hu,;h of being. 
In an instant it vanished and over the zenith broke a \\'onderful light. 
"See now," cried Diotima, "the ancient Be~mty! Look how its petals 
expand and what comes forth from its heart!" A vast and glowing 
breath, mutable and opalescent, spread itself between he~n·en and earth, 
and out of it slowly de,;cending a radiant form like a go<l',;. It drew 
nigh radiating lights, pure, beautiful and starlike. It stood for a 
moment by the child and placed its hand on his head. ancl then it was 
gone. The old shepherd fell upon his face in awe, while the boy stoml 
breathles,; and entranced. 

"Go nnw," said the sybil, ''I can teach thee naught. Nature her­
self will adore you and sing through you her lm·eliest song. But, ah. 
the light you hail in joy you shall impart in tears. So from age to age 
the eternal Beauty bows itself down amid sorrows that the children of 
men may not forget it, that their anguish may be transformed smitten 
through by its fire.'' 

.. TO DIE, TO SLEEP." 

To sl~::p: perchance to <lr::am, ay, ther~'s the ruh: 

For in that sleep of death what tlr::ams may come 
\\'hen we ha\·e shuffie<l off this mortal coil, 
l\Iust gi\·e us pause. 

IT is the fashion nowadays to attribute all good things to the great 
ancients, and to say that whate\·er is done excellently by the men of 
to-clay is only reminiscence, or mere borrowing. \Veil, there is truth 
in this; very much, perhaps, more than most people imagine. 

Yet we need not say that Shakespeare had a certain passage of the 
"Cpanishads in mind when he wrote Hamlet's famous and oft misquoted 
soliloquy; nor again that the Sage Yajnavalkya was guilty of plagiarism 
by anticipation-the phrase is an excellent one-from the prince of 
Denmark, when we see exactly the same thought and inspiration in the 
way they deal with life in the abo<les of Death. Before touching on 
the teaching of the Gpanishads as to the life after death, one is tempted 
to ath·ert to the fact we have hinted at, that this pas,;age in Hamlet is 
as often qnoted \Yrong-ly as rightly. And as too mnch resistance to 
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temptation 1s apt to breed spiritual pride, we shall succumb in the 

pre:'lent instance. and :;lightly digres,;. 

To begin \Yith. that phrase "the mortal coil'' is const::mtl,· mh­

understood. The misconception is that the mortal coil is thec earthl:-· 

body, which is to be shuffled off, as a snake shuffles off its slough. But 
"coil" in Shakespeare means something quite different; it means 
almost exactly the same as turmoil or tumult; as, for instance. in T/t,· 

Ton p n· t : 

•· \\'ho \\·as so finn, so constant, that thi:s coil 

\\'uulcl not infect his reason'" 

So that the" mortal coil" is the "deadly tumnlt" of earthly life. and 
not the physical hclcly at all. 

Then :1gain. hu\\' many people \Yho arc ready to quote, "To be. or 
not to he." could paraphrase correctly the line immecliately after what 

we quoted at the: outset: 

"There's the respect 

That makes calamity of so long life." 
Long life may be a calamity, most people will say, though \\'ithout 

com·iction, but why should it be respected? But the rea! meaning is, 
of course, that "this is the consideration that makes people submit to 

calamity so long"; the consideration being, of course, the dreams that 

may come in the sleep of death. 
Aml this brings us at last to the th<mght of the l'panishads about 

the parae! i,;e between death and rebirth. The idea is, that there are 

three: kinde; of pc:ople; those who die with tenclencies upward only, 
and, h~l\·ing· thus nothing to bring them back tu the earth, are not 

relHml ag-ain. ''They pass on," says the fine imagery of the 'Lpani­

shad~. ·· h:· the sun-door and enter into the Eternal." 
Then there are those who, on the contrary. ha\·c only earthly ten­

dencies; nothing to lift them upwards at all, nothing to take them 

a\\'ay for a \\·hile from this mortal coil and tumult. They are imme­
diately born again into the world. 

But to either of these classes only few belong; the jn,;t men made 

perfect. to the one; the profe,;sors of the physical sciences-a mystic 
friend of mine says-to the other. So that the whole of mankind. 

almost. ha\·e tendencies partly up\\·:trcl. partly downward. Thc:ir ten­
dencies clCJ\\·nwarcl-their dreams of the dinner,; thc:y h~n·e eaten and 

hope: t<J e:tt. an<l other dreams, the contran· pr•Jp<l:-;itions to which are 

to be: found in the Decalogue-are the kndc:ncic:s that mnst ultimately 
bring· th.::n \nck to earth, bc:canse no\\·here th:lt one knO\\'S of, except 
in this c<nl!C<Jrtahk wnrlll of our,;, could the~e dc:-;ircs be satisfi.:ll. 



''TO DIE, TO SLEEI'. 

There may be fire,; in "the other place." but we han.: never heard that 
they are used to cook dinner,; for the inhabitants. 

But all mankind, to do humanity justice, have soub above dinners, 
at least in lucid in ten·ab. Cali ban was not very exalted-would indeed 
have worked damage to the Decalogue with reli,;h-yet e\·en Calihan 
says: 

"Sometime,; a thousand twangling instrumenb 
\Vill hum about mine ear,;, and sometimes voices 
Tlw.t, if I then had waked after long- sleep, 
\\'ill make me sleep again; and then. in dreaming, 
The clouds methought \vrmld open :mrl ,;lww riches 
Ready to drop upon me, that, wh..:n I \\·aked 
I cried to dream again." 

Thus Caliban; and Caliban, as BnJ\Yning has taught us, is a theo­
logical type. And if Caliban, then why not any man) For indeed we 

all have divine dreams now and then, and would have more of them 
were it not for those professors of th·~ physical sciences-at least so says 
my friend the mystic. 

\Vell, all these diYine dreams are forces, no more to be cheated of 
their fullest expansion than the forces dear to our friends the physical 
professors; and in the sleep of death they get their opportunity to work 
unimpeded. The finest passage in the Upanishads that deals with this 
thought is thi,.;: 

"This Self i,; tl1e inner light in the heart, con,.;ciousness, spirit, 
remaining e\·er the same, this Self enters both worlds, and is as if 
thinking. as if lllO\'ing. \Vhen the man falls asleep. the Self tran­
scend,; this world. transcends the thiug,; of death. For when the man 
is born and enters the body, he is enwrapped and invoh'ed in e\·il 
things. Bnt a,.;cending again when he dies, he puts off evil things"­
pu ts off. in fact, the tendencies we have spoken of as the contraries of 

the Decalogue. 
"For of the man. of the spirit, there are two ahodes-thi,; world and 

the other world; and the world that unites the two is the dream-world. 
"And when he is in the world that unites the other two, he beholds 

them both, this world and tht.: other world; and according to what ht.: 
has attained in the other world, coming to that attainment he behold,; 

things e\·il or things blissful. 
"AllC! when he falb asleep, taking hi,.; mat<~ri:J.!s from this all­

containing world. cutting the wood him,;elt, and building himself, as it 
\\'ere. by hi,; own shining, hy his own light-\\·hen ht.: thns falb asleep, 
he i,.; his m\·n lig·ht. 
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··There are' no chariot:; nor hor:-;e~ nur nDcb there, so he himself 

puts forth chariots ~mel horses aJl(l roads ; there are no joys, rejoicing:­

or enjoyments there. so he him,;elf puts forth joys, rejoicin:c;s. enjuy­

ment,.;; there are no ,;pring,; or streams or ponds there. so he puts forth of 

him,.;elf springs and ,.;treams and ponds, for he is the maker. the creator." 
Here. as in many other passagc:s of the Fpanishad,.;. we are gin~n 

an analogy which is the golden key to the paradise of those who ha\·e 
gone forth from life: the only key that we can ha\·e while \\·e are shut 

in ]),- ntn pre . .;utt limitations of kno\Yledg-e. 

The kc·\· i, this: life after death. for thoc;e who are to be born again. 

is a bright :tnd radiant dream: a fairy palace. of ,,·lticlt each one is the 
builder. a,; in dreams; he takes the nnkrial from this all-containing 

\\·orl'l. and h:l\·ing cut the \\·oocl himself. is him,.;elf the builder. working 
h~· the light. ]J,- the shining of the immurtal Self. 

c\nd ju~t a~ in dream," the seen. a,; seen he belwlLb again: what 

\\·as heard he hears again : an,! \rhat was enjoyed by the other power,;, 

he enjoys again by the other powers: the seen and the unseen. heard 
and unheard, enjoyed and unenjoyed. real and unreal. he sees it all; as 
all he sees it." The magician. in paradise as in dreams. is the creati\·e 
or formatiYe imagination; the magician's materials are clr:nnt from the 

experiences of this ill-containing world. According to the mea,.;ure of 
a man's aspirations is the scenery of his paradise; according to his 
spiritn:d unfolding ,,·ill he be surronndecl lJ,- sen~uous delights, or, 

rising- :tbo\·e them. will he enter into un \·eilul ,·ision of the Eternal. 

In the \Yonb of the Cp:mishad: Acconling to his spiritual culture, 
according· t<J his g:tin, to \\·hat he has attained in the ::;piritual world. he 

beholds t!ting·s 1Jli:-;sful or e\·il, that is. scJbUOlh and earthly. 

,\11 his spirittLll aspirations, all the cli,·ine nwntutts of life where 
he has risl'n ab()\T the material longings of the nuterial world to some­

thing higher, holier, more real; e,·ery act of g--:ntle charity. of high 
heroi,;m. of self-forgetfulness-thi,; is his "attainment in the other 

\Yorlcl." his spiritnal earnings. his "treasure in heaven." These fair 
aspirations and intuitions_ are hrces-the most potent forces in life: 

they are quite strictly mk<l by the law that conserves all forces, and 
qnite strictly work themseln~s out in fnlle,;t fruition in p:uacli,;e. 

\\'e see preciseiy the s:une la\\. ruling the world of dreatn: as a 

man's im:tgining.s. so are his dreanh: f<>r the ;-;en:;n:t!, sensnal: for the 

pure:. pnre. .\nd those wh<)se aspiration,; are fixed. in waking. on the 

shininc: Eternal. do really. through clrc:un. enter into the life of the 
EteriJ:tl. :tnd cotne back to \\'rlkillg li1·c· radiant \Yith a lig·ht that ne\·er 
\\':\:-- ( )]] L Ill d ()j' "l':\. 
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.-\ftcr sleep comes awaking-. The shinin~ intuitiuns and aspirations 

ha\·e reached their fullest fruition. "Therefore he \Yhose radiance 
has become quiescent, is reborn throug-h the impulses il!(l\n:lling in 

mind." 
Or, to com·ey the same truth in ::he richer, fuller, and more poetical 

language of another Upanishad, the passage from death to rcbi rth is 
this; when the man's soul goes forth from life, "what he has known 
and what he has done, and the in,.;ig'Jt he ha,.; already gainecl, take him 

by the hand : 

''Then. just as a caterpillar. going to thc e11d of a blade of grass, 

lay,; hold 011 another and lifts himself U\'er tl) it: so this Self, after 
laying aside the body and putting off the things uf this world of un­

wi,;dom. )a,·,; hold of his other attainment and lifh himself onc:r to it. 
".-\ncl ju:;t a,; a goldsmith, taking the g<Jld of one fair work. makes 

of it anuther nc:w and fairer form; so thi,; SelL aftc:r laying aside the 

body and putting off the things of this worlll of unwis<lom. makes for 

himself another new and fairer form, like the form of the Fathers or 
the celestial nymphs or the god,; or the Lord of being-s or the great 

E\·olver. or the form of other beings. 

"For this Self is the Eternal ; it has as its forms consciousness, 
emotion, vital breath. the po\Yers of seeing and hearing, the potencies 

of earth, the waters, breath, the shining ether. light: of desire and 
frectlom from cksire, of wrath and freedom from 1\'ralh. of the la\\· aucl 

freedom from the law; it takes on e\·ery form. Ancl as its form is here 
belnw. ,;n i:-; its form in the other world. 

'· Accurding as a man has worketl ancl \\·alkccl. ,;o he becomes: he 

who has worked highly becomes high, he who h~ts worked e\·il becomes 
e\·il : throug-h holy works he becomes h<Jly: through evil. e\·il. 

''For they say indeed 'the Spirit i:-; formccl of desire: and accord­

ing to his desire. so is his will; anll according to his will, so are his 
works; and whate\·er works he \Yorks, to that he goes.' As the \·erse 

says: 'He. tied through his work. goes to whate\·er form his mind i:-; 

set on.' 
"And after gaining the reward of his work, whate\·er hc doc:-, hcrc, 

he returns again from the other world to this world of work." 

Here. then, iu the words of the Upanishads themseh·es. and. for 

the most p:trt. from the same Upanishad that cont:tin;-; the story of the 
kingly Rajpnt sagc. Pravilhana son of Jihala. we ha,·c the answer to all 

his qncstions. at le:l:it so far as they reier to the way of rebirth and the 
paradise :lfter death that man enters to clre:1111 awhiJ,·. before he is horn 
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Born again-to reality? Say, rather, from one dream to another. 
"Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting'' ; or, to quote again the 
greatest poet of them all : 

" \Ve are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep." 

A DAWN SOXG. 

\VHir.E the earth is dark and grey 
How I laugh wjthin: I kno\\· 

In my breast what ardours gay 
From the morning overflow. 

Though the cheek be white and wet 
In my heart no fear may fall : 

There my chieftain leads, and yet 
Ancient battle-trumpets call. 

Bend on me no hasty frown 
If my spirit slight your cares: 

Snnlike still my joy looks down 
Changing tears to heamy airs. 

Think me not of fickle heart 
If with joy my bosom swells 

Though your ways from mine depart : 
In the true are no farewells. 

\Vhat I love in you I find 
Everywhere. A friend I greet 

In each flower and tree and wind­
Oh, but life is sweet. is sweet. 

\Vhat to you are boits and bars 
Are to me the hands that guide 

To the freedom of the stars 
Where my golden kinsmen hide. 

From my mountain-top I view: 
Twilight's purple flower is gone, 

And I send my song to yon 
On the level light of dawn. 

C. J. 

.-E. 
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"THE VIRTl.ES TI-L\T DO :-.IOST EASILY BESET US." 

( Co11dudt'd from p. n).) 

YET another hindering Yirtue, the virtue of energy. How many 
··rush out, to do, to do,'' fearfnl le~t the wave of force in which they 

have been participating shonlcl pa"s oyer them, leaving no results to 
mark ih acti<lll in their hearb. Tl1ey fin,] the world much as it was 

before this great baptism of spiritual energy took pl:tce. No new work 
h::b sprung up a;-; a test for their fiddity or their enthusiasm-nothing 
sm·e. perhap,.;, some small duties too unplt.::asant or too triYial to be 

reckoned as part of the "work of the thensophical movement." And 
then they sit them down and despair. bccau~e of their manifest unfit­

ne,.;s to he entru;-;tecl \Yith tasks for the good of mankind. One thought 

for such virtue-laden soub. some of whom may be the \·cry back-bone 

of the c::mse. \Vho is really working, they or the force behind things? 
.\nd \Yhich part of them \Yorks be;;t and most effectually-the onter 

personality, or the inner man. who is ever in touch with the real, 

divine worker? 

Here again comes in the mess:1ge of the new cycle. Tune your 
hearts to harmony, and all the \\·ork will be done that is required of 

yon. \\-e are not asked to labour b,~yond ··the kn:l of the clay's most 
quiet need." If no outward task falb to our h:uHls at once \\·e may 

work. perhap,.;, quite as efficaciouS::y by offcrin~· to the true worker 
within th the ~.·ill to work. By so doing \\·e strengthen his hands. 
That i,.; all \\·c can do, at the be,.;t; for the impel! in~· !iJrce of the most 

succes,.;fnl is from him, and no oth<~r. Xu worker commits a greater 
mi,.;take than by supposing that his per~onality originates or accom­

plishes anything. 

Yet another thing that is sometimes lost sight of hy the 0\·er­
arclent. Theosophical work does not confine itself to propagating 

Theosophy. It includes the whole duty and activity of man. in what­
e\·er department of life hi,; karma places him. None uf n;-; 1 ;-;~n·e in a 
phenomenally hot summen arc e\·er for a moment inacti\·e. \\.hither 
are all these acti,·itic:; ten din~·? }.[est of them come in the conr;-;e of a 

day's en·nt~. are so much flotsam fltlli~- h:· the aimle;-;s wa\-es of daily 
happening,; on the shore of our petty li1·es. Since they form a part of 

thl' onler of things they 111ay, assureclh·. ha\·e a place in a Theosophist's 
thl'<>sophic:d 11·ork. If Krislma saic:: to :1 ck,;p,nHling cli,;ciple, "Bring 
me th1· bilnrc·~." ,,.,. m:ty well add abo. "Brine; me th1· trifle,;." 
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I clo~e with the enumeration of H:t another virtnc: which does, 

indeed. mo,.;t ea,;ily he,;ct lh. the 1·irtne of ideali,.;m. \\'c are all vc:ry 

iclc:~lli,.;tic people. very ideali,;tic in<kecl. And the re,.;t of the world is 

not so at all, \Yhich is often tryiu~- to the limited patience of a hum~111 

nature that is so made tl1:1t it c:m1HY: see two side,; of a subject at once 

,,·ithout ,.;quinting. \\'e \Yant t<l obey the only condition of the ncw 

cycle. and get into harmony \\'ith a \\·orlrl with which we are often dis­

tinctly out of harmony, p<trtly from its unpardonable hilnrc tu untlcr­

staml or apprecia teo us. 

This i:c rc:1lh· an impnrtaut m<ttter. for the: g-rc::tt ah~ence of brother­

hood among ll:' in the past ha,; bee:1, to no small mc:l:-iure, due to our 

terrible cxce~,; of ideality. Xothin.~ ,;hort of pcrfection in our brothers, 

::lllcl pcrfecti<Jn :lL'Conling- to our own con1wtation of the term. would 

suil1L·e fur the exerci,;e on onr part of cn:n orclinan· tolerance. It is 

timL: \\·e c:tmc clmn1 from ,.;uch high altitll<ks. 

Harmony, as I understand the \\'orcl, is a perfect comprehension or 

every individual soul. It is something more than a feelin.c; z;·i!!t-rather 

it is feeling plus an intelligent knowledge. Only a ~Ia,.;ter i:-; pcrfectly 

hannoniou,.;; but all who Yie\\' that high condition from afar ha1·L: to 

aim at becoming so. It is a good practice to stop questions about the 

actual state of development of thi,.; person and that, and ju:-;t mL:ntalh· 

to place oneself in their outer co\'t:·ings, and feel \\'hat it i:-; like to he 

them. Then Olll' Cl:~beS to \\'OIHlcr or t() dccbi m at anything one find,.; 

in them: onte nmlcrstands, because 011l: has !JL!'11 them for thL: !lloment. 

c'l.t the prL:~cnt stage, a\·eragc htHn~111ity has a l1111Ch greater need to 

he fl'lt \\·ith ancl ttllcler,;tood than to be: "d"nc g()(Jd to." Is it not so 

also \Yith Thu>:-'ophisb. 1\'ho would, I suppu,;e. Ccd a little t\\·inge of 

injured pride it they were cla,.;secl in ex::ctly the same category as those 

among· \dliilll thcy \\'ish to work? \\'e all kilO\\" !10\\' we \\'ann towards 

those persons who arc: kind enongh to be interested in our outer li1·e,;, 

as well as our inner: how much more, then, i:o :ouch ,;ympath\· appre­

ciated by those whose outcr life i,.;, at present. the only part of ti!L:m­
,;ch·es that is consciously acti\·e) \\' e \Yill, then. take peoplc as \\·e find 

them. rather than a:.;.-accorcling to our exalted idealism, till:.\' (Jttg·ht to 

be. I am beginning to donbt if tlwre i,; really an "ot1ght" in any dc­

partment of :::\ature that is not daily being fulfilled. Suppo,;ing, one 

higi1 (h:·. \\·e \\'L:rl: :dl to clisco1·er by upene<l eye,... that the \\·hole \\'orld 

hac; only heel!. thrrn1gh all its dark, cli:-;trc,.;sful pin~c,... \\·hat it o{Jght to 

ha\-L' hccn at L::tch succe:;si\·e moment) I do not ,.;ay it i,; so. hut, 
Sllj >po,.;i ng ---) 

H:nm,,n,-. thL:Il, is the kc\'l!Ok ot' tl!t" llt.:\1. c'\Tlc-. tilL: ouly pr;ncipk 
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by \vhich human action is henceforth to be guided and bound. Brother­
hood. and the work that is an outcome of brotherhood; not on one 
plane only. and in one· direction. bnt on all planes that make up the 
universe, and in e\·ery department that manifests itself as an integral 
part of the \\·or!d, this is the rati,JJzalc of the Theosophical Society, and 
the ratit))[a/c, abo, of e\·ery mo\·ement tint has for its object the de­
velopment of the race. 

CH.\RI.OT'rE E. \\" OODS. 

THE POWER OF THOCGHT. 

FRmr the silent and far-distant past there come to us great philo­
sophies, great religions, slwwing that in the ancient times questions 
relating to man and the universe occupied the minds of the people then 
as much. if not more, than they do at the present clay. Judging from 
what we read of their schools of initiation. they possessed a deep know­
ledge of the mysteries of life; knowledge which they imparted to those 
who were \Yilling and ready to recei,-e it. \\'hy we are so ignorant 
when we h:we, and ah\·ays ha\·e had, great teachings, is a very natural 
question to arise in the min d. It \Votlld seem as if there is still some­
thing unde\·eloped in our own natures, something which would enable 
us to take a<h·antage of the teachings placed within our reach. 

This something is thought, into which the life and nature of the 
teaching can incarnate. :\Iany true things may be said, great teachings 
may be Yery near us, but our incapability of ullllerstanding make them 
to us either untrue or non-existent. 

In studying thought through self-analysis one is forced, I think. to 
recognize that the energy which giYes life to our thought comes from 
that in us which discriminates. One of the attributes of the discrimi­
nating faculty is that it can synthesize years of experience into one 
synthetic impression. These synthetic impressions are the bestowers 
of intelligence to each thought. Each thought then becomes the 
,-ehicle of the power and reality of itself. 

Any ci,·ilization shows the collective intelligence of its units. The 
more each unit kn>w,; the greater and gt·an<ler will be that building. 
That the present ci,·iliz~ttion h::ts not reached idealistic heig-ht,; i,; shown 
by the appeal that i~ nnck to some unknown. in,·isible power to lead 
us to a better st::tte of existence. 

If the present ciYilization is the product of certain thought,;, we 
see the result of a law in its visible effects. The re,;ult,; and effects are 
so tang-ihle th:1t \Ye cannot \"ery well ig-nore them. hut of course we may 
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refu,.;e to trace them to their origin and cause. But the fact remains 
that our thoughts han: had the pmncr to produce such results. They 
did not come about in some mysterious miraculous way. They arc the 
plain, practical. and ine1·itablt..: effects fo)J,Jwing the indi,-i,lualized 

thoughts ancl clc,.;ires arising in the human mind. And it would seem 
hut comnllm-scrhe to think that any chan,ge must come about in a 

practical, common-sense \Yay, that of thinking thoughts of the same 
nature as the civilization we wish to li\·e in. 

In thought \Ye all come to a place of blankness. ancl from that point 

we trust. Ocrr minds seem to be like circles ,,·hich \'ary mnch in cir­

cumference. Su111e people will face this bl:lllkllc,.;s at a shorter 1listance 
from the centre than othcr:i. "·\nd so we ha,·e the ordinary mortal. 

great thinkers and philosophers, and beings who in theosophical litera­
ture are called masters. the initiates who at stated periods giYe out the 
religion:; of the world. Either masters, the great initiates in e\'el"}· age, 
are wi,.;er th:111 we are. or they are not. That is a cleci,.;ion arri\-cd at by 

each unit. E:tch unit who clecid.::s that they are \viser will tnht more 
or \e,;::; to thc..:ir :;tatements :1oont life and nature, which is beyond their 
own pre:-;ent understanding. This tru:;t is not blind faith or reliance 
on th.e knowledge acquired by others. In their teaching we are clearly 
all<l plainly shown that anything we gain must come through our mn1 

efforts, that we only receive \\'hat we are able to take. This trust 
become:; knowledge, becau~e the mind is trusting in a teaching \Yhich 
make:; it rcaiizc that knmdcdgc can only become known to it through 
jt:; own exertion,.;. 

\\'hen people begin to decide. di:;criminate, and think for them­

scln:", their thoughts han' more power, because they put the positi,-e 

force from them,.;eh·es directly in to their thou,ghts. It ha,.; thc..: effect of 
inten,.;ifying the whole nature. fault,.; as well as virtue,.;. This is the 

reason \Yhy the nohlest allll purest ethics are so much dwelt upon hy all 
\dw know something of nature's laws. In the mind,; of those who do 
nut act positi,·ely thoughts seem to smoulder, and by the time they 

reach action their force an1l power has some\\·lut diminished. I11 those 

who think dc..:cidedly, who usc thought, the consciousne,.;,.; or intelli­
gence act:i fron1 the reality and comprehension of the tlwnght and 

remain,.; there. Each thought will then act swiftly, \Yith full force and 
po\\·cr of itself, and no energy i,.; wa,.;tecl by the ,;low smouldering 
which takes place in mo,.;t people's minds. 

But thonghl. whether acti\·c or pas,.;ive. has effect on thc..: thinker 
during earth-life. because thought seems to be the reflected ide:l of the 

reality which produces it, and therefore cannot he ,.;eparatcd from it. 
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From another aspect, thought is the power through which life becomes 
manifested. \\'e can see an instance of this b~· obsen·ing how thought 
is the means of producing a definite result in our own nature. No 
matter how great the feelings we may have surging within us, the body 
\Yill not obey those until a thonght has been formulated in the mind. 
It may be very shadowy, but if there the feelings will ultimately mani­
fest themseh·es in action. 

From one aspect. the Theosophical Society has clone much to 
widen and soften people's minds. ~o one, it seems to me, can fail to 
recognize the importance and power of the forces, \Yhich would become 
acti\·e. as the minds of the people realized what the effect of the action 
of these forces would haYe on life and civilization. 

The first object is to form the nucleus of a universal brotherhood 
of humanity, without distinction of race, sex, class, colour or creed: 
2nd. To promote the study of Aryan and other eastern literatures, reli­
gions and sciences. and to demonstrate the importance of that study: 
3rd, To im·estigate the unexplained laws of nature and the psychical 
powers latent in man. 

The importance and effect of the first object is so edclent that it is 
unnecessary to say anything about it. The second meets with greater 
opposition. especially from those who belie\·e that the only true light 
shines exclusively through their ow:1 religion. From the study of dif­
ferent teachings thoughts are formed, which make possible wider con­
ceptions of man and nature. These break the chains of creed and 
dogma. The thinker can then become one with a ray from the soul. 
That ray is freedom. 

This brings the mind to the attitude of standing alone. where it 
realizes that the only light that can illuminate the darkness depends on 
the acti\·ity of powers within itself, and the study of those powers 
which is the third object of the Society. 

The importance of these objects of course, like e\·erything else, 
depends on the value we attach to them. But if we percei\·e and 
realize life through the intelligence we have, and since we would not 
believe anyone if they said, "so much can you attain and no more," it 
then becomes a(h·isable to awaken as much of our nature as we can, 
and to study it, so as to be able to use it. Study of this kind is also 
important from another standpoint. that of freeing the mind from 
effects. A fleeting, emotional thought has the power to bring tears to 
the eyes, or if of the opposite nature will produce laughter and merri­
ment. If thought has the power to affect our bodies in this way, it is 
reasonable to suppose that in the world or plane of causes any chang-e 
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must he much g-re:tter. seeing- th:tt it h:ts the power to produce such 
perceptible effects. 

It would seem, then, as if the world or plane of thought is the 
most pmwrfnl :tntl also the most real. Tracing intently the way in 
thought gradually produces effects, and leads the mind to dwell more 
on the c~mse or the reality. This makes possible the idea of seeing the 
reasonableness of how intelligent beings can exist apart from the visible 
uni\·erse :tnd without a physical body. Space has not greater depths 
th:tn our own natures, nor stars of greater brightness than the flashes 
which illuminate the mind as it looks inward to itself. 

A. P. D. 

XEEDS OF THE TDIES. 

Ynt· think \Ye need hetter politics, do you? Politics are all right if 
we coulll find st:ttesmen who lo\·ed their country better than them­
seh·es. You think we need sih·cr or gold perhaps? \Ve have plenty of 
both if ,,.e knew how to use it for all. Better clothes, more food and 
better? If y·ou think this it is because you haYe not studied very deeply 
into the matter. but h:tve been looking only at the surface of things. 
\\'e would have plenty of clothes and food to clothe and feed the world 
if those who ha\·e these things would Jearn how to slwre them .with 
their fellows, this you know as well as I. Plenty of everything we 
needecl in the ordinary sense if the real needs of humanity, which are 
none of these. could be supplied. 

You had better look at these real needs if you are trying- to help 
humanity. for you need to learn these yourself, and what you need is 
the need of humanity. 

You had better begin on yourself in two w:tys. First he sincere. 
and second. have more human sympathy. 

Don't co\·er yourself up in that well-clothed body of your;; and act 
outside what you do not feel. That word "truth" does not mean that 
you are to gi\·e away a lot of truth to people who perhap,; don't want 
it; hut it means he the truth yourself, and then of course you'll gi\·e it. 

Don't say one thing and act another; don't act one thing and mean 
another. 

Yon know as well as others that lmmanity as a whole a!l(l as a unit 
has a great heart-ache, a great need that has not been ;;atisfiecl. a need 
that men alone can giYe to men. 

This doesn't mean charity as we use the term. It doesn't mean 
you are to gi\·e or th ro\\· at people a lot of ach·ice they do not want. It 

cl<ll'S not mean to fill them up with a lot of foocl,or clothe them with 
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clothes you do not want. It doesn't 111e:1.n that you arc to go to them 
ancl tell them how sorry yon are for them in words \\·hich they general:y 

put dmYll as a lie. Yon know this as \Yell as I if you'll thiuk about it. 
But it mean,; a genuine sympathy in the int<.:rcsb of other,; as much as 

yon take in your own. A snnpathy in their hic;llest hopes. an under­
:-otanding between them and you that the\· are nobler and better than 
they appear; that they ha\·e tender sympathies hilltlen ~m·ay that yon 

recognize and like. These tender things are hidden because they fear 
to show their best. fearing no oue can unclerst::md them. but if called 
out by more human sympathy \Yould lift 111:111y of the heart-aches from 

the human he:trt, would gi\-e more S\\·eetness to the wurld than we 
kuow, antl bring out higher possibilities th:tn you dream of. Your 

sympathy. if it is sincere, will bring out this tender side of the hungry 
human heart of humanity, and so you will fill its neelL \Ve hunger 
together for human sympathy, and are e:tch afraid to gi\-e it or to show 

we want it. and ,;o men are burn and die, ::t!Hl ,;till the cry g'Je:-; np again 

and again of the needs of humanity. 
So I say first of all be sincere, t::1en by the power of thi,; sympathy 

great men, great women will ari:;e who will be "warriors for truth," 

arou:;ed by this power of sincere human sympathy. 
The needs will not he so many, yon will find, for men who are now 

only men will li\·e as god,;, because they will ha\·e found the needs of 

the times. and supplying the:;e real need:; the\· will fin(] th~1t their own 
are sati:;fied. A. :\1. S. 

ACTI\'ITIES. 

::\IRS. TI;,"<;LEY writes from Athens: 

"\V c are np to our eye,; in work. Yon can ha,·e no conception of 
how the .\theni:1ns ha,·e rcspomlecl to onr efforts. A large pnl>lic meet­

ing crowded. Hundreds turned away, and those attending were of the 
most intellectual and cultured class. 

" The American Vice-Consul presided. He is a power in Greece. 

and on intim:1te terms with the bng and qneen. The people here 
adore him. He was the one who introduccll the Olympian G~uncs hen~ 
last year and in\·ited the .\mericms here. 

"Last night formed a T. S. in Greece. One hundred members 1 

A hall has been offered us by the citizens of Greece and we giYe an­
other meeting Saturday night. 

"\Vhile Greek is the l:mguage English is spoken by m:UJ\·. Secre­

tary appointed last night is a \~reek but wa,; a graduate at Uxf<ml. and 
has been looking· into Theo,.;opli)·. "\Tost du·otul and energ·etiL'. 
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•· The JliT:-;s are with us. A glowin~ account of our meeting in all 

papers. People flocking: here all clay for inten·iews, and some say an 

old orator has returned to Athens in shape of this old lady. I smile. 

Let them think it if it helps \York. 

"\\'e ha\·e gi\·en a Brotherll<lncl Supper to the Armenian refugees 

from Constantinople in shape of blankets and clothing."' 

Bro. Crooke madl' another of his successful tours through South 

\\'ales. At Cheltenham. C:1rclitf. and Shepton Mallet new Branches 

were formed. The public meetings at Cardiff aml \\"cston-super-:\Iare 

were p:nticubd\· successful. .-\. new Centre was formed at Bath. also 

at \\. L'~ton-super- :\Llre. The Bristol Branch is practical!;> the he:t rt of 
the 1110\Tlll en t in the,;e p:ub. At mu:-'t of the meetings instrumental 

mu;;ic wac; an imprlrtant feature. Our "Home·· Crusader will soon 

lwxe a purple· b:mner too, and then who \\·ill stay hi,; \\·ork) Cn,;elfish 

qttict \\·ork. 1m the part of isolated mcmlJl:rs here and there. is respon­

sible for much of the ,;uccess attenlling Bro. Crooke's visit. They ha\·e 

lit the sparks which readily fan into flame when the right time comes, 

as it is sure to do. 

Owing to the exertion,.; of Bro. Eclge a new Branch has been fonnecl 

at Portsmouth, and is in a f1ourishin:s- condition. 

Dr. Dogren has been lmsy lecturing to zoo and 300 people in Hel­

sin~·borg un Thc<>~ophy, and hacl most intcn.:stell audiences. "You 
conld he:tr :1 pin drop," as the saying i,.;. Paper:-' reprnted symp:ltheti­

cally. all(] he i,.; preparing for further work of the ,.;:une kind in the 

near future. 

Tll E T. S. I::\ E C lZO l'E (IRE L\ ::\ Dl . 

• ). Fl'I'ER ELY Pr..\CE. Dnlu:-:. 

THE idea of public meeting-; elsewhere than at headquarters con­

tinues in force, and :tnother meetin;!,' was held in the Centr:tl Hall on 

2Sth ult. 

\\'e hope to ha\·e i11teresting discussions on the rSth and 25th. lccl 

by two of our active lady memherc;, l.Irs. Dick and l.Irs. Duncan. on 
/Jro!!ttr!i<IOd a11<l Tltc fl11ildin:;· ,,/flu· Ti:mp!t. 

FRED. J. DrCI.;:, Coni'tiiiT. 

::\OTIC E. 

TriF Ptthli,.;hers IRISH THEUSOl'I!IsT will p:l\. : .. each for copies of 

Xos. 1. ::, 3. -+• ;, \'ol. IlL Irusa Tru:<)SOI'!IIST. :uHl fllr Xo. r. \'11 1• n·. 
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The Irish l~heosophist. 

"THE BHAG.-\T AD G ITA" IN PRACTICAL LIFE. 

( Coutiuucd ji"01u p . .7J.) 

To dwell yet a moment more upon the despondency of Arjuna 
would not appear to be unprofitable, since mankind at the present day 
stands at just this point which the opening chapter of the Gild depicts, 
whether consciously or unconsciously to the mind. Not all are pre­
pared to enter the holy ·war. Not all, but comparatively few, have 
heard of that war for man's redemption from himself; fewer still are 
they who feel Compassion's tide beating within the breast. And yet 
the race as a whole is being forced forward to this point by the resist­
less sweep of cyclic energy and cyclic law. The race, as a whole, is 
upon its trial; it is, as a whole, im·oh·ing ~Lmas or mind from the soul 
of the world, and mark that the true mind-principle comes from the 
WiJrld-Sou/, not from itself; it is not intellect; it is sou/-miud, born of 
the harmonious a:ther; it is a heart-force, is Compassion's youngest, 
sweetest child. When man has drawn this force into himself, when 
his sphere has taken it up, he then proceeds to e\·olve it, to express it 
himself in mental action. and as his desire and his will are, so is that 
expression; he evolves the mind-energy as materialistic intellect, the 
hardened off.-;pring of ~latter and Time; or he evoh·es it again as the 
tender mind-soul still, enriched and developed hy its passage through 
human experience. Selfless, it was invoh·ed by him; selfless or selfish 
"·ill he evoh·e it; pure it entered, in what state shall it go forth? 

Now the race knows, as a whole, the struggle with material exist­
ence in one or another form; not one who tries to look even a little 
way beyond materiality but feels its hosts arise to veil his sight, to bar 
his way, to contend with him for the right of indi,·idual self-conscious 
and masterful existence. They o-r his awakening mind-soul must go; 
space is not wifle or deep ennup;h for both. 
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[\lthotH!;h _-\.rjuna s::mk in his ch:~rint, letting- fall his brm·, saying 

that he should not fight. none th~ less was his reaction sure. \\·~all 

feel. at the first reading of this chapter, that Arjuna's declaration gq~s 
for naught. that he \Yill arise and carry on the war. \\'h~nce thi:-; in­

terior assurance? It bre:1thes through the spirit of the tale with an 
inimitable skill, but many of us mig·ht miss an aroma so delicate as 
this. \\'e feel. ben~:tth the despair of Arjuna, an under-curr~nt of 

fixed intention; \Ye r~cogniz~ the :Hh-ent of the hour of destiny. Is it 

not bec:m,;~ \\·e :-;~e rnrseh·es in Arjnna) Th~ h~ro nears the point 

whence he must onward. and \Ye, nearinc; that point \Yith the whole of 
our mce. han: a prescience of it; we kilO\\. that we cannot e\·ade the 
om\·:ml march of li:·e. The learned Subba Row ha,; indicated that one 
of lh~ name,; of c\rjuna-the name Xara-signifi~:-; man at the present 
period <lf c,·,)lution. This account,; for our in:-;tincti,·e comprehension 

of _-\.rjuna's :1ttitml~; like germs nre in our m\·n minds. How wonder­

ful this book. \Yhich. written so long ago, still prophesies as of old anLl 
keeps step with us on the dnily m:.rch. whispering eYer an immortal 
hope. 

The chariot appears to typify the mind, rather than the body of 

man. The body is indeed the field of war, the arena wherein contend­

ing forces drive. where man. th~ Thinker, wrestles with materiak-:tic 

hosts. But mind is that which moves abroad over life. te,;ting all ex­

perience and meeting- all opposition. Yes. mind is the vehicle by 
me:llh ol \\·hich man rides on to meet the ancient. the familiar +oe: it 
is in that fount of action that he rejoice:-:, or sink:-; him in rlespair. And 

as it is in the \·ery nature of mental action that it shall re~ict. we ha\·e 

the secret of onr belief that Arjuna \\·ill arise. It is a belief really 

rooted in our o1n1 experience, which allows us to tenderly smile with 
Kri:-Jm:t :1t the temporar~- dejection of man. whether another or onr­

seh·es. 
Thus patience with our own re~'.ctions is by implication shO\nl to 

be supremely necessary. \\'hy meet with less than patience an n·:mes­

cent mood? Impatience will but prolong, irritation will but inflame 

it: wait on with p:1tient time: the driven mind will ine\·itably tum 
upon its course. These re:iction,; of ours may be treated. not as draw­
backs, but as a m~ans to a mor~ interior communion. It was onh· 

\\·hen .\rjnna',; horh· ceased from action and \\·hen mental action had. 

throu.c;h de:-:pondency, a temporary lull. th:1t the man's heart turned to 

Kri;-;hna for :uh·ice :md consolation. It i:; a precious yet a daily truth. 
and ont· \l·hich d:tii1· escapes us. that hack of br:tin-cnergy lie:-; heart­
force. tllld th:tt 11·!:cn the form~r is exhausted th~ -;till fine 1·oicc of the 
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latter makes it,; lllthic heard. Action and n.::iction ha\·e e'1ual place in 

Nature and hence in oursch·es: we, spirits plunged in Nature. garbed 
in her essences, girt with her power-;, able, yet oft reluctant, to be free. 

The despondency which to some extent falls upon us when we cease 
from action need not be a hindrance. It is weary Xature',; hint that her 
allotted task is done, that the moment for a more intense. interior action 

has come. In the life of a man this is typified when mid,lle age seb 
in. when the man should act less and think the more. Cp to then body 

was gnm·in,g b\· mems of external acti\·ity: the !J, •llr of mincl has come 

and. naturally; the acti\·ities of the bo,h· are Je,;:-;encd. If \\'C yielil 

readily to thi-; pau,;c of the mine! no dc,.;pundenc\· is felt. \\'e imagine 
that mind finch re:'t in sleep. and neec\,; th:1t rest alone. Kot so; brain 

resh in sleep. not mind: that the thinker :-;till think,; on a thousand 
proof,; h:J.\'C shown. There is a lim:t to mental action; brain limits it 

in m~m: in co,;m<b there is a limit to the field of men Ltl energy: "thus 

f:1r and no further shalt thou come and here shall thy proud waves he 

stayed," is written of it also: only Lmder a change of energy, only as 
m ind-sonl, can it pas,; to higher regions, to pause again before the 

mysterious portals of Spirit. So we find mind seeking the rest it 

requires, and dejection is its hint to us that we slwuld sutTer the mind 
to repose. while we enter upon meditation. ho\\'eYer briefly. using thus 

a silent power greater than th:1t ,,·hich flows through the brain, bring·­
ing it tu the refre,.;hment of the mind. Tl!i~ di\·ine power has its 
clinnx \\·ith a :\Ia,.;ter-Spirit; these. tlms .. indmz,'Ji," gather in an 

instant of time the deep refreshment •lt :1 silent centnry. 
\\'hy shonlcl not the brain-mind feel dejection) It belie\·cs only 

in the effic:1cY of material action. It sees the enemies arrayed, the 

clifficnltics surging· nearer; the "sin of oppn.ossion of frielJ(ls" is plain 
in sight: no external way opens outward, aml it abandons hope . 

• -\rjuna then retreab within. His brain-mind gi\·es p:m,.;c, and in the 

lull the silent Thinker speaks. 

The war must first of all he waged with that hrain-mind. that thing 
\\'hich we cannot exterminate for it is onrseh-es-as Arjnna truly saw, 

calling all these difficulties his family and his race: it is all kincls of 
Karma: it is a congeries of lower seh·es held in 
brain-mind under the fal:ie title of ":\Iyself.'' 

gate; wc cm1wt alnnclon, we must uplift it. 

concrete form b\· tlte 

This foe within the 
\\'hc:refore let us be 

patient \\·ith this p:lrt of our nature in d:tily life, ,gently leading its poor 

aspirations ah"'·e the things of self, pointing out t<l it the beauty of 
deathles:i thing,;. the joys of the Etcm:1l. l':HieJicc then. Patience 
with tll\·sell. tirst <ll all: 11Dt sloth. not compl:tccnc'\·. hnt patience that 



++ TifF !RISII THEOSUI'IIIST. 

sees the folly and unwisdom, yet con,.;oles and wait,;. P:1tience ,;uc!t as 

thi,.; with thyself first of all, there where impatience i,.; often but a 

wounded vanity that thou art not a stronger thin~ thau this thnn 
suddenly :-;cc,.;t. If thon ha,;t not such compas,;ion for th:1~ \Yhicl1 thou 

,;eest and kno\\·cst. ho\\" canst thou ha1·e p:1ticnce with the 1lr<Jther thou 
knowest not) Cplift th~- mind. feed it with hope:-;. 

In:-;pire thyself. \Vlwt man can inspire thee? Dra11· the di1·iner 

breaths deep \Yithin thy:-;clf, and poi;-;in~ thy soul upon these. all Xatnre 
stilletl 11·ithin thee. that soul shall plume her 11·ing·,.;-<:he wing·,.; of 

meditation-for the f1i~ht into still holier air:-;. 

Jn.r.\ \\·. L. t-.::uc;rnLEY. 

( y;, !>r 1"<71/ fill /it'd.) 

A \\.1-IISPER FRO:.I THE P.-\ST. 

\\.R.\PT in \·ague and shad<l\\"Y dream:-; I wandered far rmm the 
dwellings of my tribe int<l the dark wou<l. On and on hene:tth the 
pine,.; and chc,.;tnuts ::lllcl amid the yotmg tree:-; I walked. IJ'lll,lerin~ 

upon the visions that ro,.;e before me: visions of :-;pace fillecl \\·ith 
mist-like figures crowned with st:us, of lands mm·e fair. of cloudl<:.',; 
,;kies and burning Stl!lS, and faces that I knew not, yet which \\'ciT 

str:lllgely familiar to 111c. 
Oittime,.; I lived in thc,.;c dreams till I knc\\. not when I \\·a,; llream­

ill~ or waking, ancl when !lau.c.;·ht but the 11·ar-slwnt of my \\"arrior,; 
preparing for the battle could awakt.:u me. Xow there 11·as no battle; 
with the enemies of my tribe peace had been proclaimed. for we had 

fon.~ht again and again nntil they had not warriors el!<J'Igh to battle 

with th. ""' nd \\·hile my people feasted I walked :mel dreanic<i ap:trt. 
Suddeuh· I pansecl. fpr upon m1· ears feli the soUIHb of a ,.;tr::mge 

lm\· chant. and something in it m:H1c my heart be.1t qnickly and 1111· 
pubes throb madly. }!emories of a wontlrous \\·orlcl. clim and a!lciellt, 
struggled for life \\·ithin me. Slo\Yll· I moved in the t!ir~ction whence 

the ,.;omHb came. aml beheld. pacin:~ to and fnl witlt slow and dreamy 
fuobkp:o, a m:tidt.:n strange t<J 111e. Yet a:-; I g:tzccl 011 the statcl1· heat! 
:md the dark. Llr-,;eei11g c\·cs. it se,~mecl to IIIc she was no str:u1g·er. 

Still thc lo\1· chant continnecL stili I nio\·e<i lorwanl until l stood before 
hcr. E1·cn as I l"uked into her eye,.; I knew her, am! the flower of lu1·c 
th:1t had bloomed in ()ther lifetime:,; :llltl other l::md,.; hlossomcd anc\\" in 

my hean. .-\rlll to her I ,;aid : 

.. Sunrlnc·r i,.; not here. n:L h:n·e heard the c;ong· of" :t 'ill~ing·-bird. 

:\llcl itc. 1lPhic linc:-crs in Ill\" hL·:ut. S\\"eetl'r ti!:Jll the ru~tll' or· nnCc>ld-
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mg lea\·es in the spring-time, softer than the murmur of the gently­
fi<J\Ying waters, are it:i notes. I am the last of a race of chieftains; I 

alone \Year the eagle-plume, ancl fain would I take yon, sweet singing­
bird, to my l<HlL;e. For mesec:m..; we two an: linkc:d togethc:r, and that 

in other li\TS we liYell side by side, dreuninL; dreams and fulfilling 
destinies. \\'ill you abide in the lodge of a c2Jic:f. and make gl:td his 
he:nt with your music)·· 

She laid her hands upon my hrc:ast in token of as,;ent, and looked 
with her mysterion,; eye,; into mine. :md uttered many words, the pur­

port of which I cuuld not wl!ully comprehend. Then she said: 
":\Iy chief. I knew yon were nigh, and th:tt our lo\·e, b<nn in a 

distant pa,;t, \\·onlcl hind us together 1!0\\' as it did then. and will for 

ti111e yet to come. For such lo,-e as ours is not a blossom that fades in 

i:t clay, but li,·es on through the storm and sunshine of ages. Among 
northern snows and under burning skies. in foresh ant! on the moun­

tain-top, k11·e wc dwelt togcther: but soon the ,,·ilcl, free life: will end, 
and in land,; where the sun shines not cle:lrh· :mel the binb sing- not 
sweetly: ,,.l1en: men and \HJmen walk about blintl, yet thinking they 

see, and into whose he:nts love enters not, but only darkness and 

ignorance-in those lands shall we elwell, suffering- sorrow and pain, 

and longing- for the freedom we had of yore. Even then we shall ha\·e 
giacincss, for the ancient memories and joyou,;ness upwelling in our 
souls will ne\·er cease to til ru\\- their light around us, and hc:n th on to 

\\·here the immortals already await our coming." 

She ceased. :\[y dreams grew clearer, and for a moment memor:-· 
retnmed. I glimpsed the lives of which she had spoken. and had fore­

knowledge of those to come. I knew that. e\·en in the clark time to 

fall upon us. \\T 1nmld mect and tread tn~etllcr the secret ways of 
wisdom. Then I tentlerh· lccl her away to lll\" dwelling, :md fur a few 

brief snnuners we liYcd tog-ether. And en:r the lun: in my heart in­
crcased for her; though when hcr clreamings fell upon he;·, and she 
held cummunion with the winds and running \Vaters ami the spirit,; of 

the air she w<lllltl forget the pre,.;encc of all around, even, I think, she 
remembered me not. 

As time p:1~secl on, and :uuJth,~r shared uur loclg-: with us, the 

Singing·-hird, as I chose to call her, :m·oke from some of her musings 
to a more human life. though she ntYer became as thc other women of 
my tribe. but walked mo,;tly apart in ways of her OWl!. Sllmetimcs she 

\\'ould join them at the fire that burned iu the circle of our l<Jdg·,~,;. and 
speak a stran~c and mystcri<llt.,; wisdom that came to her in hcr ,)ream,;. 

But they could not unclt:r,;t:md: thc\· werc contcnc to co<>k thc corn 
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and \·eni,.;un for the warriors returning from thte cl1:1se, nor knew nor 

dreamed aught of the fashioning of worlds or men. 

\Vhile the child was still young our enemies gathered themselves 

together and waged war upon us again. But I led my warriors to the 

battle with the war-fury raging in their breasts, and we fought through 
the hours of the long clay till we had scattered those who had dared 
to assail us, though in the doing of that I received my death-blow. So 
I bade my warriors carry me home to my lodge, for I would see my 

Sin.~ing--bircl and child before death should steal the l·ight from my 
eyte,; ,md m:tk~ pm,·erle,.;s the tougue to utter that which I would say 

to her. 
\\"h~n the people of my tribe were g·atherc:d round the rough 

conch of skin,.; on which I rested, I ga vc: to thc:m my last words of 
wi,.;dom awl comhcl as to how they shonlcl best kec:p thenbeh·es noble 

and true. ,;o that when they also were killed in the battle they would 

pass quickly into the abode of the sun-god we all worshipped. Into 
their charge I g8Te her \\·ho had made summer of my life since first 
her eyes had looked in to 111 i ne. clll cl her strange chant of forgotten 
glories had fallen on my ear,;; ancl I bade them cherish her and the 

child, for she had much wi~clom. ancl the child would surely be a great 

chief. and would also teach them to walk again in the secret way~ 

approaching death made clear to me. Then silently they drew back 
while I ~poke llt\· farewell to her who held my heart. 

·• F~trcwell. I go. for death is upnn me. I \\·onlcl bear you with 

me. e\·en to where I go, but the weayer,; of lik ancl death ha\·e decreed 

othtenYioic. Yet 1\·e shall meet again. for alre:~cly i;; it dimly shadowed 

forth before me. Perchance we shall ha\·e forged bonds which seem 

to keep u;; asunder. but \Yhen we meet we ,;hall surely know each other, 
and in o•.tr hte:Jrb will spring the blossom \\·hich ha,.; made sweet our 

life to-clay. l\Iueh wi:-clom han! I learned from you of the life men call 
death, and the death men call life: of the beings ever attendant upon 

man, waiting to wmk his will, and of the path to the gocls. still yon 
kn·e much that I know not. Often when you ha1·e sung the song of 

the bygone ages, telling of the mighty ones who mm·ed through space 
and breathed their mtes:-ages 0\·er ::he world, I have seen the many­

coloured racliance brighten and p:tk round your brow, and methin!.::s 
you :tn: une of tho;;e great ones, thoug·h all unktlO\I·ing of it yourself. 

En·n a,; I speak there g-leams before 111e a time long past when we 

t\\·ain 11·ere :~s .~tars set in the heayen,;, radiant :md glorious, yet always 

to,g·ether. And I know we shall be ag-:tin as stars, for ever there is a 
:;pirit within inqldling me utt to somvthing· I fed hut dim!;; now, yet 
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when death is here I shall know for a surety. Xow hid the warrior,; 
chant the song fm the departing, for I would ha\·e the chief-; of my 

race meet me when I enter the sun-god's abode." 

Xight fell. and still I lingered, wr:1pped in the old, old dreams of 
might and pm1·er. Shado11·y figure,; bent o1·er me and floated above 
me; being-c; round whom the SU11-rays played and the lights of many 

jewels glowed. Then, with a brief memory of her at my side, I drew 
the clark hecHl to my breast and passed into tire sun-god's home. 

L\OX. 

OX IDEALS. 

Yot: had better begin to realize that others ha1·e ideals as well as 

you. You'll learn how to help if you notice this. Study the people 
around you a while and you'll see that yon J.re not the only person in 
the world \YllO hJ.s ideJ.b. You are not the only one who is tn·ing to 

i1elp. To thmk otherwise is another form of 1·anity, and I ha1·e spoken 
often to yon about this before. 

It's all right to ha1·e high ideals; that is as it should be. no credit 
to you though in this. Be glad that you have such but don't pride 

yourself as being- the only OllP of the sort, for there an: mam· others 
who ha\·e a:; high and highc:r ideals than you. 

You think the people you see about you have no ideab. do you) 

Look a little deeper and you'll find they have. They ma! have gre:tter 
ones than you, but don't talk so much about them (except when asked. 
or if the occasion demands it). Better still, they may be trying to act 

up to their icle:lls, for they tlLl\' realize wh:1t is true. that it',.; no use 

having- such unless they try to li1·e up to them. Do yon ex:unine your­
self on th i:-;) Yon say yon want to help, thc:n do as I sa\· on this a 

·while and find out yourself how real your ideals are to yon, or whether 

they are only something yon like to talk about but do not like to li,·e by. 
I have heard people talk of :VI asters as idea b. but very few really 

try to li1•e up to them as sncl1. You are not exempt in this, are yon? 

for you sa\· you will have to wait ti:J circum:;tances J.lter, till yon feel 
better, and perhaps until your next incJ.rnation. aml wlnl not, before 

you can begin to li,·e towards such ideals as these. 
Thi:; is only an attempt to clecei,·e yourself and to co\·er yonrself 

up by excuses. a11<l is no good, for if you had takcn them a:i ideals thc:y 

1\'0ttld be Jlliln~ real to you than that, and yon would make an attempt 
in spite of all\· circumst:mcc:s, in the face of any e\·enb. Better be 

fr:1nk with \'<Jur,.;elf a1id he.!.!;ill ju,.;t \\'here and as ymr are. 
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If you want to help make a beginning at once by realizing that 
yon can help others more by trying to bring out in them, and by trying 
to see. that they have ideals too, .than in any other way. By trying to 
parade your own particular virtue or ideal to the exclusion of those of 
e·n~ryone ebe only bores people, is no good, and kills the reality of 
your om1 ideals. I get tired of people who continually tell others what 
large objects they have in life. but never live them. " Little tin gods " 
do this, and they forget to find out whether others may not have them 
too. You do this often. and it's time to stop if you ever expect to 
really be of use. 

To think yon can hold an ideal alone is abo a mistake. Cnless 
yon share it and see that others have ideals too in greater or less degree 
you will never be able to perfect your own, and run the risk of losing 
it alto~ether. 

Look for the best ideals in people you meet. and if they haven't 
such. your attitude of trying to take for granted that they have will 
sometimes force them to look inside to find the ideab they see you 
think they have, and so in time they'll find them. \Vill you lose yours 
while doing this? Kot a bit of it; for on other planes you will be 
satisfied, and instead of taking time for self-praise you will be learning 
by this and from the ideals of others better things than you had ever 
dreamed of. and you will have the joy of seeing others helped by this 
to bring out the best in themseh·es. A little more pleasure o\·er the 
good in others would help to make more men into gods whom we view 
now only as men, than anything else we could do. They'll forget you 
perhaps, but do yon care? \Veil, if you don't then your help will be 
real, and in helping others to find their ideals yon will find your own. 

So I say bring out the best in all those you meet. Throw off some 
of the veils that cover their souls b:,· helping them to forget that these 
veils exist. See them as gods and they will see it themselves. 

A . 

.-\~ .-\~CIE~T EDE~. 

Ol'R lcgeiHls tell of faery fountains upspringing in Eri, aiHl how the people of 
long ago saw them not hut only the Tuatha de Danaan. Some deem it was the 
natural outflow of water at these places which was heltl to be sacretl; but above 
foumain. rill a111l river rose up the enchantctl froth aiHl foam of invisible rills antl 
ri\·ers breaking forth from Tir-na-noge, the soul of the islmi•l. a111l glittering in the 
sunlight of its mystic tlay. \\'hat we see here is image•! forth from that im·isihle 
soul a111l is a path thereto. In the heroic Epic of Cuntlain Standish O'Gratly writes 
of such a fountain. anti prefixes his chapter with the verse from Gt'1ll'Sis, "Ant! four 
rh·crs went forth from E•len to water thl' ganlen," a111l what follows in reference 
thl'reto. 
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A DRE.UI. 

I <i'oul d I could zt•ca-;.•e iu 
Tl1c colour, the u•ondcr. 

Tl1c soug I concd;:c in 
il(l' heart ri'hilc I pNukr, 

.lnd shore ho<e il came like 
The magi ~~ old 

rr Those dum I reas a flame li!..·c 
The dari'7t' s z·oicc of gold; 

TVho dreams follorecd ncar them, 
A murmur of birds, 

Aud car still could ht•ar them 
L'nchauted in rr::ords. 

In <eords I can on(J' 
Rcz•ml tlll'e my heart, 

Oh, Lt:£;ht of !ht· Lone(J', 
The shining impart. 

Between the twilight and the dark 
The lights danced up befo:re my eyes: 
I found no sleep or peace or rest, 
But dreams of stars and burning skies. 

I knew the faces of the day-
Drealn faces, pale, with cloudy hair, 
I know you not nor yet your home, 
The Fount of Shadowy Beauty, where? 

I passed a dream of gloomy ways 
\Vhere ne'er did human feet intrude: 
It was the border of a wood, 
A dreadful forest solitutle. 

With wondrous red and faery gold 
The clouds were woven o'er the ocean; 
The stars in fiery ::ether S\Vtmg 
And danced with gay and glittering motion. 
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A fin: leaped up within my heart 

\\'hen first I saw the old ,;ea shine; 

As if a god were there reyealed 

I hmyecl my he:1d in awe divine: 

And long beside the dim sea m:1rge 
I mused until the gathering haze 

Veiled from me where the sih·er tide 

Ran in its thonsand shadowy ways. 

The black night dropt upun the sea: 
The :-;ilent awe came clown 11·ith it: 

I sa11· fantastic vapours flit 
,'\.,;o'er the darkness of the pit. 

\\'hen. lo 1 from out the furthest ni:,;ht 

A speck of rose and siln:r light 
Ahoye a boat shaped wondrously 
Came floating swiftly o'er the sea. 

It was no human will that bore 

The bo:1t so fleetly to the shore 

\\'ithout a s:1il spread or an 0:1r. 

The Pilot stood erect thereon 

"\nd lifted up his ancient fan'. 
( .'l.ncient with glad eternal youth 
Like one who was of st:1rry race). 

His fan: w:1s rich with dusky bloom: 
His eye,; a bronze and golden fire: 

His hair in streams of sil 1·er light 

Hung flamelike 011 his strange attire 

\Vhich sta rrecl with nwn1· a mystic sign 
Fell as o'er ,;unlit ruby glowing: 

His light flew o'er the w::n-es afar 
In ruddy ripples 011 each bar 

Along the spiral p:1thways flowing. 

It wa,; a crystal boat that c h~1:-;ecl 

The light along the watery waste, 

Till caught amid the surges hoary 
The Pilot sta1·e<l its jewe:.kd g-lory. 
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Oh, ne\·er such a glory was: 
The pale moon shot it through and through 
\Vith light of lilac, white and blue: 

.\nd there mid many a fat:ry hue 
Of pe~ul and pink ;mel amethyst, 

Like lightning ran the rainbow gleams 
And wm·e around a wonder-Ill isL 

The Pilot lifted beckonini~ hands; 
Silent I went with clt.=ep amaze 
To know why came this Beam of Light 
Su far along the ocean ways 
Out of the yast and shadowy night. 

"l.Llke haste, make ha,;te'" he cried. "_-\.way' 
A thousand age,; now :ue gone. 
Yet thou and I ere night be sped 
\\'ill reck no more of e\·e or dawn." 

Swift as the swallow to ib nest 
I leaped : my body dropt right down : 
A sih·er star I rose and flew. 

A flame burned golden at his breast: 
I entered at the heart and knew 
l.Iy Brother-Self who roa:.ns the deep, 
Bi rei of the wonder-world of sleep. 

The ruby body \Hapt ns round 
As twain in one: \\"e left behind 
The league-long murmur of the shore 
And fleeted S\\·ifter than the wind. 

The distance rushed upon the bark : 
\\'e neared unto the mystic isles: 
The heavenly city we conlcl mark, 
Its monntain light. ib jewel d:uk, 
Its pinnacles and starn· piles. 

The glory brightened: ''Do not fear 
For we are real. though what seems 
S() proncl!y built a]Hl\'e the Wa\·c,.; 
]:.; hnt one might\· spirit's clreamc;. 
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"Our Father's house hath many fanes, 
Yet enter not and worship not, 
For thought but follows ~uler thought 
Till last consuming- self it wanes . 

.. The Fount of Shadowy Beauty n ing-s 

Its glamour o'er the light of day: 
A music in the sunlight sing-s 
To call the dreamy hearts away 
Their mighty hopes to eac>e awhile: 
\\"e \Yill not go the way of them: 
The chant makes drO\\·sy tho:-:e who seek 

The sceptre and the diadem. 

"The Fount of Shadowy Beauty throws 
Its magic round us all the night : 
\\"hat things the heart would be. it sees 
.\nd chases them in endless flight. 
Or coiled in phantom visions there 
It builds \\'ithin the halb :)f fire; 
Its dreams flash like the peacock's wing 

".A.ntl glow with sun-hues of desire. 
\\" e will not follow in their ways 
~or heed the lure of fay or elf, 
But in the ending of our days 
Rest in the hig-h Ancestral Self." 

The boat of crystal to11checl the shore. 
Then melted flamdike from our eyes, 
,\s in the twilight drops the sun 
\\"ithdrawin~ rays of paradise. 

\\'e hurried under arched aisles 
That far above in he:n·en withdrawn 
\\'ith cloudy pillar,; ,;tormed the nig-ht 

Rich as the opal shafts of dawn. 

I would han: ling-ered then-but he-
,, Oh. let ns haste: the dream grow,; dim. 

,\n<lther ni~ht, an<Jther day, 
,\ th<>ns:md yc::1rs \\·ill part from him 
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"\\'ho is that Ancient One di,·ine 
From whom our phantt)m being born 

Rolled with the \HJtaler-light around 
Had started in the fairy ntonL 

"A thrmsand of onr ye:u~ to him 

Are bnt the night, :1re but the eLl\-, 

\Vhcrein he rests from cyclic toil 
Or ch:1nt-.; the -.;ong uf :-;t~Fry :-;way. 

"He fall:-; a:-;ieep: the Slwcluwy Fonnt 
Fills all our heart with cJr,~ants of light: 

He wakes to ancient spheres, mHl we 
Through iron ages mourn the night. 
\\'e will not wander in the night 
But in a tbrkness mure divine 

Shall join the Father Light of Lighh 
And rule the -long-clescendeclline." 

E1·en then 8. 1·asty twilight fell: 
\\'a,·ered in air the shadnwy towers: 
The city like a gleaming ;;hell, 

Its azures, opals, sih-ers, blues, 
\\'ere melting in more dreamy hues. 

\\'e ft::Hecl the fallin.c; of tile night 
And hurried more our he:allong fl.igh t. 

In one long line the towers went by; 
The trembling radi:lllce tl:~opt behind, 
A,; \\'hen some swift and radiant one 

Flits by and fling,.; upon the wind 
The rainlH>I\' tresses <Jf th<.> ,.;un. 

"\nd then they ,-an ishe<l from our g~ze 
Faded the magic lighh. and :111 

Into a St~rry Radiance fell 
c\.,.; waters in their fountain fall. 

\\'e knew our time-long journey o'er 

And knt:\\' the end of all desire, 
And c;:t\\' \Yithiu tlw emerald glow 
Ottr Father like tlte white ,;un-fire. 
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\Ve could not say if age or youth 

\Vas 011 his face : 11-e only hu rnul 

To pass the g·ateway;; of the Day, 

The exiles to the heart returned. 

He rose to greet\\:' ancl hi, breath, 

The tempest mnsic of the sphen:s, 

J lissoln:cl the memory of ~.:arth, 

The n-clic lahour and our t~.:ars. 

In him our dre:llll of sono\\' passed, 

The spirit oJJCt: agai11 11·a:-; free 

..-\ncl heard thl' song the :\lorning-Sta rs 

Ch:lll t i 11 ctern a 1 lL'\·cl ry. 

This was the close of lnn:1 an storY ; 

\\"e saw the dL·ep nnmeasnred shine 

:\11<1 sank \Yithin the mystic glory 

They called of old the Ih:rk ])j,·ine. 

ll.d I it is .£:o!tt """ ·, 

Tl1r dn 11111 I lw I I rlulll ltd: 

011 litis side lilt da<<tl "'''•' 
I sit .fiT!r-imj>lall!td. 

!Jut llloll_:;lt o/ 111_1 drmming 

'l'/i c d11 '' '11 /111 s l•rnit lilt', 

/fall 7i'i1S 110/ SO'IIIillg 

For somdlii11g lias !r-ti mr. 

I _1/d i?; some olluT 

If in-!d far(rol!l II! is mid lir;!il 
'lilt !Jrmm J?ird. 111_1' brotlicr, 

Is m rn! <<if/; 11/r _:;,,ld li:;lil. 

1 foe i11 !lit Faf/i,.,. 
ll!Jit!d hidr lilt, and so, 

IJ ri:;lit lJ ird, to .f:m::;a I !u-r 

ll'i!l; 1/;r·,· ""'' lge. 
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I:0TTERX.\TIOX.\L REPRESEXT.\TIVES' SL:GGESTIOXS. 

As clw.irman of last Europezm Ct))n;ention it was my duty to notify 
all International Representatives who were not present at the COin·en­

tion of their appointment. In asking them to accept the position I 

suggested that any hints as to how best to carry out the idea embodied 

in the rc:,;oluti<>n \HJu!d be appreciakd. ll\· thi:o tilllc: I ha\·e had replies 
from most or our Representatives, an<! h:t\·e no doubt that all will be: 
int<.::rc:~ted in reading one or two of the principal ,;n,c;gc:;;tions made. Of 

cour,;c: the ddinite purpose of such an international body can only be 
pr<>perly ckcidc:d 11·hen the Crusade ends. and the c\.mc:rican Con\·ention 

has con;;iderul the matter and taken action \\'ith rc:g:trd to it. 

Dr. Buck's proposal for an Internati>nJ:t! Cun\Tntion representative 

of all Sections in America. either at the site of the School for the 

re\·inll of the lost ~Iysteries of .\ntiqnity, or at Xew York when the 
Crusaders ha\·e compkted their circuit, has been already published. 

Brother Thurston fully endorses tht.> proposal. but suggests that "the 

expenses should be met from a common fund of contribution,.; from all 

Sections, otherwise those br distant (from America) and small in 
number will h:n·e an undue sha1'e of expense.'' \\"hat a .. big force,. 

wmll•l be carried back to each of the Section,.; if such a scheme could 

be carric:d out! E1·ei;:body wants to kno11· ho\\" it is tube accomplished. 

Bro. Smythe of Canada writes as follo\\"s: 

:\Ietnlwrs of such a ho•ly should han:, as it Wc'rv. consui:~r or amhctssa>lorial 

dutic·s 1not P'""''~'SI in their respective territories. and their tnectings might he of a 

pan.:h,·•htlphical chctracter. yearly or biennialh·. or '"·en triennially. in •liff~.:rent 

part,; of tht· ,,·orl<l. and on the lines of th>: British .\ssociation. I can con­

cein~ of no reason for their existence in the theosophicalmo1·ement hut for purpose·s 

of work, allll the gods know there is no •\earth of it. 

Bro. C. \"an der Zeycle, of Holland, makes a suggestion ol a clifft..:rent 

character, but one which \Yill certainly commend itself to many: 

From my entrance into the T. S. I tlislike1l the accirlental and mmtdho<lical 

fashion of treating the subjects of our philosophy in Branch meetin,c;s. :\I;· opinion 

is that these subjects shonl<l follow on~ another like the lessons in a wL·ll <lirccted 

and re,;ul:ttc·<l school, so that the treatment of one subject will he a preparcttion for 

that t(>llowin.~·. For example. I ha\'l: mad~ ft>r our n'n· 1·oun:.; Centre IZaal!ll::tm) a 

syllabus. culttaininc; :tll the matters to be ,liscussL'd in the rir . .;t n:ar, as follows: 

1 11 The· T. ~ .. its Ideab, Objects. etc.; 121 Belief. l'hil<NJp!ty at11l Sciettcc; (JJ 

Tit,· ~ourccs. :\lt·"ns and \\"ays of Knowlc<l:.;v: '··II ~~·)f.Know]~,l.c;e: 151 Outer Organs 
al!'l lnnc·r I li>.,,T,·ation; iii> The· Dualism of :\hn: 'i' ~otd and ~pirit: rS, The !lis. 
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positions of :\Ian; (9) E \"olution; ( 101 Porm~ of Existence; (IIi The Heresy of Seclu­
sion awl Separation; (!:!\The Eni:~ma of Life; ( 13) The Cycle of Life; (I.J.J Re"incar­

nation; (IS) Disonler or Re,:.;ularity in X ature c ( 16) Karma; ( Ii) Extinction of 
Xations mHl Progression of l<leas; ( rS) Thought-Force; (19) Goo< I ness ami Truth as 

a l'nity: (20'1 The Higher anrl Lower :\lind: (2!1 The Christ-:\Iyth; (2:!1 The }lean­

ing of }Iythology; (231 Symbols: (24) Analogy in Xatural Phenomena: (251 X umber 
ami Rythm: (26\ Cycles: (2i) \\"hence atHI \\'hither c (2S) ~ulan tis; (291 Our Puture: 

(301 Our Rcspon~ihility anJ Duty. 
It woul<l he useful to communicate to one another through our International 

Committ:=e the plans atHl metlto<ls use<l in <liffdent national an<l local Centres. so 

that we may work on harmonious Jiyes in all countries. ami help one another to fiwl 
the best way to instruct those who come :o us to learn lessons of knowledge anr 1 

brotherly lo\·~. 

The course of subjects outlined by our brother ought to pro\·e 
useful to many young Branches, and even to those not young. 

From :New Zealand Bro. :Neill writes a letter crammed full of sug­
gestions. He says: 

I feel somdlling mu;:t h~ <lou~ to k~ep th~se fourteen countries aheays in touch 
-each with all-about that there can be no difference of opinion. I think. The 

Crusaders are laying the conn~cting line. hut we all must be liz•ing lillks aften\·anls. 

"Then. I suppose. at state<! times these cotmtries will meet hy their representatiyes­

it may he the see<l-grain of "that parliament of man, that federation of the worhl." 
The fourteen countries will grow into twenty-one. 1 hope. before long-, or se\·enty­

seYen e\·en. Xothing like expecting much. awl in futur.::, as we g-et rich. we may 
he able to exchange lectur;crs for a year or so. as may he found con\·~nient att<l 

a<iYisahle. \\'hate\·er k.::·.TS up a li\·ely. ':ntelligent int::r-"st in the <loings oi the 
whole hody of Theosophists throughout the worhl wouhl help to giYe life, power. 

increas..:. \\"hy not hav.:: :t7ze 77zcosopllical lf"orld. something- really i11icr-
national.; .-\t pres.::nt each paper is confined to the part of the world (mainly! where 

it is puhlishe<l. so that one has not anything like the whole theosophical worl<l 
before one in any magazin.::. 

acts on the whole. 

The whole acts on each point att<l each point 

On another point Bro. Neill suggests that: 

Each Branch or Lo<lg:: should. as far as possible. fonn a <lepot for books lhow­

e\·er small\. ami pay. with onLr, which woul<l lighten the capital at the chid pub­

lishing centr.::. F.ach Lo•lge wouhl then Yirtually lw\"e a small share in the whole 

capital reqnir~<L 

Still another suggestion by Bro. Neill which, perhaps, concerns 
our Recording Secretary (th<O always genial C. F. \\'.) more than the 
International Represen tati Yes : 

There is also a work which some on:: might <lo. which I haYe spoken of to 

se\·eral. atH! all ar.:: a•c;r~e<l that it woul<l h,n·e a telling effect. viz .. that a short out­

line ot' the th.::osophical mo\·emcnt in mdz century. for the last eighteen or so. he 
compiL:ol a sL'tch of the intL'r si<le·of hi~tnr)·. in fact. \\"e han• a little of ntle or 
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t\nJ cc·tnnriL·s. hut 11ot IlltH'h of others. To show the real philosophy of history and 

t!te conti11uous curn.:nt of the theosophical ri1·er from age to age wonl<l arrest the 
att...:ntion of n1a11Y. 

I feel sure that this body of International Repre~enlati 1·es 11·ill 

yet play an important part in our mo1·ement. It should be kno1\·n that 
it was another of tht: many practical ideas thrown out by our leaclt:r, 

and the spuntaneOlh outlmrst of enthusiasm which it has pro\·oke<l 
from all part:; aug-urs 11·ell for its success when the plan ::mel scope of 

ib opL·rations are definitely arranl';ed. The must practical point, it 
seems to lllt:. for immediate action is that of Dr. Bnck. Ddegates from 
e:1ch Socic-t1· at an International ConYentiun in :'\ew Y•Jrk, immediately 

fnllo\\'illL; the )\merican Con\·entiun in .\pril. \\'Ottltl certain!~- be a great 
:lffair. 

D. :'\. D. 

EDITORL\L :'\UTES. 

IT is useful now and again to turn attention to some of the charac­
tet·istics of the age in 11·hich we lin'. \Ve are told sometimes that we 

insist too much on the need for human sympathy ancl practical brother­
hood. But \\·hat are the facts. Look around and see the effect of m:my 

of the most prominent agencie:; :1t \\·ork. \\'hat ha,; cnltun: don'"? 
\\'a,; lift: e\·er more humdrum and me:1ningle,;s to the 1·:1st majnr:ty ot 

men and \l'<llll'"tt) \Vhat ha,; the cult of beaut\·, with its desire !'art 

jo11r /',u-t. produced? Ha,; it les,;ened po1-erty, wretchednes,;. suffer­

ing-) r answer :'\o! But it h:l:i clone SOtllething. It has produced 

utter \\-earine;-;c;, doubt :1nd uncertainty. The true philosophy, forsooth, 
is to note the \·ariety of life's contrasts :md to :lpprt:ciate each in pro­

portion to it;-; rarity, "ib power of ministering to an almost fe1·erish 
curi<J-;it\·.·· Tuler:tttce is synonymou~ 11·ith indifference. The human 

intellect ha,; oyer,;trainecl itself. and men falter, baffled, \\'hen they s'"e 
\\'hat still remains to be achie\·ed after :11l the energy expenclecl. It i:; 

little wonder, therefore, th:1t "weary" men know not whether the1· 

belie1·e in anything :1t :1ll-it mig!Jt be a b:td thing to belie1·e in any­
thing. Problems arc· soh·ecl but to lead to new problems. Theo,.,o­
pltists t:1lk of duty to humanity, it is true, but men dare to think ancl 

say that they lwYe no duty-but to cnltin1te their nen·es into a sUte of 

.. :!1Jn"rmal scnsiti1·eness," so tlwt they \\'ill shriek almost when they 

enter a rcllllll 11·ith ugly wall-paper. Theos~.Jphi;-;ts speak, too. of the 

d:t\\'lt ol a nn1· <lay for the human race. but then, how many :1re up at 
sutni,;e? Is not the cl:1y far ,;pent before the\· le:t\'e the habil:unenb of 
thL' ni:,:ht) Theories of things politic:tl :tnd social arc all \'U'\' well: 



THE IRIS!! TIIEO::iO!'IlTST. 

but c()n\·iction~) Xot at all. It is true abo that men do not see the 

realitie~ of life. Catchwonb appear to them illuminating profunclitie~. 

One point of vie\Y i~ changed momentarily for another. :t\Ian must 

replace theory by knowledge before he can hope to h~n·e certainty of 

~mything. \'erily, it is true, that when the great man is absent the age 

produce~ nothing. 

Xcws to hand about the Crusade shows th:1t splendid \York has 

been d()ne in India. Owing to ).Irs. Besant's publication of certain 

statc:Ille!Jt~ in the Indian pre~s before the arrival of the Crusaders, they 

\n,re ,'-',i\-el! an l:'arh· opportunity of '\·entilating the real facts regarding 

the ",.;piit," about which India certainly had been kept much in the 

dark. They t(ltll!d Theo,;ophy practically dead there. and if it lwd been 

p<h,.;illk t<l prolouL; their stay and cm·er more of the country India 

\\'Otdd be al111<bt ,;olidly with us. As it i~, howe\·er, an organization 

h:b been formed on the lines of other countries, in affiliation with the 

Societies throughout the world who remained true to the principle,; 

or brotherhood when \\'illiam Q. Judge W8.S attackecl. A strange 

appearance in the hetYens, recorded by some Indian newsp~per~. may 

not be without significance. A meteor with three ~trong bright lights, 

triangle-shaped, and with a long serpent-like form of light attached, 

\\·as seen to shoot in from -z,•ts! to east, followed by a str8.nge and \\·eircl 

,.;onnd. \\'h:r t in tcrpreter will explai 11 ? c\ mo,;t i 11 teresting address 

cleli\-etTd bY :O.Ir:-:. Tingley at Bomba:-· on Oct. ~9th has been printed by 

spl'cial cle,;ire. In case some of onr readers may not ha\·e seen it we 

gin· t\\'O interc~ting quotations: 

lt slwu],[ h~ knu\\·n that liHlia was not the: son:-ce of the wnrl<l's religions, 

thmi~h th~r~ nu,· he· sumc' teachers in India whn lbtter yon with that Yiew in onkr 

to .C:Cltl~C·r , . .,11 into som..: special fol<l. The occ11lt lc:arning that India once share<l in 

comnHlll with other ancient peoples ,Jj,\ 110t originate here, an•\ <loes not exist to 

a11,. exL'nt in India proper to-<lay. 

That sacr:ccl ho<ly that gcl\·e the world its mystic teachings and that still pn:­

svr,·cs it for thos..: who yearh· h<ccome rca• ly to recei\'e it, has ncn·r hat! ib !Head­

quarters in !nclia, hut monccl thousands of years ago from what is now a part of the 

.\ml'rican continent to a spot in :'bia. then to Egypt, then clsc:whcre, sending 

teachers to In<lia to cnli.c:lnen its inhabitants. Krishna, BU<lclha. Jesus. 7-oruastc-r. 

:\Iohamm-:<1. Qu~tzakoatl. awl man,· ochc:rs who coul<l he named w;;re 111"111h.:rs of 

this •.;rc·:<t Broth:·rhon<L an•l recci\·c:.l their knmdul'<t: thrmt.c;h interior initiation 

i 11 t() 1 t..:. 111' .c.. t l ·r1 ~·;-.,. 

( )]J. , .• ,. n:,·JJ ;nHl \\"Olllen. sons of th·..: sant..._• nni\Trsal rnothl:r as onrseh·;.:s: ye 

\rh.~ \n·rz· l1nrn :ts \\T wz•re horn. \vho 1nust llit· :h \\'L' ll!ttst dit". :lnd \\·hos:: snnls like 
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ours bdong to the eternal. I call upon you to aris;o from your dreamy state and to 

sec· within yonrseh·cs that a n<Cw an<l brighter <lay has <lawne<l for the human race. 

This neecl not remain the age of <larkness. nor ncccl you wait till another age 

arri\·es befor~ you can work at your best. It is onh· ~n age of tlarkness for those 

who cannot sc·e tlw :ight. hut the li_ghl itsdf has n"n:r f<ulcd alHl nc\Tr will. It is 

YOUrs if you \\·ill turn to it. li\·e in it: Yours to.,Ja,·. this hour e\·en. if you will hear 

\\·hat is said with ears that und<Titand. Arise thc·n. fear nothing, an<.! takinc; that 

which is your ow:1 ancl all men's, ahicle with it in peace for en·r more. 

Sweden took a \\·ise step in allying it,;d[ lllore closely with the real 

T. S. mo\·emen t and the "new tore e." Th i.'i h:1s been already man i­
fested in a \·:1rictY of ways. The magazine of the new organiz:ttion has 

come to hand and i::; re:tlly splendirl. It contains a beautifully executed 
portrait of\\'. Q. ]., \\·ith some appreciative article;; regarding him . 
• -\.11 Lodges are in full swing. Publicly organized lectures are gin:n on 

a larger sc1le than e...-er before, and the lll<J\'elllt:nt is sure to spread 
widely as the re~nlt of this fresh ac·:ivity. Our Swedish brothers ancl 
sisters ha1·e ah1·ays been cluse to our heart:-', and it is needle;;s to say 

that we :1re watching their developments with much interest. 

In New Ze:1lancl members are :;ooking fon\·anl to the ,-isit of the 

Crusaders, :tnd ha,·e been succe,;sfully arou,;in~ public i11ten::;t in the 
matter. Lmh~·es and Centre,; are increasing. but in this direction there 

will no doubt be a great impetus when the Crusade brings it,; accnmu­

latecl force to bear upon the country. Good news reaches us abo frum 
Sydney, X. S. \\'. The \\·orkers tlHcre ha \·e started a 111011 thly magazi nc; 

called J!ac;i,. They have their own type. etc., and Brother,; Daniell 
and \\'illi~lllh. being comp,bitors. "~et up,. after their working-hours. 
The first proofs, we under,;t:md. were" pulh:d" with ,;mouthing-irons! 

There should certainh· be great room for such a m:1gazine in .-\.ustr:tlia. 

Copies of the first number ha...-e come to hand an(l cert:tinly present a 
very creditable appearance in e\·ery way. It is hardly necessary to say 

th~1t we wi,;h th i,.; plucky Yen tu re the greatest possible success. 

From letters recei\-ecl during the past month or two I gather that 

man\· new Branche,; find it hard to cuncluct their meetings owing to 
the want of papers, the re;;nlt being that a hea\·y burden falb upon une 

member. Sume ,;cheme conld ,;urely be cle\·ise,] \\·hereby ol,ler Branches 

could meet the deficienc\· of those more recently organized. Some 
cotmtn· mcruhc'r, perhap,;. a11:-.:ious am! \\·illi11g· to du some theosophical 
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work. might st:ut a register of all Branches h:l\·ing p:tpers to offer. as 

well as of all Branches desiring them. By this means papers might he 

kept in general circulation for the benefit of all Branches. 

More attention might profitably be gi\·en to press work. Bro. Edg-e 
has been writing an admirable series of articles for a Porbmouth paper. 

It would be well, indeed, if they could appear in the local papers in 

other parts of England. 

It seems to me that our Deputy \'ict'- Pre:;iclen t. Bro. Crooke. who 
has been doing· such excellent work in En.~l:md and Scotland during 
the past month or two, should, if po.~:;ible, g-et to the .\merican Con­

n~ntion in .\pril nt'xt. I mention i·: thu:; early because some time will 
be required to collect a sufficient number of mites to pay his expenses. 

It would not be a bacl icle::t to ::tclopt the Purple Box plan. :\Iembers 
could thus put something asicle daily for this object. I ha\·e no doubt 
when this paragraph meets Bro. Crooke's eye he will be much surprised. 

But his modesty enables us to appreciate his services all the more. and 

I have little doubt that if he goes to the .\merican Cmln'ntion he will 
bring back with him a force which will h:we f::tr-re::tching effect on the 

work in England and elscwherc. 

THE T. S. IX El"ROI'E (TREL\XD). 

J. t·Pl'EE ELY PL.\CE, DnH.r::--:. 

Tl!ERF iO' a good deal of quiet interest in onr regnlar weekly meet­

ings. :m1l there are also a number e\·ery week wlw quite make up their 
minds to attend-but clnn't. It was e\·er tlllls. Bles,; their timid tlll­

con ven tiona! hearts ' 
The .\nnual Com·ention T. S. E. (Ireland) will he held on Jan. 6th, 

when the numerous member.-; thereof are expected to attend in one or 

another of their Shariras. Likewise the elemental seh·es of all crn­

sallers. friends, powers and pri n ci p:ll i ties. 
On Jan. 13th Bro. Russell will lecture on Our :Vational Rdic;·ion. 

FRED. J. Drci~. ConZ'(IIo·. 

X OTIC F. 

TilE Pnhli,;hers IRISH TrmosoPII!ST will p:l\" IS. each for copies of 

Xo,;. [, 2. ,). +· ,;, \'ol. III. IRIS!I T!!EOSI)!'!IIST. :llld for Xo. !, \'ol. n·. 
P:·i:IL'<i <lll "T:r1· !RlSH THEOSOPirrsT" l'rT''· ;, 1"ppl'r I·:ly !'lace. Dublin. 
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The Irish l~heosophist. 

GREE'J['IXC-. 

Co;.m.\DES, the world o.-er. we greet you. Oltl Time has drawn 
the veil oyer another p:ar. For all of us it \Yas an en:ntfnl one. One 
momenton;; incitlent after another followed in (tnick successi<lll. \\'hen 

the year wa,.; ;;till young our dear chief\\'. Q. J. pa,.;sed away ,,·ith his 
hand on the helm. The sh(lck which the news ga\·e us all was but 

momentary. \Ve soon learned that his .last gift W~h. perhaps, his 
greatest. \Ve expected to find that wise prO\·ision had been made for 

carrying 011 the work, ~mel onr expectations were more than fully 

realized. The wonderful Cnnn·ntion of the T. S .. -\..at Xew Yurk. at 
which the firc;t announcement was made reg:uding the Schon! for the 

re\·iyal of the lo,.;t ..\h·steries of antiqnity, re.-ealed the fact abo that 

plan,.; h~Hl been laitl for a ·• ::\apoleonic propaganda" on a wider sc:lle 
than e\·er attempted before. Shortly afterwards the Crusaders st:trted 
out. headed IJ,- unr new le:tder . .\Ire;. TiugJc,-. to lay the" c:thk tow" 

around the \\"<lrld. Yon arc all bmili:u. h1· thi:-; time, \Yith the great 
;;ltccess atte11<ling the eff":·t:-; of the Crns:Hlers in every conntry \Yhich 

theY h:n·e visited, ancl it is needlt:~:-i to enter into details lH:re. But 

much of the mo:-;t valnahle \York remains unchronicled. The T. S. E. 
Cmn·ention in Dublin formed man\" new link;; and li!Jerateclnew cnr­
n:nb of force. Day hy da1· \\·c receive fre:-;h evidence <lf the· extra­

ordinary impetn,.; that ha~ hcen gin~n to our JJlo\·emeJJt, and its inter­
national dwr:1ctcr become,.; lll<Jre strongly l'lll]Jlt:!:-iized than c\·cr before. 

Time hasten;; 011. 1i.nother year ha:-; glided in a~ :-;ilently as morning· 
glide~. bringing \\"ith it much of :he cheer of the re\·i,·ing sea:-;on. 

Comr:ule:;, monnt upon the hills of the morning·; ri:-;e to the le\·el of the 

sun and Cecl the nt:w order of the world approaching. Hvrc, in this 
old land. the fires that Slll<lllldcT unre\·ealed in religion:-;, nplii.t tu tbme 

throngh thc.,·hroken cru:-;t <ll the earth. :i.h. it \\·ould set.:lll attn all th:1t 
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it i:o po:;:-'ible tD attract mankind from \Hong- by cre:1ti<m',; lovelier glow. 

by a recreatin: symphony to o\·ercome ,;orrow and disease, by a sound, 

like the murmur of a shell on the ,;eashore, to bring new joy to man\· 

an aching heart! \\'hat has hitherto been but vaguely felt through the 

cold of winter flows as life fire in the veins, until one throb,; \Yith 
ecstasy of the di,·ine in nature. In such a mood one feels that tht: 

long darknes,; was but the shadow of God cast upon the waves of time. 

\\'hat has hitherto bt:t:n looked for only in Scripture is becoming ll!J­

foldecl in man. and creeds that have crushed him gi,·e place to godlike 

hope,;. "\t kast so it appeared to us by" the clear light shining in 
Ireland." 

In e\·en· country the methods of work differ, but we ha\·e no longer 

any Clll:-ie to approach our work with sad hearb. Opportunities are 

grctter than e\·er; days are in the hours. The "crowning effort" of 
all is to evoke tht: "spiritnal and heroic''; in e\·ery country to bring 

the "statelier Eden" back to men. So then, comrade,;, let u,; bend to 

the work. with God in e\·ery vein, and when 1897 dost:s myriad,; of 
sorrow,; will have been bron,ght to a clo,;e also. 

D. X. D. 

"THE DI-L\G"\ \'"\D GITX" IX PR"\CTIC\L LIFE. 

( Cun!inuni ji·om p. ll·) 

TIIE second chapter of Jlzc Blza;:a;·,rd (;/t,i 1s approached with a 

feeling· of impotence on the part of the indiviclnal who would bin 

portr:1y it, epitome of wondrous wi.;clum and help to mankind. It is 
not to be spoken about, but to be fdt; alnn.: all, to be lived. It is 

bdkr "'': e\·ernme finds himself in it and himself drinks a,; he can at 
the spring. The science of the :-;oul is there; the science of right 

]i,·ing; there. too, the he~nt of all faith,;. From whate\·er ,;tanclpnint 

we approach it, we are pre,;ently lifted out of ourselves by its har­
moni•m,; grandeur, and yet there is a dear note of homelike thing,.;. a 

remembered touch from out tho,.;e het\·enly mansion,; of the soul where 
once we journeyed with god,;. Kri,;hna, we are shown. "tenderly 
,;mile,;" at the dejection of Arjuna. \\'hat depth of lo\T and t;nst 

serc:ne art: ht:re 1li,.;pbyed. Nothing of "''·c:t!letl cold philosophy; only 
tht: kll<lern,~s,; which know,; our better :;elf to be :ote:tclfa:ot in triumph, 

which :-;mile:-;, in the name of tlut cl<~eper in:;ight. aho\·e our dejection. 
Kri,;hna ha,.. both the seeing eye and the calling heart. It mu,;t be true 

-~'' eric:,; ol\ r h ll 111~m ht:art re:-;p<m~i \-e-it mll,;t JJ,. \'cry t-ruth that the 



"TilE BIL\.G,\.VAD GIT,\." I:\ PR.\CTIC.\L LIFE. 

crucitic:d Light yearns over me, longs to manifc.~t in me, waits, asking 

for my love. 

\Vhat, then, holds us b::tck from giving that love in mc:1~nre so 

ample that every thought is permec:ted with its sunshine? \\'h:tt n:­

strains us from unb::trring the door of the heart to that Light? \\'hy 
send we not forth streams of de\·otiJn to call clown the waiting Radi­

ance? \Vhat impede,; the union of the Light and the heart? .-'l.rjuna 

gi\·es the names of our jailers: the:: are Fear and Grief. Fear for all 

our lmn:r scln:,.; :mel interests, for just as c:ach one: ot us ha~ hi,; 10\n:r 

and his higher .~elf. so can each love in others the: lc:iser or the greater. 
It is for us to clwose wh::tt we will contact in on'-" :lJl<)tltcr. ancl we ha\·e 
touch with the lcm·er phase of our friends onh· \\'hen we fear, jn,.;t a,; 

that \\·hich fe:1rs is the weaker and the lo\\·e:· in man. The high soul 

knows nu fc:ar of loss. disaster, ·l.eath. ruin or the \\·orld. for well it 
kiHJ\\"S that it can never lo,.;e its own. :-Iany a th<Jught of the brain­

mind, due to education. custom. or the thought-vibrations about tl:-i. 

come between our hearts and thi,; clearer vision of the Soul. \\"hen 
we begin to argue, to marshall inwges of lo,;s and sorrow \Yithin the: 

mind, we may kno\Y that we arc doing the D\Yeller's work for it. The 

powers of darkness ha\·e foun(l an ally and a helper in us ancl ce:t:ie 

from troubling that we may the better do their destructive work in 

ourselves. This interiur process by which we produce an interior 
resnlt which we call fear-or grief-is one both cnriou,; and occult. 
The image,; of de,;obtion are evoked hy us. picture,; of snppo,.;ed future 

los:,;es to ensue ttp<m some giyen action. and then their long array 

cletiles before the soul. Now that ,,oul. spt"ct:ttor of :-ratter. and Life­
in-:-l:lncr. from which it seeks to learn. that it ma\· recognize itself-­

that ,;oul has a mirror, the mind. It look,; into the: mine! for a ck:1r. 
tru'-" retlect of life:. But man steps in aml by the cldiherate action of 

his will throws false image,; upon the mirror: these fa be image,; be­

\\·ilder the soul. A numbne,;s comes over the heart: its interaction 

\\·i th the soul is paralyzed. 

"\Vhen the perfect man employs his mind. it is a mrrror. It cun­
dncts nothing and anticipates nothing; it responds to what i,.; bef<JIT it. 
hut does not retain it. Thus he is able to deal successfn1h· \\·ith all 

things and injures none." 

,\rjnna graphic::~lly describes the action of grief upon the natnre in 

the \\"<Jrcb ... grief. which drieth up 111\" faculties." The action of th:1t 

di!Tusi\·e f(Jrctc which \Ye call grief io; simil:tr t<J that \\·hich follo\\·s upon 
the m·er-watc:ring· of plants. The tt:ltura; nonri~hment of the c:arth 

and w:ttcr i,; tloocled away from the rooh and the· plant rob and diL·:'. 
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In another edition the idea is gi,·en as "this anguish which withers up 
my sense::," and Arjnna says, "my heart is weighed down with the vice 
of faintness,'' as hearts will be when not buoyed up by the energies of 
faith and courage. A world of instruction regarding man's use of his 
own mental forces is com·eyed by these simple words, to which medi­
tation disco,·ers many a helpful meaning. These energies, all powerful 
in their action, are not to be frittered away. The evolution of energy 
is a spiritual act; misuse or waste of energy a sin against the spirit. 
\Vherefore let it be our endeavour to follow the course outlined by 
Kwang-Sze: 

"\\"hen we rest in what the time requires and manifest that sub­
mission, neither joy nor sorrow can find entrance to the mind." 

·No selfish joy or sorrow, is the meaning of the Sage. \Vhen we 
rest in Truth we are that Truth itself. \Ve are at peace, a peace higher 
than joy, deeper than sorrow; it is a bliss abO\·e our fondest dreams. 
To this exalted condition Krishna has reference when he tells .\rjuna 
that his dejection is "s,·arga closing," literally, "non-S,·argam": it 
shuts the door of he:n-en ; the celestial joys are assembled, but man. 
deploring, weeps without and will not lift the bars. How abject are 
such tears! 

In L(:;lzt on t!tc Pat!t the same truth is alluded to: 
"Before the eye can see, it must be incapable of tears." 
It puts in poetical language the occult truism that an outburst of 

personal grief disturbs for a time the interior conditions, so that we 
can neither employ sight or hearing uncoloured and unshaken. \Vhat 
an output of energy goes to our tears. In the mere physical plane all 
may feel the contraction in the nervous and astral centres, the explo­
sion following; the very moisture of life bursts forth and runs to waste. 
X or can the mind use clear discernment in life when that life is shaken 
and distorted by personal grief. Such grief contracts the whole of life 
to the one centre-l-and looks within that microscopic eddy, ex­
aggerating all it sees. For mind is indeed the retina of the soul, upon 
which images of life are cast. and, like the physical eye, may make an 
illusive report. Or it may report truly, qualifying \Yhat it sees anti 
relating that to the vast \\.hole. ·vet, just as \\.isdom lLJ.th a higher 
eye in nun. so there is that which is higher than the mental view, and 
that. the ,-ision of faith and 10\·e, is at the very bottom of the heart 
always. Deny the tender presences. They are there, nestling close. 
often weighed clown by care and clonbt, but to be cliscover.ecl by the 
man· who desires to disccwer them. Does any one disbelieve this? Let 
him ask himself why we remember best the joys of life. \\"ere \Ye to 
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rem em her the details of past sorrows as keenly we could not go on, 
despair wottl(l destroy our powers. That mysterious thing which we 
call our past, smiles more or less to our remembrance; the edge of 
sorrow is blunted in memory, but that of joy is ever more keen. 
Krishna, the .. warrior eternal and sure," discerns these presences, and, 
tenderly smiling upon downcast man. prepares to send a heaven-born 
voice which shall summon them forth. Man is made for joy! 

\\'hy are they ever in the heart of man, these potencies which he 
names Hope, Trust. Lo\·e. because he does not know their god-like 
names? Is it not because that heart is a spark of the Mother-Heart, 
great Xature's pulsing sun, and thus shares in all her gifts and poten­
cies? Ah! study thine own nature; thou shalt find them ever recur­
rent no matter how oft thou hast denied them. Hate! a sudden instant 
blots it out and it is Love. Doubt! some swift renllsion o\·erturns the 
mind and Hope. the immortal, smiles thine anguish down. Fear, if 
thou canst; thy swelling heart forb'ids, and in an unexpected hour its 
tides of strength uprise, thy puny mind-erections are level with the 
dust that stirs about thy feet, and the \\'or:d sings, for thee. Thou 
canst not wholly bar thy heart. It hears the ::\!other calling to all her 
children and every heart-spark leaps 111 answer. Gi\·e o'er denial. 
Confine the rebel mind. Seek! seek! The he:lrt \Yills to be heard­
and it is heard. 

Arise. ye magic powers! Ye sun-breaths, warm our hearts and 
lead them on to conquest over self. The universe is Love, for it awaits 
all beings. All. all are summoned home, to be at one with Life and 
Light; to end the day of separation. The "day Be-\Vith-Us" is ever 
at hand. when man, in the dawn of the divine reiinion, shall see man­
kind as the manifested Self. and in that S-:lf-:he All. 

"Tl7tall"Z'tr ma_J' be apprd1cndal b)' tl1e miud, 7tiuztcz•t-r may be PtT­
a·i<:cd l~J' !Itt' SOISl'S, ;e/wlctcr ma_l' be disccnud b_!' the intdlal, all is but a 
ji1m1 t~/ Tlice. I am of Thee, upluld b)' Tlttc. Thou art m_J' creator and 
to 77w· I j~l' ji1r r(/itgc." 

Jn.L\ \\·. L. KmGHTI.EY. 

(To b,· a•nlinu!'d.) 
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THE AWAKENING OF THE FIRES. 

Tl"lzoz t;:ei!islzt fiu!!t"rs ilzc mowzfains O<-'cr 

T!tc faO)' liglzts from the earth unj!1/d, 
And o~'tT tiu: !tills cnclulllftd /zo;:xr 

Tltc giant !zeroes and gods t{ uld: 

The inrd of «liter its )laming pinions 
Tl~l:·es u'i'tr mrt!t li11· :i'izo(,· ni:;ld /,!Jz.;_;: 

T/11· stars drop du7i'Jt in i!Lt'ir blue dum in ions 

To it_l'lllil togdlttr their clwral song: 

Ti1c dtild •:f cartlt i11 !tis luarl gro<<'S burni11g 

JJfadfor t/zc nz;_;lzt and tile dtcp U!li.:JWZt'Jl; 

His a!iot flame iu a dra1m rc!Nrniug 

Si'als itself u1z lite andcut 1/zront. 

Il7wz f7.i'ilig!tt o:•tr tile mozwfains jluttcrcd 

And 11 Z::;lit zci t II its sfan.y mil hms came. 

I 1t10 lzad dreams; tlu· tlwug/;!s I /za;:·e uttan! 

Come fmm my lzcart tlzat was toudzcd b)' tlzc flame. 

I TirorGILT OYer the attempts mack time after time to gain our 
freedom; ho\\' failure hacl follu\\·ed failure until at la:-;t it seemed that 

we must write over hero and chieftain of our cause the memorial 
spoken of the 11·arriors of old. "They 11·ent forth to the battle but they 

always fell;" and it seemed to me that these efforts re:-;ulted in failure 
because the ideals put forward were not in the plan of nature for us: 
that it wa~ not in our dcc;tiny that we should attempt a ciYilization like 
that of other lands. Though the cry of nationality rings for e\·er in 
our ears, the word here has em bodied to mo,;t no other hope than this, 

that \\'C should when free be able to enter with more energy upon pur­
suits already adopted by the peop),~ of other countries. Our leaders 
ha\·e erected no nobler standard than theirs, and we who, as a race, are 

the furlorn hope of idealism in Europe, sink clay by day into apathy 
and forget what a past was ours and what a cle~tiny awaits us if we will 
hut rise responsive to it. Though so ole! in tradition this Ireland of 

to-cla\· is a child anwng the natious of the \\'orld; and what a child. 
and with what a strain of genius in it! There is all the superstition, 
the timidity and lack of judgment, tl1e unthonght recklL•-;sne,;s of child­
hood, but combined with what gcnero,;ity aucl de\·otion, and what an 

unfathomable Jon: for its heroes. \\'ho can forget that memorable (by 
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when it~ b~t ~real chief was bid to rest? He 11·a~ not the prophet of 

our spiritual future; he ,,·as not the hero of our highest icleJ.ls; but he 
\Yas the only hero ,,-e kne\\". The 1·ery air was penetratell \\·ith the 

sobbing and passion of nnntterablc: regret. Ah. Eri, in other lands 
tht:re is strength and mind J.IHl the massin~ culminati•m of ordered 
pnwer. but in thee alone is there such lo\·e as the big heart of child­

hood can feel. It is this \Yhich maketh all thy exiles tum with longing 

thoughts to thee. 

Ikfore t;·yinc; here ln indicate a din:ction for the future, guessed 

from lmJ<Hlinc:; <lll the far past J.nd by touching on the secret springs in 

the he~1rt or th\' pr\'sent. it may make that future see111 eJ.sier of access 
if I point ont ,,·hat we han: esc:~.ped and ~~:~u sho\\. th:1t we ha\·e alre:~.dy 

a freedom \\·hich. tlwngh but half recognized. is yet our most precious 

herita:-;e. \\'e ~1re not yet inYoh·ecl in a :-;oci:d knot \Yhiclt only reel 
renJluti<Jil C111 oie\-er: our humanity. the ancient gir·t uf nature to us. is 

still fresh in our veins: our force is not merely the reYerberation of a 
past. an inedtable m•Jmentum started in the long ago, hut is free for 
newer life to cl·J "·hat \\·e \Yill with i~:c the coming time. 

I know there are ,;ome who regret this. who associate national 

greatness with the \Yhirr and hnzz of many wheels, the smoke of fac­
tories am, \Yith large di,·idemb: and others, again, who ,,·ish that our 

:-;imple mimb were illnminakd by the culture and \Yisclom of our 
neighlJnurs. nut I raise the standard of idealism. to try e\·erything by 

it, e\·ery c~J;-;toJJL \'n:ry thought before we m:ll~\' it our own, and e\·ery 

sentiment before it find,; a place in our hearts. Ar\' these conditions. 

social :111<1 111\'nt:Jl. \Yhich some would tun' lh stri\·e for really so 
arlmir:tlJk a:-; \H' :n\' a,;~ured they an:? Are they worth ha1·ing at all? 
\\'hat of the heroic best of man; hcl\\· doe,; that :-;lww? His spiritu­
al it\·. lJeanL\· :md knclenJes,;, are thbe fosterul in the civilizations of 

tu-day? I say if question.~ iike these bearing upon th~Lt inner life 

wherein is the real greatness ot nations cannot be an,;wered satis­

factorily, that it is our dttt\· to mainuin our struggle. to remain aloof. 

lest by accepting a delu"in: pro,;perity we shut ourseh·es from our 
primiti1·e sources of power. Fur this spirit of the mod\'ni. with which 
\\·e are so little in touch. is <l!Ie which tend,; to lead n1:111 further and 

further from nature. She is no more to him the Great :\Iother so 

re\·ereutl\· namul l•.mg ago. hut lll\'reh· an adjnuct. to his lif\', the dis­

tant oittpplier nf his need~. \\'hat to the :L\'l_Tage d\\'dler in cities are 

st:lr:-: ~llld ,.;kie,.; an<l monntain,;? They p:t\· li<J di,·i<lends to him. no 
w::g·ec-;. \\"]J,- ,.;ll<Hllll he c:u-e abont them ilHkccl. c\ncl no loug-er con­
cern inc;- hilll ,·:,· :1l"nrt tutn!·e \\·lut \\'I!JI<kr i.; it that nature ehh,.; ont of 
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him. She ha;; her reYenge, for from whate\·er standpoint of idealism 

considered the an::rage man sho\YS but of pigmy stature. For him 
there i;; no before or after. In his material life he has forgotten or 
nen::r heard <>t the heroic tra<litions of his race, their aspir:nions to 

godlike stat<.:. One \\·onders 1dwt \\·ill happen to him 11·hen death 
nsht.:rs hin1 <lllt from the great 1·isible lift.: tu the lonelint.:;-;s amid the 

stars. To \\·hat hearth or home ;;hall he flee who ne\·er raised the veil 
of nature \Yhile li1·ing. nor saw it waver tremulous with the hidden 
glory bt.:Core his eyes? The Holy Breath from the past communes no 

more 11·ith him. ami if ht.: is olJ]i,·ious of tht.:"e thing,;, though a thou­
saw! workmen call him ma~ter, within he is bankrupt. hio: effects 
,.;equeskred, a p<lOr shaclo\\', an outcast from the Kingclum of Light. 

\\\: see too, that as age after age passes and teems only with the 

common place, that those 11'110 are the poets and teachers falter and lose 
faith: the1· utter no more of man the di1·ine thing,.; the poets said of 
old. Perhap,.; the sheer respec;,ability of tht.: people they ;Hldres,; deters 

them from making stateme!lt:i which in some respects mig·ht bt.: con­
sidered libdlou:i. But from whate\·(:r cause, from lack of heart or lack 

of faith, they ha\·e no real inspiration. The literature of Europe ha,; 

had but little inflnt.:nce on the Celt in this isle. Its philosophies and 
re,·olutionar:· ideas han: st:tyecl their wa1·es at his coa,;t: theY bad no 

messag·e of interpretation for hi 111, ::10 potent e:ectric thn11gh t tu light 
up the m1·stt:ry <Jf his nature. For :he mystcry of the Cdt is the mys­

tery of :\mergin the Druid. .\11 nature spcaks tlmm~h him. He is 

her darling, the couficbnt of her ~ccrets. Her mountains haYe lkell 
more to him tha11 a feeling. She ha,.; rc1·ealed them to him as the home 

of her brighter children, her hero~:s become immortal. For him her 

streams ripple with magic:tl life and tlw light of day \\·as once filled 
\\·ith more aerial rainbmv \Yonder. Thou\,;·h thousand,.; of years haYe 

p:1,;sed since this mysterious Druid Janel was at its nnonday, and long 

centuries h~l\"e rollt.:d by since the weepi11g seeress saw the lights \':1ni;;h 
from mountain and 1·alky, still thi,.; allia11ce of the soul of man a11cl the 

soul of nature more or lb;; manifestly characterizes the people of this 

isle. The thought produced in and for complex ciYilization,.; is not 
pregnant e11ough with tht.: va:::t for them, is not enough thrilled through 

by that impalpable breathing from ~mother nature. \\"e hiwe had but 

little nati1·e literature here worth the name until of late years, :tnd that 
not yet popularized, but during all these centuries the Celt has kept in 

his heart su111e affinity with the mighty bt.:ing,.; ruling in tht.: nnseen. 
once so e\·idu!L to the heroic race~; \\'ho preculecl him. Hi,.; l.::gencb 
a1Hl faery tal<.:,.; ha\·t.: connc~cterl hi,.; soul with the inner lin:,.; of :1ir and 
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\mte; e1nd earth. and they in turn have kept hi~ heart ~weet with hi<lclen 
influence. It •,youlcl m:1ke one feel sad to think that all that beautiful 

folklore is f:Jding slowly from the n· emory that held it so long, were it 
not for the belief that the watchful powers who fostered its continuance 

relax their care because the night with beautiful dreams :1nd cleecls 
done only in fancy is pa:o:;ing: the clay is coming \\·ith the beautiful 

real. with heroes and heroic deed:;. 

.tE. 

THE THIRD EVE. 

THE teaching·s giYen to the woricl by Mme. BLwahky in 7/i,· 5'u:rct 
Dodrint and ebe\Yhere are almost rhily being confirmed by scientific 
in,·estigation. as she predicted: the recent experiments with the Riint­

gen rays and the electric eye being striking examples. But it is a little 
startling to find the existence of the "third eye" :1nd ib identity with 

the pineal ghncl soberly discussed in the pages of a popular magazine. 

In the Christmas number of Tl1c Englislz l!lustral<·d Jla.r;n:::inc there 
is a dcO:Scription of the curious lizard called the Tuatara, referrerl to in 

Tlzt St.od Dodrillc" (old eeL, II. 2<)6\ which inhabits a few small i,;lands 

off the e:1st coast of the Xorth Island of Xew Zealand. To pro.ceed in 
the words of the article : 

"The pineal gland is a ,;tructure 1vhich occurs in all yertehrates, 

except the Yery iowe,;t, in !i-ont of the hinder anrl luwer p~trt of the 

brain. It is a cone-shaped body about the size of a pea and of a 

yellowish-grey tinge. The function of this gland was e\·er a matter of 

specubtion. De,;cartes regarded it as th<..: seat of the ,;oul, ancl it was 

long surmised to he such. 

" In dissecting the head of a Tuatara Bald win Spencer ,;olved the 

enigma. In the Splzmodon (the scientific name of the lizard I the pineal 

body reache~ the skin on thc tup of the hc:ul, and retains distinct traces 

of au eye-like structure. Beyond a] donut it is a a persistent n:stige 

of a middle. unpaired. upward-looking third e~·e. At an early stage of 

the development of the Tuatara, the pineal bod~· is a prmuin~;nt feature. 
An m·al spot is left free from pigment in the skin of the ,;kull tJ\Tr the 

eye. Through thi~ the clark colouring of the retina show,; distinctly. 

So. after all, the great eye in the middle of the head of the 

dragon of ol<l-time romance w:b not :1ltog-cther an idle coinage of the 
brain." 

l\roreon:r, it i,; stated that the skin of th~; Tnat:1ra i,; ttnlike that of 
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any exi,.;ting· lizard, and ··throw,; much light on the oric;-in of the sen,;e 

of hearing,'' though in 11·hat way io; not explained; hut in TILe St'crd 
Dudrinc (p. 298) it is asserte(l that the recent discoveries in connection 

11·i th this lizard " ha 1·e a \·ery i m por:an t bearing on the de-.·elopmen tal 
history of the human senses. and on the occult assertions in the text." 
These assertions are: that what is now the pineal gland in man was 

originally active as a third eye. an organ of spiritual vision. :\Ian 11·as 
then male-female and four-armed the Hindu cleitie,.;\ hnt \\·ith the 

gradual bll into matter the separ:ition into :-;exc:s came ahont, and the 

third eye. "getting gradually pdrijiuf, ooO<lll clisappe:1red. The double­

faced became the one-faced. and the eye was clr:nn1 deep into the head 
and i,; now buried under the hair." Thi,; 11·a,.; clue to the abuse by man 

of hi,.; cli1·ine powers. 

Obsen·e fnrther that the race posses,;in,l!,' the third eye in full acti1·ity 

was the early third race, which inhabitcci the continent of Lemuria. 

New Zealand and its islands are remnants of that ancient continent. 
and hence we see that this little liza:~d is an actualli,·ing link with that 
far-off time and a testimony to the trnth of these ancienL teaching-s. 

Thus will link after liuk he rec01·erecl until the time when Lemuria 

shall awake from its long sleep beneath the waters of the Pacific to re­
become the home of its children after their long journey into the abyss 

of matter . 
.. Ric;htly. thc·n," to quote illr. .Juclg·e. "will the great far western 

ocean h~11·e been named the Pacijic, for that race will not be gi\·en to 

co11test nor hear of wars or rumours of war, since it will be too near 

the se\-enth. whose mission it must be to att:1in to the consummation, 

to seize aml hold the Holy Grail." 

XE\V YE.-\R IX THE XE\\' L\XD. 

IT is marvellous how the archaic wisdom explains all things. Here 

is an instance, quite unthoug-ht of hitherto. Half way between the old 
land and the new is a pbce of tos::ing waters, very ill-omene<l, where 

the tears of many travellers mingle with the brine of \'anm~l. The 

woefulne,;:-; of thi;-; 1\·et waste is known to all men. lmt the true inward­
ness of its :'OIT<J\1. is here fir,.;t told. Straight dowmyarcl. under the 

clark. wailing waters, is the old Atlante:111 land: and the ghosts of 
Tit:llb da:nnecl. 11·1l<l sinned mig-htily al!ll pmndly in clays gone by. still 
lie then· amid the <lnze, to.;..;ing the;r ar:n, ;d)l)tlt despairing-ly, until the 
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,·ery waters toss in moist sympathy. And of those who p:1ss there, all 
who in any way shared the eYil of the Titans. are doomed hy fate to 
h:.we a part in their restless tossing and sorrow, until the times are 
fulfilled. Anti whoever belie\·es not. nor is convinced of the truth of 
this tale of ages gone, let him pas,; that \Yay acros,; the \Ya\·es. and he 
will confess in sorrow that these things are true. 

But after storm comes peace. It came to us one morning. before 
the waning moon and pale stars had faded from the sky, while the 
white mists of dawn lay across the placid Dela\Yare. As the stars faded 
throbbing into the blue, a rosy arrow shot across the sky from east to 
west, and the sun lit up the woods on the oceamvard bank of the ri\·er, 
touching with go!d our first sight of the new land. making the earth 
gleam and shine under the sky-line like the illumined pages of a 
missal. 

And there the similitude of things re,·erent and re\·ered ceased 
utterly. The air of the new land, and the white life-breath of it stream­
ing up from the heart of the earth, suggest anything mther than 
cloistered veneration. There is rather an all-present buoyancy, a 
vigour stimulating pulse and nen·e: so that he who begins by walking 
will soon quicken his pace, and ere long break into a rnn-not at all 
from the hurry to get anywhere, but wholly from that same impetuous 
life-breath pouring from mother earth into his heels. 

And the compelling vigour of the earth-breath is here on~r all men. 
so that they build towers like that of Babylon, nut indeed to re1clt unto 
heaven, but rather to get mvay from the restless earth. They hew clown 
trees and tear apart the rocks, under the same impulse; pretending to 
each other, meanwhile, that they are accomplishing the most mighty 
work of Brahm: but in very sooth because the stirring power of the 
all-bountiful Mother is oyerwhelming them, and they nw\·c restlessly 
even in their sleep, building pyramids eyen in dreamland, and hollo\Y­
ing otlt dim. fantastic caverns in sha1lowy hills. They say that. ttnmrds 
the further ocean, men go drowsy e\·en at noon-title, their eyes half­
closed and full of glamour. moYing about in worlds not realized. so 
filled antl overcome are they by that most potent and sparkling- e:lrth­
breath. 

It is true absolutely that the people of the new laud are dominated 
by that inward atmosphere, and in no sense dominate it. They han: 
hitherto written nothing on their white and lucent time-screen. from 
which the last traces of the race that went before them ha\·e not quite 
died away. In olt!er lands. or, \Ye should rather say. in lands more 
worn and weary, the ,·ery air is hannted and he:n·y with the thoug·hts. 
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the ambitions, and the sins of untold generations of men who have 
gone down into the earth. And there are lands and cities, esteemed 
among the mightiest of the earth, where the inward self of us can 
hardly breathe for the crowding in of these half-dead remnants of a 
past that is altogether dead, mingled with heavy imaginings of a present 
hardly more ali\·e. In those outlived places of the earth, their book of 
the air, stained and worn like some antique parchment, is written and 
written 0\·er again, scored and crossed in many colours, so that nothing 
but the ocean depths rolling there for ages can wash it clean again for 
some new race to paint new pictures on. 

Here. it is as though we had is::ued but yesterday from the purify­
ing waters, were it not for that faint and fading memory of the warriors 
of the forests, still lingering here and there on one page or another of 
the air-book. And it is not so much a mere unwritten book. a still 
white cam·as. as a luminous sea of buoyant life, stirring and seething, 
and carrying all men away in its vigorous stream. 

CH.\RLES J OIIXST0:-1. 

OX ATTEXTION. 

IF you want to learn life you will ha\·e to gain the pmver of atten­
tion. You ha\·e asked me many times how to understand men and 
things, and I say again there is no other way than to note what is pass­
ing by strict atkntion. This does not mean that yon are to enter into 
all you see about you; this would be foolish and \vould be just the 
opposite from the power of attention you want to gain. If you enter 
into everything you see it shows you lack attention, for you are carried 
away by what you see and hear and are not noting it at all. 

The attention necessary is of two kinds, the outer and the inner. 
If you gain attention e\·en with your outer senses you will have learned 
more than most people do, and very few gain the inner attention which 
is necessary in a much greater degree than the other. 

Kot long since I asked you to do something for me: there were 
se\·eral points to notice. Think it over and see how much attention 
yon paid to what I said. Yon got one or two of the ideas. the rest you 
hardly heard, much less took them in. for yon were attending not to 
what I said, but to what yon thought I was going to say. You then 
went away and did what you imagined I said, which was not at all what 
I actually said, but was only your own imaginings. \Yas that attention 
either outwardly or inwardly? Rather a poor sample surely. 

You \\'ant to han: me teach you <'>ccultism, dn yon? \Veil, r ha\·e 
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g1n:n yon nnny ide:ts on this, and if yon had paid attention yon would 
ha\·e made a beginning in occultism, which is first atkntion, then 

undcrst:tnding·. H:t\'e you clone this? Xo, I han:n't noticed it yet, 
::mel until yon gain this attention yon can ne\·c·r be an occultist. and the 
suoner yo;1 face facts the hdtt:r. I han·n't time for talk. you know, 
and if you cannot pay attention you might as \\·ell begin 011 another 

line of work than th:1t of occultism. 
Half the people yon meet ha,·e this lack of attention. They 

wamkr about like sleepy animals after a hea\'y meal. They ha\·e not 

the power to attend, then to grasp. then to hold on to ideas. E\·ery­

thing slips bet\\·een their mental fingers like \Yater througll a sie\·e. 
If yon wonld try for one day to make a po~itive deknnination to 

note e\-crything you see during that cla\· you wonlcl not only be sur­
prised to see how much has been pa:;sell by quite unnoticed by yon, but 
yon would also gain a power about which you little dream. 

You ha\·e kunell tlut yon ha\·e to say exactly \Yhat yon mean 
when you talk to me. \\'hy? Bec:1.use I attend to what yon say and 
act on that, and e\·en if you say one thing ancl mean annther, and I 

know it, I show you the attc:n tion paid to the exact words so that you 

can learn this power of attention. I act on the words I hear, not on 
what I think y<m mean. \\'ith tli<.:· inner attention I may note when 

you say one thing and me~lll another, but that power is gc1ined only 
after you can pay strict attention to what yuu actually see allll hear. 

Have you noticed my doing this, or h:n·e yon not paid attention to this 
either? 

There are m:1ny kinds of attention you will have to gain. about 
\Yhich I will tell yon later; hut if yon e\·er expect to be an occultist 

yon had better begin on the ordinary practice of attention. \\·hich is 
attention to yuur own duty in every minute detail, the other kintls will 

follow in natL1ral order when you ha \'e learned to pr:1ctise the attention 

I have been telling you about. 

A.. 
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THE LAXD OF VOCTH. 
A :-;'!'I>RY FOI~ CHILDRJ·::\. 

0.:--;E autumn ni~·]1t long, long years ago. Pat Ka\·anagh ran out of 
the cabin he called home and went a,; s\\·ift!y as his small leg,; could 

<;arry him do\Yll to the shore. He \\·as n:ry youn:;. and very hun:;ry, 
and the big tears stood in his eyes. ~.>r hi,; heart was heaYy. 

There had bec:n \Try little foo1l in the cabin that clay, and no turf 

fire upon the: hearth: his ,.;maikr brothers lud been crying for food and 
P1.t had gin:n them his slwre of the colt! potatoe,; and buttermilk, and 
when his mother asked \Yhy he clid not eat them, he had lied and told 

her that a neighbour had gi\·en him bread for dri\·ing home her co\\', 
and after the words had left his lips he felt ashamed for the first time 
in hi,; short life. and he clid not like to meet mother's eyes, and so he 

ran out under the st::trlig·ln towards the se:t. The han·est nwcm shone 
large and bright o\·er him. and a broad path of light by right :1cross 
the water. and wonder of wot](krs, at the entl of it, where se1 :mel sky 

met. the child coul1l see another shore faint and shadowy. 

He knew all about that land. often around the cabin fire he had 
heard the old people tdl about it. and old :\Iick the blind fiddler sang 

a song- \Yhich ,;aid that it wac; the fair)· re1lm of Tir-na-nu.~e. where 
eyerything- \\·as brig-ht and youn~ and gl:hl : the other half of the moon 

turne(l to\\·anb it. and the tar c:ud of the rainbow re~ted upon ib hilb. 

It wa~ the children's land, they said. the lo.nd of yuuth, little ones went 
there in sleep every night. but grown up people ne\·c:r reached it, because: 

some night or other they gre'.\' carc!ess and went to the land of forget­

fulness, anrl :tftcr that they lle\·er eoultl re:1ch the land of youth again. 
But you1P.~- hearts. pure he:trb, were always welcomed there by 

great Qnc:en ="iam and her peuple: an:l if only one could get there in 
waking hour,; one \\'<ndd lea\·e their h<::trt there and remember all ahout 
it. allllne\·er grow old or weary or ,;ad but be young· and glad alway,;. 

But no one P~,t h:ul e\·er kno\\'11 had re:tcherl it and come back: in the 
\·illage the: <>ld pc:oplc \\-ere: al! sa1l, and the children hungry. 

The chile! :-.haded his te tr-dimm<~d eye' with his small, dirty hands, 

a1Hl g:tzetl and gved enchanted; his bare feet danced with joy, hi,; 

hc::trt heat quickh· \\'ith gladness: t was really there. the faery laml, 
if he conltl reach it awake he conltl bring back faery gol1l and gifts for 

hi,; nwthc:r. 
He nJ:tn:Jc_;cd somel!O\\' to bunc'!1 the :-iJtu;l oicl boat that hat! been 

hi,; f:tthn·,;. :md driflc:d out :wm,;s the tr:1c 1: ·l'. the moonlight. and the 
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west wind blew softly and the waves rocked him gently until he forgot 
how hungry he was. 

At last he reached the shining beach and the sweet, wee faery folk 
trooped down to meet him, and they looked surprised and one of them 
said: "\Vhy, here is a mortal chilli come to us of his own accord with­
out waiting for the Queen to send for him. \\:hat shall we do?" And 
another said: "\Ve can't let him land for he has been sad at heart, the 
marks of tears are on his face and he is not truthful:" and another 
said, "He would sadden our land; we had better send him back." But 
one faery said: "I will ask Queen Xiam." 

So the Queen came to the shore surrounded by her people, and her 
heart was loving and she lifted the tired child with her arms and pil­
lowed his head upon her shoulder, and with a magic herb she touched 
his eyes and gave him power to see what other mortals could not, and 
Pat :Kavanagh looked up into her face and wondered at her beauty. 

Golden was her hair as sunlight, and her eyes clear and kind and 
blue as forget-me-nots. sweet and low her voice as the south \Vind 
blowing through the pine forests at evening, and her laughter like the 
rippling of a tiny streamlet flowing adown the mountain side. 

Her dress was of pure white, and just beside her feet grew a tall 
lily with a tear in its cup. and she plucked the snowy flower, and with 
the crystal drop she washed the stain of untruth from his lips, and she 
shook the gold dust from the lily's heart upon them :;o that his word:; 
might always be golden and true. 

And the child nestled closely to her and she whispered lm·ing 
thoughts into his ear, thoughts that mothers think, my dear one, when 
they hush you to sleep, and she bade him reinember them and taught 
him this lesson. that children grow like what they think about, and she 
told him to repeat her words to others. 

Then the child said : "Who are you?" 
And she said: "Some call me Beauty, but others who are \viser call 

me Truth." And she beckoned to her faery folk and sa ill: "\\'hat gifts 
shall we give this small sad mortal child before we send him back to 
earth again?" 

Tears filled the child's eyes and his voice qni,·ere<l as he said: "Let 
me stay here; it is cold and sad on earth." 

But she said: "Child, I cannot. Even now I hear your mother 
weeping for yon, bnt I promise yon this-that whibt your heart remains 
loving and unselfish and your lip:; true yoa may return to us each night 
when your eyelids grow hea\·y with :;Jeep: and I give yon the greatest 
gift I have to gi,·e, all the time that yon dwell among mortals yon shall 
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be w1se to hd p them if you will, and willing to suffer with and for 
others ; and however gray your hair may grow, and howe\·er wrinkled 
your face, you \\·ill ne\·er really grow old, for as long as you love truth 
your heart will remain young~but listen what gifts my people promise 
you."' 

And one said: "I give him joy." 
And another: "I give him the sunny smile to cheer others." 
And a third: " I give him patience and the power to repay wrongs 

with forgi\·eness. '' 
And the Queen saitl: "It is enough. ~ow sing him the lullaby of 

Tir-na-noge, that he may sleep and awake joyous in his cabin home." 
The faeries joined hands and danced round them three time.~ in a 

mazy circle :mel sang: 
.. To the isle of beauty 

Hidden far away, 
Come the young folks dreaming 
To our faery day. 
To the faeries dreaming 
Legends old and gay. 
To their hearts we'll whisper 
E'er they wake to-day; 
Let them hear us singing 
Faery unto fay, 
Follow. follow, follow, 
The Queen of Truth alway." 

It was long, long ago. as I told you. since Pat ~a\·anagh drifted 
across the moonlight into the land of youth, and he is a very. very old 
man no\\·~at least so the \·illage people say, and they tell the story of 
how he drifted out to sea when quik a child. and drifted homew1.nls 
safely again with the return tide. 

But he only tells the children the wondrous story of that night, 
and the little ones who gather closely round him in the small mud 
cabin by the sea. and climb upon his knees when the shadows darken 
round them. and the wind whistles outside~the children say that he is 
young. not old. because he and they li\·e half their time in the land of 
youth. and he has left his heart there: and if yon point out to them 
how white his hair is, and that his clear old face is a;, puckered and 
wrinkled as a dried-up apple, then they whisper that it is all right, he 
may look old hut really and truly ht· isn't, for he says so, and he always 
tells thLO trnth. K. B. L\WRE:'\CE. 
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SE:\TDIEXT. 

l:--i :;o !:;;- a,; Theosophy j,; a uni'.·er;.;al di,·in<: life then· llllht he no 

a,;pect of con~ciousne,;s \\·ith \\·hich it doe" !](Jt correlate, no phase of 

nature \Yhich lll::t\' not claim its la\\' ::tllll seek ib aid. I ::1111 con,;Lmtly 

brought to resto.te thi,; fact for mysdf by the tendency I see within and 
around me to ::tssert some ::tspect of teaching or ,;ome phase of knm\·­
leclg;e ,,·ith the empha,;is of an ultimate la\Y, ::ts if one ,;honltl so.y. "the 

soul of all hdief lies in thi" or that doctrine. ::tll ebe is \·:m and a 
grasping ol· \\·in.!." The \·cry fact that it i:-; through :mch accentuation 

of ::tspecb tlut \\'e learn. in time. the rebti\T \'alues of our u\\·n and 

our brnthers' icleab should proYe to us the necessity for tolero.nce. and 

for the pursuit of ,;_piritual aims under conditions which recognize-as 
our Society does-that tolerance is one o.,;pect of the di\·ine life. 

These feeling·:; ::tre sugg·e:-itctl to me by noting ho\\' men •.dw gi\·e 

themseh-es to the study of ide:ts natural!'. bruk up into ,group:-;, each 
group being to some extent a prote:-'t against the other; one :-ieeking to 

justify intellect as the key of truth and scorning :-;c:ntiment, the other 

accepting- the hints of the intuition \\·hich reo.ches them through their 
feding;-; and looking ::tsLmce upon the followers of the reason. The:-;e 

two mode,;, reason ::tnd fet:lin:,;. mu:;t ba\·e their alternatin~ intluence 
upon the man ,,·ho would unite in him:-;elf. the L'lmclitil>n:-; \l·hicl! make 

for uni1·erso.l life, and if. fur the moment, I \·eutl!re to take :-;ide" in this 

old contro1·ersy, it is bec::mse I knu\\' that to-morro\\' n~1tnre \\·ill ree,.;tah­
li:-;h the equilibrium \\'hich I distnrh to-day if I gi1-c to one sitlc a 

weight that is not true to the facts o:· our life. 
I would defend sentiment, then, from the onslaug·ht \\·bil'l1 I fincl 

made upon it 1Jy those 'Yho. lt:n·ing gin.:n ll1emsch·es to the pursuit of 

trnth. think they see in feeling the antag<mist ur fact. Like all wo:·cl:-; 
\Yhich ha\·e been degraded to ignobk u;;e,.;, ,;e11timent l1as suffered ,.;aclh· 

in the hands of f::tlse friends, until it h:ts become identified in m:11ly 

minds with the attractions of lo\\'er nature. :1ncl to be ",;entimental" 

means mainly t" he ::t complai~ant Yicti!ll to the rlen1~11Hb of personal 
desire. On the contrary. I think of sentiment :1,; a feeling· t<>r the true. 

as inner touch gropi11g to\\·ard.~ ib appropri,tte uhjcct in an inner un­

clefinell but 1·ery real ,;phere of being; ~,s ::m intniti<>n which hac; n<>t 
yet fonllll sight and so can ·• only feel." as we :;ay \\'hen \\'C sense trnth,; 

too deep fnr ntter:mce. :\n\\' this confn:-;ion i}l our mind,.;. a:; t<l what 

CS:-'entialh' sentiment is. i:-; 11·or~e th:m it ,;ee;n:;, Cnr it separ:tte, us from 
real pmn:r. It is yain that \·nu point out\<> 111v the imniL'Ili<>ri:tl path 
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whereon all who would attain must go-the path of aspiration and self­
sacrifice-unless you touch in my nature some chord awakening in me 
the power, the desire, the determination to tread that path, and that 
you will never do-nc;:•cr-except through this mystery of feeling, this 
touch of the heart's hand upon the soul, which fills me with electric 
life and leads me towards my goal. 

Or to take sentiment in a more general aspect-why should there 
be such distrust of the primal affections? \Vhere else save through 
the purification of these are we going to furnish men with the impulse 
for brotherhood, and how can we better begin than by a broad. generous 
trust in the sentiment of love? I know too well the subtleties of nature 
to deny or to forget the dangers of this way. I know that our loves 
here are all refracted from the true, and that too often that which \Ye 
call love is veiled self-approval; yet if, keeping watch upon our desires 
but letting our impulses towards harmonious relations with our fellows 
travel out from us free, we spoke-not in words perhaps but deeper­
those sympathies we feel, think you not that the force for brotherhood 
would grow stronger, and that the soul within us, striving to deliver 
somewhat of its knowledge-a knowledge of our divine oneness­
would be s eldmner balked in its mission? 

The teachers tell us that we are gods, how shall we com·ert this 
thought into life? I know of no way save devotion, and I know of no 
de,·otion that is not sprung from lo\·e. Is our devotion to a wise and 
lofty ideal tr.anscending forms of thought and modes of exposition-it 
is through love of the ideal that our homage is kindled and passes in 
fiery impulse out of ideation into activity. Is Humanity the sacred 
watchword that we ponder-how till we have surcharged it with emo­
tion. the emotion of love, can we arouse in ourselves the power to 1 i\·e 
and die for the race ? 

I know indeed that besides love there is wisdom, besides devotion 
knowledge. besides ideals insight, and that no half life can satisfy the 
soul that has accepted the task of learning the meaning of its own 
divinity; but I know, too, that wisdom is the mode and love the force 
through which we may some day reach Deity, and if aught of to-clay 
can remain to us in the True surely it shall not be the path that brought 
us but the light that led, say rather, that impelled us onward. the light 
of a nobler sentiment than we know but which is surely reflected to us 
now in our few brief moments of ·~ense affection, when the sense of 
personality is forgotten and the recognition of our intimate oneness is 
gripped by the heart. Surely the simplest doctrine is at last the truest, 
in lo\·e of IO\·ing--kindness we find light. O:II.\R. 
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RE\"IEW. 

PLEASl"RE A.XD P.\IX. 13y :\label Collins. Lowlnn: I:-;i;; Pub. C<l. 

I A:'II long enough a stnclent to remember the timc: ,,·hen the ap­
pearance of anything signed :\I. C. u;;ed to cau;;e a golden ple:tsnrahle 

glow of anticipation ere :-;ettling oneself to read. There \\TIT ,;uch 

\\·ise thing-; said \Yith such perfect bennty, calmness a11tl surety that it 

could he nuthing else but the voice of the ,;onl. .'l.ncl so here it is abo 
but it i;; hardl)· that first voice. There is a \\·i,.;dutu of intuition ancl a 

\Yisclom learned hy experience. In the littk h<>cll~s uf some years ngo 
which m: prize so much that first wisd<l111 is cle:u. shining, impersonal: 

it might be the La\\" declaring ibelf ,.;o little tlo they seem tinged 
b)· the el!l<Jtion of the \Hiter. In thi,; later \\·ork the intuitions of 

~arlier clays seem to be checked off by experience. It is not creati\·e. 

but it reasserts many of the old aphorisms with a prof(JutHI human 
feeling added and with almo;-;t all the old beauty of style. How wise 

many of these commentaric;-; are pnJbably most people will twt realize 

because but few are at the stage of Efe described. but all may find :-i<Jlne 

partial application. This one ought to be laid to he:1rt: it is so difficult 
for us in an age where beauty is more an underlying ,.;onl tlt:m a ,-i:-;ihle 

presence to put in practice any sdf-re~traint: "The ecstatic who chYelb 
in \·ic;i<lth mn.st sen·e out his bitter apprentice~ltip at :mother time. and 

so make up f,>r the days he has spent in dre:un." .\c;ain. withont pre­

tetHling t<J mn,;eh·es that personally \\T are anyt!tiuc; very important. 

we m:1y gain from study of the fo:.lo\\·inc;·: "Great natures are often 
betn\ed h\· their own greatness. They find in tltt."m~eh·es higher gifts 

tha11 other men posse-;,.;, and they fine\ an incre:1:-;in~ pleasure in their 
ex:erci;-;e. They seem like redeemers, yet all the while the growth of 

s·~lf within them is rank and strong. They ha\·e llLHie the 

mistake of lh·ing in the plea;-;nre of their own work. forgetting that 

the pain and suffering which i,.; a part of the world's life is their inheri­
tance also." To too many does it l:.appen that the entr:mce into their 
darkness of the first brilliant rays from spirit is the ,.;ignal for the fierv 

upspringing of the personal tnture. and pride or pleasure go along \\·ith 

a11d dim the higher light. Such sentences as these an: frequent in 
e\·ery p:q.~e. and if the pmYer is not ,;o present ll<J\\. as formerly still 

there is et!Dllgh wi~dom and enough be:mty to m:ll.::t.· thi-; little hook in 
e\·en \\.a\· memonhle and worth)· of study. 
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THE T. S. I~ EUROPE (IRELAXD). 

SECOND Ax:-n:-A:c, CoxYENTiox. 

J, UPPER ELY PLACE, DGBLIX. 

THE President having taken the chair, the Hon. Treasurer ga\·e a 
short account of the condition of the mm·ement in Ireland, and gaYe a 
statement of financial position. 

Rtsoh•ed, That Bros. Jordan and Dwyer audit the books and accounb 
for 1896 and report to next meeting. 

Letters of greeting were receiyed from Mrs. K. A. Tingley, the 
Clifton Branch per Miss Townsend, the T. S. in Sweden per Dr. Erik 
Bogren. and the T. S. in England per Dr. and :\Irs. Keightley, all ex­
pressing the warmest sympathy and good wishes for the progress of 
Theosophy in Ireland. Arrangements were made for replies to be sent. 

The election of Officers and CoLmcil for r897 then took place. and 
the following were duly appointed: Pres., D. N. Dunlop; T"icc-Prcs., 

P. E. Jordan; Hon. Trcas., F. J. Dick; lfon. Sec., R. E. Coates: Addi­
tional Cozmciilors, \~iolet North, G. \\". Russell, A. \\". Dwyer, the latter 
two to act as Librarians. 

Changes in the headquarters arrangements having become impera­
th·e for several reasons, a Committee was nominated to obtain suitable 
quarters for the Society's work, and report to a further special meeting 
to be called at an early date. 

A discussion then followed on methods of work, and one valuable 
suggestion was that at the public meetings familiar subjects should be 
treated from a theosophical point of view, so that strangers could more 
readily follow the line of thought than would be possible with papers or 
lectures of a more ach·anced type. It was agreed that the plan of ha\·ing 
a syllabus of the subjects should be continued, and another important 
suggestion was that the members should tlziuk over the subject to be 
next discussed, and come prepared to give their ideas on it rather than 
wait for the inspiration of the moment, which seldom produces ade­
quate results. 

The discussions during ensuing month will be: Jan. 2oth. fllsjira­

tion, H. F. Norman; 27th. Compassion, P. Gregan; Feb. 3rd. SMr{;io·, 
:\Irs. E. Dunlop: roth, The Scan-It J(>r Bcau(t', Miss Caroline Rea. 

RonT. E. Co.\TES, Hon. St"C. 

Priat~•l 0.1 .. Till·: IRISH Tm·:osoPHIST" Press, 3, l:pper Ely Place. Iluhlil'. 



VoL. V. FEBRUARY ISTH, r8g7. No.5· 

The Irish Theosophist. 

"THE BHAGAVAD GITA" IN PRACTIC\.L LIFE. 

(Continued from p. 65.) 

KRISHNA, as we have seen, desires to aid and encourage Arjuna. 
He therefore proceeds to instruct hi'> ward in the art of Thought, which 
is the art of Living. In the book the fact is set forth as the art of 
\Varfare, but that and to live are one and the same thing when Man, 
standing between the hosts of Spirit and those of Material Desire, 
decides to advance towards the Eternal. 

It is worthy of more than passing consideration, this fact that 
Krishna at once begins to tell Arjuna how to think, and hence how to 
live. The Lord does not bid Man to become an ascetic; nor to separate 
himself from his fellows ; nor to evade or set aside the duties of his 
immediate place ; nor to mortify the flesh by any system of food or of 
life. No ; He inculcates right thinking, a system of thought based 
upon the real nature of the Universe, for such interior attention and 
thinking will in time q.ffect the very brain, will alter-not its substance, 
but the mode, the convolutions of that substance, making it the vehicle 
of finer forces, the radiator of higher powers. 

Broadly stated, the whole sum of this chapter is the method of 
storing and using the spiritual thought energies. Read the chapter 
with care, and it is evident that a mere man of business would do his 
work better, would save wear and tear, coming always freshly to the 
daily problems, if he had his mind under the perfect control described, 
so that he could turn it away from every deed once done, taking no 
further care for the result once he had done his best in any point of 
detail, never wasting energy in doubt, anxiety, or nervous dread, sure of 
himself and calm in woe or weal. There have been such men, and one 
or two names occur now to the writer's mind, veritable Colossi among 
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their fcliows, who only failed when age fretted through the splendid 
armour of their calm. When the motive for such mental training is set 
higher, when the leakages of energy are avoided in order to store that 
Life force for diviner uses, then the results take effect on more interior 
p:anes of Being, and the results are more swift and more powerful, 
because they do take effect in Substance more dynamic. 

The result of too great brain wear and tear, perpetual debate, 
\mrry, anxiety, anger, fear, and-subtle pigmy-the small but deadly 
foe, "Fl'S:-i," is to depress the Life currents by persistently applied lower 
vibratillns, and this devitalizes the inner man as well. In \Vill and 
Hope ari::e, as from a fontal source, the true springs of our Being, and 
flesh, blood, nerve fluid, brain, as well as life currents and mind, are 
invigorated by those heavenly streams. 

It may be well to compare editions in dealing with this chapter in 
detail, for often two translators throw more light upon the subject than 
one alone. 

Arjuna is told that: "Thou grievest for those that may not be 
lamented while thy sentiments are those of the expounders 
of the letter of the law." Another edition puts this more clearly : 
"Thou hast grieved for those who need not be grieved for, but thou 
utterest words of wisdom." Arjuna has used judgment, he has also 
uttered partial truths, as when he sap his ancestors should be respected 
by him, or when he says that he cannot destroy his friends. But his 
seeming wisdom bas missed the more profound wisdom, for he shows 
most respect and more true helpfulness to his ancestors in end()avouring 
himself tu perfect his nature; he cannot kill his friends, for his kinship 
is with the immortal souls, not with the outer bodies. This does not 
mean that a man shall go forth to kill, for whiie he is in the body as well 
as \\·hen he is out of it he has a duty towarus the Deity, not to consciously, 
deliberately destroy a vehicle of the human, intelligent soul. The 
"war" and the "killing" are typical, and also we find that Arj una is 
instructed to fight, but nothing is said as to killing, beyond the broad 
fact that the Soul is all, that it kills not nor is it killed. 

In one edition at hanu it says:--" As the lord of this mortal frame 
experienceth therein infancy, childhood, and old age, so in future incar­
nations will it meet the same." Her'~ we have the doctrine of Re-incarna­
tion put forward at the very opening as affecting the entire argument. 
It certainly changed the whole point of view. Given that teaching, am! 
we must unrJsei the entire fabric of our Thou;:;ht, weaving another of 
closer texture, fashioning a garment direct from Mother-Substance. 
The lllcll1 who determines to study Life, tu rely upon and to learn of that 
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unapproachable teacher, cannot reA the first letter of Nature's alphabet 
until he knows that he, the man himself, is a Soul ; and a Soul whose very 
being is freedom ; not a thing of matter, but a beam of the sun, a meteor 
that comes and goes, a law that chooses and rejects, that experiences and 
assimilates turn about, and whose starry essence is compounded of Love 
and Will. 

Another edition has : "As the soul in this body undergoes the 
changes of childhood, prime and age ... ," This is a useful ghss, for 
whereas we had the soul as " Lord of the mortal frame," a ruler and 
maker, we now find that this Lord is also seated within the bodily frame 
itself; still a third edition confirms this: " As the Dweller in the bod;.· 
seeketh in the body childhood, youth, and old age, so passeth he on to 
another body ; the well-balanced grieveth not thereat." This brings 
out clearly the point of balance. A bter verse repe:\ts t!Ltt point : 
" Balanced in pain and pleasure-tranquil." 

It is a point of deepest value, for Balance or Harmony is the true 
nature, the true life of the Soul. In the Voice of the Silence 1ve h'l\e 
"Charity and love immortal" as the first key, and " Harmony in word 
and act" (i.e., harmony with the Law, acceptance of the wluk Karmic 
sound of Life) ;:cs the second key, and also we arc told tlnt Harmony is 
Alaya's self. Little by little light shines in upon the mind, and we find 
that to tread the path is to ~ink down, down within the turbid mind and 
life's perturbed waters to the deeper, the essentizd nature of the Soul. 
It is Love; it z's Charity; it is Harmony; it is Freed Jill Wily? 
Because that star which we call the Soul is still a thine; of subs~ance, th~ 
starry essence hJ.s its attributes, and these are they. It is Love because 
it goeth forth, expanding with the light of the spiritual sun towards the 
entire universe. It is Charity because it knoweth the three encrs-ies or 
principles that are in Nature, and that these act, often blindly, and not 
the liberated human Soul. It is Harmony because every atom of that 
starry essence moves with and in the Great Breath--there where no 
dissonance can be heard. It is Freedom, unbound by delusion, able to 
fulfil its own high nature, able to choose the Above or the Below 
because of that energy by which it is "self-moved from within." It is 
Justice because it cannot act con::rary-in its purest state-to the 
universal spiritual action nor against the law of the acting and re acting 
Breath. This spark, this flame, that is thyself, oh man! \\'ilt thuu 
choose or depart from that? " The unre::J.! hath no being ; the real 
never ceaseth to be; the truth aboLt both has been perceived by the 
Seers of the Essence of things.'' This gloss reminds us of those lines of 
the Secret Doctrine: "The Initial Existence in the first twilight of the 
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Maha-i\Ianvantara (after the Maha-Praylaya that follows every age of 
Brahma) is a CONSCIOUS SPIRITl'AL QUALITY. In the manifested 
WORLDS (solar systems) it is, in its OBJECTIVE SUBJECTIVITY, like the 
film from a Divine Breath to the gaze of the entranced seer. It 
is Substance to our spiritual sight. It c1nnot be called so by men in 
their \VAKING STATE; therefore they have named it in their ignorance 
" God-Spirit.'" (Vol. I., p. 288, old edition,) The entire extract should 
be studied with care. The Soul is an Energy, a Breath ; but it is also 
a Substance, a Light. The endeavour to realise that man is that Soul 
will bring in time a wider, truer concept of the whole scheme of 
Being. \Ve cannot live wisely or well upon false postulates. 

Other glosses are :-"Those who discern the truth discern the true 
end" (of the existent and non-existent). 

"By those who see the truth and look into the principles of things 
the ultimate characteristic of these both is seen." (Truth, the ultimate 
Essence and ultimate characteristic, are shown to be the same thing­
vir:., "a conscious Spiritual quality "-an essence of the Breath ; the 
ultimate Soul.) 

A wise hint this. Be not governed by the apparent nature of 
things. Look at the ultimate nature. As-this Joy; is it born of the 
Eternal ; hath it root in the spiritual ; or is it a passing gladness for an 
ephemeral thing? This Grief-does it sorrow divinely as for some 
obscuration of the Self, some loss of hold upon the Divine by some 
bewildered human heart? This Anger; what a harsh constrictive 
encr sY; this Perturbation, how its chopping, fretting tide drives back 
the l;ugc harmonious vibrations of the Mother Soul. Let us look at 
these things, analyse them, and gently put them back from us, not 
thralls of Pain or Pleasure, but artificers of divine things, creators by 
will of the universal gladness, pilgrims of the path of heavenly Joy. 
Fear not, oh ! fear not to rejoice divinely, Life is a song. The Path is 
only sorrow to the man of flesh and desire, who struggles as he goes, 
To the pure in heart that path is one of profound delight. See the joy 
of a good and happy child ; what innocent mirth ; what merry trust ; 
what whole-souled generosity; what spontaneous love. In that candid 
eye, that clear brow, see as in a dim mirror that greater thing which 
the pure Soul in thyself is-and shall be-a Joy Incarnate. 

JULIA W. L. KEIGHTLEY. 



THE AWAKENING OF THE !'IRES, 

THE AWAKENING OF THE FIRES. 

(Concludul.) 

IT may not be well to prophecy, but it is always permissable to 
speak of our hopes. If day but copies day may we not hope for Ireland, 
after its long cycle of night, such another glory as lightened it of old, 
which tradition paints in such mystic colours? \Vhat was the mysterious 
glamour of the Druid age? \Vhat meant the fires on the mountains, the 
rainbow glow of air, the magic life in water and earth, but that the 
Radiance of Deity was shining through our shadowy world, that it 
mingled with and was perceived along with the forms we know. There 
it threw up its fountains of life-giving fire, the faery fountaim of story, 
and the children of earth breathing that rich life felt the flush of an 
immortal vigour 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 memory 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 
teaching of every race, is one which shone like a star at the d:t wn of our 
Celtic history also. Hero after hero is called away by a voice ringing 
out of the land of eternal youth, which is but a name for the soul of 
earth, the enchantres~ and mother of all. There as guardians of the 
race they shed their influence on the isle; 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 in war, and all but the 
equal strife with equals in opportunity ; when we hear of the reverence 
for truth among the Fianna, "\Ve 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 
unworthy imputation, we might do worse than turn back to that ideal 
Paganism of the past, and learn some lessons of noble trust, and this 
truth that greatness of soul alone insures final victory to us who live 
and move and have our being in the life of God. 

In hoping for such another day I do not of course mean the renewal 
of the ancient order, but rather look for the return of the same lip-ht 
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which was manifest in the past. For so the eternal Beauty brings itself 
to the memory of man from time to time brooding over nations, as in the 
e::trly Aryan heart, suffusing life and thought with the sun-sense of per­
vading Deity, or as in Greece where its myriad rays, each an intuition 
of loveliness, descended and dwelt not only 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 he;:uts are in the elsewhere, and young people who love to brood 
on the past, I spe::tk of which is all the world to them. The present has 
no v0icC' t0 interpret their dreams and visions, the enraptured solitude 
by mount::tin or shore, or what they feel when they lie close pressed to 
the bosom of earth, mad with the longing for old joys, the fiery com­
munion of spirit 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 cJ.n serve the world better than those who 
from mighty dreams turn exultant to their realisation : who bring to 
lahour the love, the courage, the unfailing hope, which they only possess 
1d10 have gone into the hidden natu~e and found it sweet at heart. 

So this Isle, once called the Sacred Tsle and also the Isle of Destiny, 
m;1.y find a destiny worthy of fulfilment: not to be a petty peasant re­
public, ncA a miniature duplicate in life and airn~ of great material 
empires, but tint its children out •)f their faith, which has never failed 
met\· rcali::e this immemorial truth of man's inmost divinity, and in 
exprec:sin;; it may ray their light over every land. ); ow, although a great 
liter:tture and great thought m1.y be part of our future, it ought not to 
he the cs'icnti:ll part of our ideal. As in our past the bards gave way 
befDre the heroes, ,;o in any national ideal worthy the name, all must give 
11·:1y in its hopes, wealth, literature, art, e\'erything before manhood itself. 
U Dlli' humanity fail-; u:o nt· becomes degraded, of what value are the 
rc::ot) \Vhat US<' would it he to you or to me if our ships sailed on every 
se:t and our wealth ri1·,dlcd the antique Inc!, if we ourselves were un­
changcJ, had no more kingly consciousness of life, nor that overtopping 
grandeur of soul indifferent whethe:· it elwell'S in a palace or a cottage) 

rr this be not clear to the intuition, there is the experience of the 
\\·orl,l and the example of many natic)tlS. Let us take the highe:,t, and 
con~i,ler \\'hat have a thousand years of e;npire brought to England. 
\\'e:dth withuut p:lnllel, but at what expense! The lover of his kind 
!lltl"t feel as if a knife were cnterin;; his heart when he looks at those 
hbck ccntre.'i of !J,>astecl prosperity, at factury, smukc and mine, th.; 
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arid life and spiritual death. Do you call those miserable myriads a 
humanity? We 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 i' There is nothing but a ceaseless 
energy without; a night terrible as hell within. Is this the only way 
for us as a people? Is nature to be lost ; beauty to be S\vallowed up? 
The crown and sceptre were taken from us in the past, our path has been 
strewn with sorrows, 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 glamour 
to many, and there is still the ancient love for the hero. In a land 
where so many well nigh hopele~s causes have found faithful adherents, 
where there has been so much devot:on 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 to follow still higher ideal:;, 
that they will set aside the lower for the higher, that they will not rele­
gate idealism to the poets only, but that it will elwell in the public as the 
private heart and make impossible any national 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 f~ods ha\'e always been their heroes. 
These titan figures, Cuculain, Finn, Oscar, Oisin, 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 con­
sidered as forecasting the future, that I declare the true ideal and destiny 
of the Celt in this isbnd to be the begetting of a humanity whose 
desires and visions shall rise above earth illimitable into godlike nature, 
who shall renew for the world the hope, the beauty, the magic, the 
wonder which will draw the buried stars which arc the souls of men to 
their native firmament of spiritual li~~ht and elemental power. 

For the hero with us there is ample scope and need. There arc the 
spectres of ignoble hopes, the lethal int1uences of a huge material civilisa­
tion 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, 
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beautiful land of ours be viewed only as a lure to draw money from the 
cockney tourist, and the immemorial traditions around our sacred hill'i 
be of value only to advertise the last hotel. Yet to avert the perils 
arising from external causes is but a slight task compared with the 
overcoming of obstacles already existant within. There is one which 
must be removed at whatever cost, though the hero may well become 
the martyr in the attempt. It is a difficulty which has its strength from 
one of the very virtues of the people, their reverence for religion. This 
in itself is altogether well. But it is not 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 terrors. I say that where this t;"tkes 
place to any great extent, as it has with us, it is not a 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 sche!Tie, 
must wait to strike a blow. To the thought of freedom 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 openly for what r.ause 
we will ; to allow that freedom to others-that liberty is denied. There 
arc but too many places where to differ openly from the priest in politics 
is tn provoke a brawl, where to speak as here with the fearlessness of 
print would be to endanger life. \Nith what scorn one hears the aspira­
ti.on for public freedom from lips that are closed with dread by their own 
hearthside ~ Let freedom arise 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 unworthy of the further sway of our national life. 
I would that some of the defiant spirit of the old warrior brood were 
here, not indeed to provoke strife between man and man, or race and 
race, but rather that we might be fearless in the spirit of one who said 
"I do not war against flesh and blood, but against principalities and 
powers "-and against influences which fetter progress, against an iron 
materialism where the beauty of life perishes, let us revolt, let us war 
for e\'CL 

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 
them with the sense of power ; and through the power sometimes flashes 
the glory, the spiritual radiance which will be ours hereafter, if old 
prnphccy can be trusted and our hearts prompt us true. Here and 
there ~Gme rapt dreamer more inward than the re~t sees that Tir-na-nogc 
1\';J..'i no bble, but is still around him with all its mystic beauty fnr ever. 
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The green hills grow alive with the star-children fleeting, flashing on 
their twilight errands from gods to men. vVhen the heart opens to 
receive them 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 Island 
once again and our great ones the light-givers to humanity, not voicing 
new things, but only of the old, old truths one more affirmation ; for 
what is all wisdom, wherever uttered, whether in time past or to-Jay, 
but the One Life, the One Breath, chanting its innumerable tones of 
thought and joy and love in the heart of man, one voice throughout 
myriad years whose message etcrne is this-you ar~ by your n:1ture 
immortal, and you may be, if you will it, divine. 

.·lc. 

EDUCATION IN A"2\IERICA. 
THE programme of the T.S. has apparently been long before the 

minds of the leading educationalists in America, and to the gladdening of 
our hearts be it recorded how thoroughly their work is in accordance 
with our aims, Paul Desjardins voices thus the homage of the state to 
the new idealism :-"There arc new views abroad of the C niversity of 
the world, of poetry, of religion, of virtue, of kindness, of worth. Think 
it over: these are the objects on which our new generation is fixing its 
thoughts and trying to awilken yours." In this land of blood-money 
prizes and "result fees'' it is hard for us to rcali/c that the: fact of this 
living expression of our long cherished ideaL; is not some delusion, so I 
shall quote the names of a few well-known champions of the spiritualiza­
tion of education in America :-Professors Dewy, Tomlins, J ackmann, 
Herron, Josephine Locke, J. S. Clarke, (Boston\ !'resident I3aker, 
(Colorado), Dr. l\Iaudsley, Col. Parker. 

Two prominent features of the new movement arc : 
(1.) The substitution of the quality of life for the quantity of 

acquirement as the ultimate ideal to be held. 
(2.) The Culture of the Imagination. The standards of the,;e pioneers 

arc lofty: "The new education must compr:se the spirituality of life as 
its direct aim and ultimate effect. We must revise our ideals as to what 
constitutes success. The term must not be held up as synonymou,; with 
either a great fortune or a great fame. It must be taught that success 
lies in the quality of personal life; that 1<) be just, considerate, courtcou~, 
and helpful to others is success; that to have those intellectual and 
spiritual resources which feed the mind and sustain the soul in \\·hatevcr 
vicissitudes of fortune may occur, is success; that to be able to so com­
mand all the forces of one's nature as to be serene, umfilknt, and joyful 
in all undertakings, is success. 
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''Our national future depends on a complete revision and regenera­
tion of our ideals. The only true success lies in social service ; the 
spectacular ideal of place and power is most pernicious." 

"Attitude of mind, sympathy, responsivenesss, living interest­
these all come first and precede mere learning." 

"The study of N aturc should mean coming iuto spiritual contact 
with the inward meaning of Nature." 

"The education of the will through ethical ideas and correct habit is 
to be considered in a scheme of learning. Ideals must be added to the 
scientific method." 

''The ultimate ideals arc faith, hope, and love. They are to 
be spiritually attained, and their attainment is character. Training in 
morals may or may not include them ; discipline of the will may or may 
not; but these ideals felt in the heart include all things. The letter 
killeth but the spirit gi\·eth life. With the novel, the drama, and with 
religion pleading for idealism education must surely su~gest it.'' 

Then as the primary means towards the attainment of these objects 
we read concerning the second feature :-

"Imagination is the spiritual faculty, the power by means of which 
arc carried on all educational activities ; it is the faculty that creates for 
us true ideals oflifc and gives us the winged power for their realisation. 
Imagination mu~t not be confounded with mere fancies, phanto;ns, and 
fantasies ; it is the working factor of life. I magi nation is interpretation 
always, No one can help another unless he can think himself, for a 
moment, into the other's life." "A feeling for beauty means a percep­
tion of the harmonics of life. l\Iodcrn education in restoring the tYlyths 
the legend, and the fairy talc recognises as fundamental the old Greek 
thought concerning nature as intelligent and animate." 

''The child is a soul seeking manifestation, an imaginati\·e being 
hovering in regions of poetic rhythm. Education is the province of the 
poet and the painter, of the saint and the seer. Beauty and love are its 
handmaids ; sight and service are its aims. The measure of right and 
truth and beauty is the measure of that true education whose results are 
known in the spiritualization of human life." 

To u::~ who arc workin;:; on the outposts here against such o.Jds it is 
cheering to know that the ideals we uphold are being so widely adopted 
and acted upon. \\'here formerly such views were approved of by tens 
they now are applauded by hundreds of thousands. \V e are reminded 
of some words written years since tJ a comrade : " Your strong desire 
will strike like Vulcan upon other hearts in the world, and suddenly you 
will find that done which you had longed to be the doer oC' 

E. 
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A NEW EARTH. 

"Tlzcn felt I like some «•,Jtchcr of tlze skies 
TYlze11 a IZC~i' flaiiel s.c·illls witlzi11lzis km." 

I who hau sought c.far from earth 
The fairy-lanu to greet, 

:t\ ow find content \·;ithin its girth, 
And wonder nigh my feet. 

To-day a nearer love I choose 
And seek no distant sphere, 

For aureo!ed by fairy Jews 
The dear, brown bre:1sts appear. 

\Vith rainbow r~diance come anrl go 
The airy breath' of day, 

And Eve is all a pearly glow 
\Vith moonbow winds a-play. 

The lips of twilight burn my brow, 
The arms of night caress : 

Glimmer her white eyes droopin~ now 
\Vith grave old tenderness. 

close mine eyes from dream to be 
The Diamond Rayed again, 

As in the ancient hours ere we 
Forgot ourselves to men. 

And all I thought of hea\·en before 
I find in Earth below, 

A sunlight in the hidden core 
To dim the noon-day glow. 

And with the E:1rth my heart is glad, 
I move as one of old, 

With mists of silver I am clad 
And bright with burning gold. 

gr 
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THE FUTURE OF THE T. S. 

Sr~CE N~w Year Day the thought of the Future of the T. S. has 
been constantly present to my mind,. and it has been reflected to me as 
well from my general correspondence. At least two Branches, one the 
Aryan of New York, read the chapter upon this subject from the Key 
to Theosophy at the New Year Vigil. 

It would appe:u that the T. S. can only expand with our expansion. 
Numerical growth is not sufficient. There is no cohesive power in mere 
numbers. \V e must expand mentally, as well as through the exercise 
of the heart sympathy. I am no advocate of e\·er-ready tides of gush 
and emotionalism, or the unwise expenditure of energy in superfluous 
deeds and words. The truest love is the wisest love. The closest 
sympathy is that which divines the real needs of individuals or of 
nations, and which know how to help and how not to hinder the fulfil­
ment of those needs. Failing the somewhat rare power to do that, it 
must at least be able to express itself vitally, to shed the unfolding and 
revealing ray upon hearts fast scaled to surrounding coldness. 

Since so much depends upon our all taking a broader view, it would 
seem as if a time must come, and as if it were not far off, when Brother­
hood would be the sole p0int of contact dem.1nded by the T. S. As if 
those who would work for Brotherhood, in any and every way, and not 
alone, practically among the poor, would hav(~ an unquestioned welcome 
in our midst. Not that study should be neglected or intellect left to go 
to seed. These too are instruments of the soul. But to the mystic and 
the esotericist definite teachings would elsewhere be available if desired 
while the T. S. became, definitely and simply, a bond of Brotherhood, of 
charity, toleration, and harmonious interchange throughout the world. 
It would do an enormous moral work if it only taught men to agree to 
disagree in cordial good will. In the undcrstanJing-final and entire­
of that single word-Brotherhood--the whole body of Truth is really 
contained. To help every man, wonnn, and child with whom we come 
in contact to think about it 'lnd to carry out t!lCI'r highest ideas of it, 
will really be to help them to broaden towards wider conceptions of its 
meaning, hence toward nobler lidng. The maintenance of this view in 
daily life would no doubt break down the fences and barriers which 
divide life off into separative com:_1artments ; differences of race, of 
creed, of station, and all the terribly insistant mental differences, would 
be merged in the general trend towards unity, that unity the endeavour 
to realise Brotherhood. It needs no mo:·e. To him who does that the 
universal doors arc opened. 
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It were perhaps well to think and to meditate more upon the nations 
than we now do. The Soul has no nation. But that nation in which it 
incarnates at any given time must karmically affect the body and the 
mind. Mind being the present great field of contest, to understand the 
national mind, the national genius, is to have a clue to the unit minds 
forming the nation. 'With nations, as with individuals, the first great 
step is to understand one's self. Thus to turn the thought of each 
nation towards its own inhcr;;nt genius, towards the fulfilment, alon~ its 
own lines of its own highest destiny is a broad field of work. It can be 
done through the writers and thinkers of each country specifically, but 
generally through any member of its community. 1 he nations are at 
present thinking of material power. Can we not awaken thP thoughts 
of moral grandeur, of freedom, of toleration, of spiritual achievement in 
each ? Each has its symbols of unity ; each has some half-forgotten lore 
telling of a diviner state. \Ve sha11 not fail in this direction if we are 
guided by that unfailing tact and cordial sympathy which are one aspect 
of Brotherhood. Let us not preach a doctrinal Brotherhood, nor dictate 
to them h..Jw to be brothers, but let us demonstrate that we feel the 
reality of the bond, and ask their assistance, on their own lines, in 
spreading that bond, for thus alone can we awaken national ideals and 
a national spirit, whose breath is U nivcrsal Brotherhood. 

]. W. L. KEIGHTLEY. 

GOLDEN GRAIN. 

I HAVE been gleaning in t.he fields of my friends, and have here 
gathered together a little of the grain let fall by them " on purpose" for 
my use. Having been myself refreshed, it .is pleasant to share what has 
been reserved. 

I would like friends of the I. T. everywhere to look through their 
sheaves from time to time, and pick out a ripe stalk to send to me for 
fitting place among this" Golden Grain."-D. N. D. 

Through trust and uuity wonders will be accomplished during the 
next fifteen years.-P. 

Say, my friend, remember that title: The Cause of Sublime Per­
fection. That is the name of Theosophy. Opposed to the idea of 
inherent sinfulness, it may work a change. Use the title now and then. 
So will I. Those three-(a) Pcrfecti!:>ility of Humanity; (b) Cause of 
Sublime Perfection ; (c) l\I asters are living facts, and not cold abstrac­
tions-should be well spread abroad. They pulverize the awful wrong 
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of inherent sin, they raise a hope in every man above a sot, they 
illuminate the sky of the future. \Ve work for the future-oh, the 
glorious future !-\V. Q. J. 

vVhole armies march to our support. Can you not hear the tread 
of their feet? \Vait until twilight, and then sit in silence, all relaxed, 
not straining to see or to hear, but with l\Iind turned to Master and the 
Lodge, to which all true souls belong, whether or not they know it. Then 
you will feel the throb, like the beating of a great heart : that is the action 
of the spiritual force sent by--. \\·e feel their effect, and ideas flow 
into the mind. ' The true l\Iaster is felt, he is not seen." For long I 
tried to see and to hear, and then I learned that we heard in the mind 
best, and with less danger than audibly ; that we felt in ourselves the 
presence of the descending gods, and that this feeling was less delusive 
than any astral vision-then I understood many things which had been 
to me before unknown, because unrecognised.-A STUDENT. 

Let us not be caught by reaction. It may come as a depression, 
so that one feels depressed and yet is not able to say exactly what 
about. It may come in other ways. But it is all rilrht so long as we do 
not get carried away by the silly notion that it is we who are reacting. The 
great influx comes and goes, and ha.s its rise and fall within rise and fall 
And each time it withdraws a sort of reaction is set up on each of the 
lower planes it has effected. So we can be on our guard and gently smile 
when we feel it, saying," Not this time do you catch me, my friend." If 
we see to it that we use the force and do not let it use us overmuch ; steady­
ing ourselves as it flows, all will be well.-T. 

The chief point present in my mind lately has been: What is the 
object of our work? \Ve are all of us at work, some more, some less, on 
the attaining of a ''steadfast " line of thought and action. In some it 
takes the form of investigation of and attaining psychic knowledge ; in 
others, it takes the form of intellectual investigation ; in yet others the 
practical aspect of Brotherhood engages all the attention. Looking 
over these, there is a unity of purpose in all. That purpose is the 
fulfilling of the higher laws of their own existence : their own "sub­
stantial " principle drives them on to manifest itself in their action in 
wme analogous way to that in which it enforces re-incarnation. The 
method adopted, the means taken, arc evidently a matter of Karma, the 
result being favoured or hindered by the way in which during past lives 
the personality has striven to act according to the laws of its indwelling 
or_overshadowing "spirit." All the potentialities of action arc in that 
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spirit, but it lies with the personality whether or not they shall come 
into active manifestation. Then why? 

If, as I hold, Brotherhood is one of the primary laws of the 
individual spirit or soul. it must be given effect in all the states of 
consciousness "below" that soul. It is a necessary law of the manifes­
tation of spiritual being. The itltellect translates it as "altruism," and 
the only safe and proper investigation of the psychic consciousness and 
its whirlpools and eddies must be in the steadfast action according to 
the Law of Brotherhood of the higher state of consciousness. Altruism 
is, then, not a law in itself, but the term used to denote the natural 
fulfilment of the laws of our Higher Being.-A. K. 

Let us respect and follow the true. Let us practise the sterling 
virtue of keeping company with our truest state of consciousness ; that 
state that was discovered to us for a brief space, by the Fire in the 
Heart, when we threw in our lot with the Theosophical Movement. At 
that time we were determined to stand and serve. By the magic of the 
living Love let us retain that heroic determination. 

The sorrow of battle is in complete victory. Not ours yet that 
passing sorrow, but the joy of the fight. Sound, then, the bugle-note of 
effort ever renewed. Voice the Leaders' call to follow. Heed the 
simple regulations of the army. 

We wlll be unselfish ; unselfish enough to be loyaL-G. R. 

Be earnest in your work. No right deed is too mean to be done 
carefully ; it is the spirit that the gods regard. When you know this 
you will be reconciled to your duties. Earnestly performed, each little 
labour has a spiritual significance equal to the greatest. 

Be earnest in speech, and do not speak too much. Every word you 
utter affects somebody; therefore, say only what you mean, and mean 
just what you say. Mirthfulness is good in moderation, but flippancy 
causes friction. Half-heartedness is no-heartedness. 

Be earnest in your thought. This is important, for word and deed 
are children of thought. Treat your thoughts as realities, not as shadows; 
thence comes intensity and force. Thought is not a thing outside you, 
but is yourself; you are a thought. Thought is sacred, and should not 
be trifled with. 

Be earnest in Life, as apart from living, working, and the rest, 
which are but for a day. Self is undying, existing equally in past and 
future, ever present in the Eternal Now. Earnestly seck the Self. 

G, 
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FRIENDSHIP. 

There are few real friends. Even in the T. S. we find few 
exceptions to this, though there are :;orne. A good many are called by 
that name, but not many know the meaning of friendship. Do you 
know it? A little perhaps, but it would do you no harm to think it 
over and see how real your power to be a friend can be before you say 
that you know it or that some others do not know it. 

Ordinary friendships (or what arc called by that name) always 
remind me of varnish, pretty and shiny at first, but easily scratched. 
Never indulge in varnish friendships and never offer such. 

Pretty talk doesn't mean friendship, affectionate actions or ex­
pressions count for nothing, even personal love doesn't have to do with 
friendship. If you think it does then you view it as the ordinary run of 
people view it, and have very little idea what real friendship means. 

You will never know what true friendship is unless you learn to 
look below the surface of things, and feel the souls of people more. 

I've seen you throw off those who would be your truest friends (if 
you would only forget yourself and your likes and dislikes for a while). 

I've seen you judge some of these from the standpoint of intel­
lect, personal appearance, manner, or w!wt some om dse t!tought of tltem. 
This is no good, and shows you have much to learn on this before you, 
understand the true meaning of friendship 

You may admire 's articles, not knowing who the writer is 
and think you like to have him for a friend ; but if you knew him would 
your friendship and admiration count for much with him do you think, 
when in ordinary life he knows you, and he also knows he doe..; not suit 
you personally, does something you do not approve (though perfectly 
harmless in itself) because it goes against your well-defined ideas,-built 
up by you as your standard of what should be. Would you be able to take 
him for the friend you now think you would like to have in him? I fear 
not. \Vhy? because you do not look below the surface to the soul of 
the writer who writes, you do not realise that there is the friend you 
would find, there in the place where real friendships grow. 

Do I judge you externally? I do not. I give you facts, as you 
know. In our t;1lks we call things by their real names, but we always 
talk from the inner basis, never from the external, and so you under­
stand what I mean and do not think the less of me because of these 
talks, but feel that inside we are truer and better friends than before 

' 
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because we are of mutual help to each other, in our pleasures and our 
sorrows, our virtues and our faults. That we ripen each other by this 
kind of friendship and are not simply friends to talk pretty, and to mean 
little. \Veil, then, if our friendship is a real thing take it in it's inner 
meaning and take others in the same way, and don't try to find friends 
unless you are ablt! to accept them as such inside, and have the courage 
to face the outside. 

Make friends always when you can, ''for this is the time to make 
friends," but make them from the soul, if you want them to be lasting 
and real friendships. 

Never think of your friend what you would not wish him to think 
of you. 

Never speak to him as you would not have him speak to you. 
Let him be as frank to you as you would be frank to him. 
Be glad with him as you wonld have him glad with you. The ap· 

preciation of a friend goes a long way to make life sweeter and better, 
you know this from your own experience. Then give this to your friend. 
Appreciation of the things you like in others knocks off many of the 
rough corners of life, and leaves a perfume which is sensed by the lowly 
as well as the great in life. 

Learn then, I say, what friendship means, for the world is getting 
very weary in its search for friends. If you can Jearn the meaning of 
friendship you will help others to know what it means, and so in time 
we will make the world our friend, because, instead of being only lovers 
and talkers of love, it will feel that we are friends, and there is no 
holier thing, I say, than the friendship of a friend. 
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THE OU fLOOK. 
BY this time we expect the Crusaders have reached San Francisco, 

and will soon have their circuit completed. The Crusade has been a 
great success. Much has been accomplished in face of extraordinary 
difficulties, which were probably only comprehended fully by the Lead-::r. 
The initial steps in a great enterprise have been taken ; the later ones 
will bring to light their real character, and full import. That Mrs. 
Tingley is an occult leader there can be no doubt whatever, especially in 
the minds of those who have been privileged to come into contact with 
her in this work. She requires no testimonial from us, nor do we think 
anything is to be gained by making comparisons, as some have done, 
between her, and those who, whatever their qualities may be, are of 
different rank and place, in Occultism at all events. Unfortunately in 
the present condition of humanity, such souls are only too rarely found, 
but when they are found their presence soon makes itself manifest, 
as we know by experience. I would not be surprised to find that during 
this Crusade Mrs. Tingley has made important connections with organ­
isations, the existence of which has hardly been suspected within recent 
times. \tVe have much to hear of visits to certain parts of Egypt, Greece, 
India and other places, not to mention Ireland, but for all that we can 
well wait, and it is more than likely that our pcttience will be well 
rewarded. ~otwithstanding Bro. Geo. !\lead's remarks in January's 
Lucifer, we really do live in great times. 

\Vith our hands ever free to deal with every practical detail, how­
ever trivial, that may arise within our immediate reach, it is well, at the 
same time, to lift our eyes and look over the entire field. To restrict 
our ideas of work to areas too closely defined is, I think, very often a 
mistake, Brooding over the work on a wide scale is good. Look at 
India and the variety of elements there. At one place the Hindu is 
predominant; at another the Mohammedan; sometimes there is a large 
admixture of Parsecs, sometimes of Anglo-Indians. A successful appeal 
to one may fall quite fiat with the ot::1ers. vVhat suits Benares may not 
take at Delhi, and so on-a vast field truly. There lies great Arga­
varta, and, as someone puts it, the occult sceptre is held in the grasp of 
withered fingers. But "wheels go round, so let us keep India and its 
needs in mind, am! we will help them to revoll;e more swiftly. 

Turn to Europe. Old, aged, decrepid almost, or, in the words of 
the prophet of old, "a valley of dry bones." Here and there you will find, 
it is true, the remains of much that was once beautiful, but the spirit 
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that vitalized, whence has it departccl? It may be that through the 
efforts of a few much may be possible still. \Vhile the withering breath 
of commercialism is yet over the land it is ours to lift anew the imme­
morial standarJ. 'What of our org;misation then ? \Vhile affording ideal 
conditions for loc;J.lized work, docs it lack cohesion? The difficulties of 
language are hard to overcome. But more could be done probably than 
is done. \Vhat of Germany? \Vhat of Greece and the work there? 
\Vc hear little of it. In what way can the diff::!rent countries (or can 
they at all?) mutually help each other, and draw closer together in the 
work of our movement ? 

And America. \Vhat of her? A vast continent, full of exultant, 
buoyant life, yet surely with much that is fantastic and cruJe. .l\Iany of 
the evils of our Europe:cn civiliz:1tion are to be seen exhibited there in 
magnificent display. How far yet from \Vhitman's great spiritual ideal 
is that vast democracy, so vigorous and untamed. Listen to his singing : 

In thee America, the soul, its destinies, 
Thou globe of globes ! thou wor.der nebulous ! 
By many a throe of heat and cold convuls'd (by these thyself 

solidifying), 
Thou mental, moral orb-thou New, indeed new, Spiritual vVorlJ! 
The present ho!Js thee not-for such vast growth as thine, 
For such unparallel'd flight as thine, such brood as thine, 
The FUTURE only holds thee and can hold thee. 

Fortunately the T. S. is splendidly organised in America. It is 
united, coherent, and has consequently great force as an organisation. 
This is daily augmenting, and will, we believe, mould the life of the 
nation, in time. 

Now here need we sit down by the wayside as if the work was done. 
\Vhen our attention is no longer directed to maintaining our organisa­
tion and keeping it together; when the little bickerings of to-Jay have 
completely died out, then will we b·~ able to put all our energies into 
service for the good of all humanity. From the words of 1\'arning in 
last month's T/wJsop!ty, it would appear that another mud storm is likely 
to burst forth on the return of the Crusaders to New York. This need 
not surprise us. Calumny and slander arc the re\\'ard of all those who 
have worked in the world as H. P. B. and \V. Q. J. did, and as :\Ir.s. 
Tingley i>; now doing. At this time of dcty we do not require surely to 
be asked to stand firm and unshake::1 in our loyalty. Kather may we 
think kindly of our brothers whose inner vi:.,ion has been temporarily 
dimmed. In su~h an atti~uJe we strength~u the weak one·3 among us 
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and at the same tim~; help to sustain those valiant ones who arc attacked. 
To those who understand somethinf; of this movement such "teapot" 
tempests never cause a wavering thought. 

It is for Humanity we work ; for it the night, we believe, is declining. 
Every day our idea'> broaden ; our conception of this great movement, 
grows deeper and wider, but this breadth and depth and width only give 
fresh zest to our enthusiasm, new stimulus to every endeavour. Each 
step forward, for some time to come, may add new foes, but new friends 
will be added b}' myriads. This force shall not be impeded. No; on, 
on, on, it sweeps. No human arm is strong enough to stay it ; long 
enough have we tarried, led a5'ide by every lure, but we rise at last elate 
from it all, and go forward to victory. It is no will-o'-wisp. In our 
quietest moments our hearts whisper sweetly, tenderly, the secret -\Vc 
know it is true. \Visdom in Fraternity; Fraternity in \Visdom; every 
impulse and emotion turned to good purpo3e; every element of the 
reason satisfied. D. N. D. 

THE T. S. IN EUROPE (IREL\ND). 

IMPORTANT NOTICE-CHANGE OF ADDRESS. 

The CentrJ.I Office of the T. S. in Europe (Ireland), the publi~hing 
office of the IRISII THEOSOPHIST, and the rooms of the Dublin Lodge, 
T. S. E., have been removed to 13 Eustace Street, whither all com­
munications should in fulure be addressed. 

It is intended to hold public meetings fortnightly at the Central 
Lecture Hall, \Vest moreland Street, for the remainder of the Session, the 
first of which will be on Thursday, Feb. 25th. Members can assist in 
making these meetings a .success by spreading the information J.mong-st 
their friends or amongst those whom they think will be interested. 

ROBERT E. COATES, Hun. Sa. 

-~~- -- ----~~~~~~ 
Printed on ° THE IRlSH TrrrtOSOPHI~IT" Press, 13 Eustace Street, Dublin. 



VoL. V. :MARCH ISTH, 1og6. No.6. 

The Irish T'heosophist. 

"THE BHAGAVAD GITA" IN PRACTICAL LIFE. 

(Continued from p. 8'1.) 

THE Holy Lord then continues to exhort Arjuna to remain stead­
fast in the belief that the re-incarnating Ego is the only real man, 
incorruptible and inexhaustible. The splendid imagery and profound 
reasoning flow on in stately measure, yet are simple as the simple truth 
itself. The duty of man is to this indwelling Spirit; he is a favoured 
warrior called to war at this period of his destiny. Should he fail in 
this, his universal duty, mankind will know him as one who deserted his 
post and his trust in the human army; the hosts of spiritual being, 
" generals of the army," will know that the base fear of material results 
drove him back. He will be one who came down the stream of human 
life to a certain point of evolution, and then, refusing the duty to which 
the law and life had brought him, neglectful and oblivious of that 
spiritual help which has been his, which has brought him thus far, un­
grateful, undutiful, afraid to lose his little self, too timorous to trust life 
itself, he will ha\·e retired, an affrighted animal-man, into the background 
of human progress. He is Man. He is Spirit. The Lord is himself; 
he is That ; let him trust! 

The paramount necessity of trust is thus set forth at the very 
outset. Can man not trust to life in its full t1owing, its lov~, its law? 
Can he not resign the phantasms of the mind for the wider experience 
of actual living? The ample opportunity, the timely changes, the onward 
course of the etcrnai stream; can he not trust these? The inner Lord; 
can he not trust that prompting? The indestructible, the indivisible, 
the universal, the immovable; can he not for these resign his little 
fragment of mind? That pigmy mind which hawks about its merits; 
which niggles fur results and rewards; debates, barters, wran;;les -and 
for what? For its own place and precedence in Nature. \\'ill he, for 
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that inconsiderable place, resign his share in the Universal .\1ind' \Vill 
he prefer the drop to the stream? 

Does he perchance say that he knows naught of these things ? 
That no assurance of their reality is his, and such assurance he must 
have before he parts with that firm hold \vhich he now has upon the 
visible, the actual a11d rPal? Then let him endeavour to touch or define 
this so-called actual and real, and it melts from his grasp; it dissolves 
before the gaze of the mind. To its minutest sub-division, matte• is 
proved shifting ar:d unstable. Far within his ow:1 consciousness is the 
only stable reality. Bid him go in search of that before the sliding 
sands on which he builds shall have ;;wallowed him and his despair. 

Do we say that there arc none whom we can trust? No friend? 
No teacher? 1\ o guide ? Accept the fact. Bereft of these all, 
are we yet bereft ? See life in ruins at our feet, and shall the 
heart's high courage crumble too? Not so! The heart of man 
dccei\·ed, betrayed, outraged, abandoned, self-immolated even, is still a 
god-like thing and has a god's own power to fall back upon itself, 
building a newer and a better world. These cheats are well away! 
These idols, once so loved, what have they not swallowed up; what 
finer essences of our hearts have not been expressed before them in 
wasted blood and tears? But the true love we g;we-that has gone 
forth to the margins of the world, to bless somewhat, somewhere. In 
the world of souls we can never lose our own. And that which was not 
ours ; that fickle cheat we garlanded and praised ; that child of time, 
that image of the dust; is it not well away, oh, grieving heart? Is it 
not well away; and what is not well with thee? Thou hast thyself, 
whose might thou dost not grasp. Yet is it dimly felt, seeing, as thou 
dost, those vernal returns of the heart's hope ; seeing its buoyant 
reaction, its upward trend, its lift and lilt anJ love. There, deep 
within, inaudible as a sound, but as a power most audible to the mind, is 
that consciousness which is its own and only proof. Trust that and go 
forth into the universe living and working, careless of gathering, careless 
of garnering, as ready to go as to come, as ready to loose as to bind, as 
ready to resign as to take, and over all the star of thy stwng heart. 
Know that great Nature does not love a whiner and a trembler, but to 
him who is careless of getting and holding, t!tere do her endless bounties 
thickly fall. 

Do we know what trust is ? I think not. Some fashion of believing 
we take it to be, and a thing which we may have or may not have. \Ve 
do not know this power, It is an cEergy to be engendered by the will, 
and is then a force so compelling th~:t it lifts its possessor beyond mere 
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mount1.ins and day stars to a place of knowledge and peace. In our 
poor terms we say we have, or have not, trust. It comes not so. No 
powers come to the timid, the reluctant, and the doubtful. Powers are 
things of light and fire. They must be sought, pursued, taken by assault, 
and held. Do we think Nature, who loves to have her thralls, will suffer 
us to hold undisturbed a power so great and so occult as trust? Having 
that, we are in time her master ; all her hosts conspire to steal our trust 
away. But listening to the low call of intuition, let us grasp this power 
called trust, and, wrestling greatly, let us keep it for our own. Oh, 
trust; trust; TRUST; thou art mover of the world. 

Side by side with this necessary quality is that other, which 
in: movably regards both pleasure and pain. Call it calm, balance, even­
mindedness, what we will; it is an interior adjustment to all circum­
stance, and permits the maintenance of harmony within. 

It is possible to misunderstand the teaching at this point. Unless 
the mortal dross be utterly purged away and states unimagined by us be 
attained, it does not seem possible to regard pleasure and pain, as they 
present themselves to our consciousness, as being the same. Hence it 
seems that we are to meet either or both with equal heart. vVe arc not, 
it would seem, expected to feel them alike ; we are expected to meet 
them without moving from our course. It is evident, to take even one 
step away from mere gross selfishness, that the pain of a fellow-being 
cannot be the same to us as his happiness-however brief-may be ; 
and especially if we are to "feel for all that lives." So that it must be, 
in the fir~t place, the personal aspect of pain ;md pleasure, our own pain 
and pleasure, toward which we are to exercise equal-mindedness. In 
the second place, while to our present consciousness a great difference 
between them presents itself, it is at the same time possible to disregard 
them as influences, as results, not seeking or a voiding either, using both 
and abandoning both, becoming, each in his own degree, like that host 
"which foresaw, yet chose," 

In a later chapter of the book we find Krishna saying : 
"The pleasures which arise from the feelings are the wombs of 

future pains." This is so self-evident that the loss or departure of a 
pleasure causes pain, that probably everyone will grant the fact. If we 
love a pleasure for itself, as sensation, or as final result, the truism is 
apparent. But if we take it as so much experience ; if we test it as a 
gift of life, as somewhat to be wisely used and having an inner meaning, 
then, indeed, it becomes evident that the departure of the pleasure 
causes no pain. \V c shall have foreseen this ; we shall have found that 
thorn, and, being forewarned, we shall have plucked it out. vVhat is 
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left is pure experience-a thornless rose if we offer it upon the altar of 
the Lord of Life. 

It is a fact in human nature that we are loath to analyse either pain 
or pleasure, yet we do not shrink from them equally. \\'e go but a 
short way in the test of pain. and, behold! we have conjured up the 
monster and it bears us a'.'.'ay. The im<1gination is par<1lysed, the 
energies undermined by the mere contemplation of pain. Need this be 
so? \Vhy not give it another name, another aspect? Call it experience; 
hath it then no fruit? If we have harvested anything at all from it, is 
it not also a fitting- gift for the altar? Candidly, l do not believe that 
one t!tinkill![ human being can be found who would willingly relinquish 
at his life's end all that he h<1s learned from his sorrows, or those sorrows 
themselves, if he had the power to live his life over again without them. 
There arc sorrows dearer than pleasure, it is true, springing from the 
loss of deeper joys, and to obliterate the one would bring oblivion to the 
other. But there is more than this to the question. The imagination 
recoils from the image of a life wherein pleasure was the only chord, the 
unique light. Instinctively we perceive that here is something grotesque; 
something lower than the pure animal, to whom some forms of pain are 
known. If we look deeper, shall we not find in this recoil of the soul a 
clear pointing to the fact that we are sharers of the universal life, while 
to know pleasure only must perforce cut us off from the whole of that 
life and its advance? Think of a life bereft of toil, effort, the spur of 
necessity, the travail of thought, the share in the dear common human 
life. \Vhat manner of grotesque monster is this? It is unthinkable. 

Since pain, then, is necessary, we must re-adjust our ideas of it. Is 
it not, perhars, true that what we call pain is really only effort, is the 
condition of life and growth in any direction ; a condition which is only 
made discordant and painlul by that selfi~hness which resists, which 
would refuse to share the world-experience, and would cling to a known 
and pleasurable state? \Vel! for us it is that we arc not taken at our 
word and left to starve amid a monotony of pleasure, like the king's son 
covered with beaten gold who died-as we should-from obstructed 
circulation. Gladly embrace the noble truth that life takes but to give, 
gives but to take. and each substitution is more ample than the last. If 
I lose a friend, I come nc:.uer to the true ideal of friendship ; but when 
I abandon that personal ideal and pine only to befriend all beings, I fall 
back upon myself and go by leaps ar.c! bounds towards that Self which 
brooks no half lover, but will ha\·c a man's whole soul in order to give 
that back to the uni\·ersc in \':isc and wide work. Life ne\·er robs us. 
In that exchange man is always the ~;aincr. But it demands the heart 
of trust. 
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It is incredible that we-each one of us-should with one accord 
demand as by right divine to be the exempts of pain. Some deeper 
meaning must exist. Is i~ that the joyful soul within sings of that right 
divine of gods on godlike planes of being, and the false self appropriates 
the tune? This is true, but is there no more to it ? Can it be that this 
self really clings to pain and the idea of pain with its attendant train of 
self-pity, self-relaxation, self-distrust, self-perception-luxurious wantons, 
all? How if there be this morbid strain of liking to feel one's self 
exceptional, ill-used ; to be preoccupied with one's self; in fine, to feel 
and feel and feel ? How if we cling to the well-known note, the 
accustomed image of martyr and saint, and how if we love to gaze upon 
ourselves and must find ourselves worthy of attention as Knights of the 
Order of Pain? "No man ever stated his griefs as lightly as he might." 
vVere we to be without this panorama of personal pain, could our atten­
tion be long withheld from the living spectacle of universal anguish? 
By my faith in nature humanized by compassion I believe we could not 
long be diverted from the suffering of the world, and that the false self, 
striving to block up the many avenues to the universal consciousness, 
throws out these sustained lures of personal pain. Put the image by ! 
It is not by isolation, but by gladly sharing the common destiny that 
thou shalt become a moulder of fate herself. 

A friend has reminded me that we take 01r pain too timidly. Let 
us freely admit that. Where lies the dormant hero-impulse to do, to 
dare, and to bear? The spectre of pain appe:.us, and man turns away 
his gaze as from some ghastly spectre. Or he sinks plaintive and 
unnerved upon the grim form, embracing it as a something all his own. 
In either case he accepts this strange visitant as pain. \Vas it thus 
self-announced ? How if it be not that, but a herald of some royal 
advent? Call the bright roll of patience, courage, trust, serenity, 
resignation, hope, and all the lovely progeny of heroic pain ! Who 
would not father these? Yet thy patience slept the ,jleep of the unborn 
until pain called it forth and tried its strength. Thy courage was a 
thing of dreams until the instant a danger called it, full armed, from thy 
brain. The accost of pain demands a hero. Take thou his armed 
hand ; smile boldly in his eyes, give him brave cheer within thy tented 
heart, for thou shalt find in him thy wisest Counsellor, thy world·wide 
Comrade, the great Revealer, whose final name is peace. 

JULIA W. L. KEIGHTLEY. 

(To be continued.' 
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WHAT THE OTHER MAN SAYS. 

OF all intellectual pleasures, what pleasure more enjoyable, more 
replete with pure, unadulterated self-gratification than finding our own 
thoughts and pet theories expressed by some total and absolute stranger? 
1' Exactly what I always thought, and such beautiful language, too. How 
clever of him to have expressed it all so neatly." This is what we say 
feeling a nice, warm feeling inside at giving the man his due, in such a 
generous and disinterested way. I suppose I need not add, that all the 
while the virtuous feeling of disinterestedn~ss only gains from a solid 
ground conviction that, clever as the stranger may be, we are still 
cleverer, for we knew it all along, have thought of it all years ago, and 
need nobody's help to think wise and just thoughts. 

It was exactly this kind of unmaterialised bouquets I was throwing 
at myself (a few other lovers of Gaelic tradition and believers in the 
great future of Ireland included), and so spending a few agreeable 
moments this morning, and all on account of another man, Edouard 
Schure by name, having spoken of Celtic genius exactly in the same 
way as I would have spoken myself. The passage, which gave me this 
welcome opportunity for self-congratulation is to be found in his book, 
11 Les Grandes Legendes de France," and is a sort of preface to the 
chapter entitled, " Les Legendes de la Bretagne et le Gt!nie Celtique." 

Here is part of the passage in English words : " If I 
had to characterise at a general glance the living Trinity (all the italics 
are Edouard Schure's) which constitutes the moral being called the 
French nation, I would say that the Frank gm£us has constituted its 
skeleton and its solz"d body/ the Latin genius, which has so strongly 
imprinted on us its stamp and its form, through the Roman conquest, the 
Church and the University plays in it the part of intellect. As to the Celtic 
genius, it is, at the same time, the blood which circulates in its veins, the 
deep soul which quickens its body, and the second consciozemess, secret 
inspirer of its intellect. It is from the temperament, from the Celtic 
soul of France that come her incalculable movements, her most terrible 
jerks and her most sublime inspirations. 

11 But as the primitive Celtic race had two essential branches, whose 
twigs are to be found here and there, the Gaels and the Kymries, so the 
Celtic genius shows itself to us under two facets. The one jovial and 
jeering, which C;:csar saw and defined in these words : 'The Gael are 
fickle and lovers of new things.' This may be called the Gaelic genius, 
light, penetrating, and swift as the air, slightly indecent and sneering, 
easily turning to superficiality. The other facet is the Cymric genius, 
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solemn to heaviness, serious to sadness, tenacious to obstinacy, but 
profound and passionate, keeping at the bottom of its heart treasures of 
faithfulness and enthusiasm, often excessive and violent, but endowed 
with high capabilities of poetry, with a real gift of intuition and prophecy. 
This side of Celtic nature is dominant in IreLlnd (hear, hear), in \Vales, 
and in our Armorique. It seems as if the elect of the race had taken 
refuge in these wild countries to seek safety behind their forests, their 
mountains, and rocky shores, and to guard the holy ark of memories 
against the destructive hands of conquerors." 

vVhether the forests and rocks had proved impregnable or the 
"holy ark of memories" still too full of vigorous life, but Edouard 
Schure states farther on that "Saxon and ).'"annan England never could 
assimilate Celtic Ireland." He also says that the province of Brittany 
always was the very seat of Celtic genius in France, genius of indomit­
able resistance and of exploration, which has produced at various epochs 
warriors of world-wide renown like Du Guesciin, La Tour d' .-\uvergne, 
and Moreau. It is from the same country that France has received 
many a time the impulses of her philosophic, religious and literary life. 
Chateaubriand, Ramennais, and the great Descartes, who, by an over­
whelming effort of one short life, has for ever destroyed the dead 
scholasticism of medi;:eval thought--all were Celts, born guides and 
inspirers of Frank and Roman France. 

The following passage of Edouard Schun~'s prose is especially 
beautiful : 

" Having beheld the resurrectioc of Celtic poetry, France has in a 
way recognised her soul of old arising from a forgotten past full of 
dreams and of the infinite. France was astonished at first before this 
strange apparition, its eyes looking from over the seas, its voice both 
rude and tender, sometimes swollen with wrath, at other times thrilling 
with sweet melancholy, like Oisin's lyre, like the ancient Atlantic silence 
it came, ' 'vVho are you ? ' 'There was a time when I was in thee ; I 
was the best part of thy very self; but thou hast driven me away,' 
answers the pale· faced prophetess. 'Indeed,' says the other, ' I do not 
remember it any more, but through thee strings unknown to me vibrate 
in my heart, and thou makcst me see once more a forgotten world. 
Come, speak, sing again ! so that thou mightest teach me some hidden 
secret of my own destiny.' And so France, remembering that once she 
was Gael, has learned to listen to the voice of Brittany and the ancient 
Celtic world.'' 

'vVith our tottering self-reliance and poor sense of things as they 
really are, it is most important for us all to learn that when the "other 
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man" speaks he says exactly what we thought all along, but never had 
the pluck to proclaim or the moral uprightness to make our own un­
swerving ideal. vVhat the other man says is often an encouragement, 
a pat on the back, which cCJ.me just in time to show us that within our 
hearts there also dwells something which always makes us think the 
right thoughts, and sometimes men do the right thing. 

In the particular case we arc discussing, France is the other man 
who speaks to us through Edouard Schure. France has learned, as he 
informs us, to listen to the voice of the great Celtic past. But has 
Ireland? 

Is Ireland going to recognise the voice of her own soul speaking 
within her? Is she ready to understand that, behind the treacherous 
rocks of her prolonged material ill-luck and wilderness of her political 
disorders, there still dwell the "elect of the race," watching over the in­
tactness of the people's great memories, and that these memories are of 
valour, of purity, of great men with great hearts and gr -.:at deeds? And 
will there be a time when these great memories will step out of their 
present obscurity and become once more glowing ideals, fit to lead men 
to death and to life? 

Or, may be, men, Irish-born and Irish-bred, are more inclined to 
read works about their own country by English authors, who tell them 
as Mr. Froudc docs, for instance, that Irish legendary lore is "ridiculous 
bombast," and may be, having collected this valuable information, they 
also are inclined to believe it in a sort of a half-hearted way. 

I wonder. VERA jOHNSTON. 

DUALITY. 

"From me sprillg forth good and ,;vi[.'' 

vVho gave thee such a ruby-flaming heart, 
And such a pure, cold spirit? Side by side 
I know these must eternally abide 
In intimate war, and each to each impart 
Life from their pain, with every joy a dart 
To wound with grief or death the self-allied. 
Red life within the spirit crucified, 
The eyes eternal pity thee, thou art 
Fated with deathless powers at war to be, 
Not less the martyr of the world than he 
\\'hose thorn-crowned brO\v usurps the due of tears 
vV e would pay to thee, ever ruddy life, 
Whose passionate peace is still to be at strife 
O'erthrown but in the unconflicting spheres. 
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BY-PATHS IN OCCULT PROGRESS. 

ONE of the objects \vhich we, as membe;s of the Theosophical 
Society, set before ourselves, is to strive after a realisation of man's 
higher destiny in our own sci ves. \V e believe in the existence of higher 
powers, and a sublimer state of consciousness than that which we 
experience now. \Ve believe that the attainment of this exalted condi­
tion depends upon the abandonment of personal interests, which are a 
snare and a delusion, and the aspiring towards a universal consciousness 
which we shall share with all creation, and in which we shall feel by 
sympathy the throb of every human heart, and have no secret joys or 
sorrows unshared by others. Sick of the narrow limits of our personality ; 
weary of private ambitions, IO\·es, and speculations; distracted by the 
never-ceasing panorama of our O\\'n moods, now of gratulation, now 
of remorse; now of cold cynicism, now of morbid sentimentality, we 
long to escape from that importunate demon of self-consciousness 
which is ever at our side instilling into our cup of joy the poison of 
pleasure, and marring our healthy spontaneity of feeling with its whis­
perings of vanity and egotism. "Let me feel myse1f in these people, 
let me share their joys and sorrows that so I may help them!" is the 
cry of the soul ; but the personality-exacting spouse created by ourself 
in the past-steps between and snatches our love for itself. 

To paralyse this personality, to make it an obedient slave, and to 
learn to take away our attention frcm it and listen to the voice of the 
0\·ersoul-this is the science of Raja Yoga, or true practical occultism 

Shall we then cultivate occult powers? Is it right to try to develop 
them? Or should we leave them alone, and confine our attention to the 
ethics and the philosophy? Such questions arc often a~;ked, but have 
we not here a touchstone by which they are easily solved? Would 
such and such a power increase or diminish the strength of our person­
ality? \Vould its attainment hinder or help us in our chosen aim ? 

There are many occult powers and faculties which arc mere adorn­
ments of the personality, and it is quite possible to imagine a being 
superbly gifted with clairvoyance, magnetic power, intellectuality, 
control over his inner bodies, and what not-and yet an intensely 
personal individual. He might fill the world with his charities and 
attract crowds by his personal gifts, but still be the victim of self­
consciousness, egotism and vanity. \Veil, some may deem this a 
desirable goal to attain, and even imagine that such a being would be 
happy ; but for those who do not care to merely swell their personality, 
the cultivation of such powers will be of no usc whatever. There arc 
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some of us who, so far from having p01rers to g;;in, ha,-e positively 
powers to lose, ere we can make any progress on the true path. Having 
in a past life strayed on the path of personal aggrandisemcnt, we 
unexpectedly arouse a latent tendency to do the same in this life. A 
fatal facility to study along the lines of various occult arts tempts us to 
leave the straight path of spiritual development and to wander on the 
br-path of useless knowledge. Some have bodies over-scnsiti,-e to 
psychic impressions, whereby the evil forces of a great city are able to 
invade them and lead them astray. Others find they can leave their 
physical body and travel in an inner body, and thus ihey encounter new 
fields of temptation and subtler attacks which they cannot resist. Such 
powers arc ob,·iously hindrances, not helps, unless indeed our moti~·es 
are other than we care to confess, 

The fact is that the brain-mind is not fit to judge what powers we 
ought to de•:elop. The powers are supposed to be for the use of the 
higher self in its Wl)rk, but the brain-mind only caters for the lower self. 
It is never safe, therefore, to make the acquisition of pm,·ers an object; 
we should aspire after selflessness, and leave the powers to grow 
naturally as an outcome of our success in realising that aspiration. 

As it is our personality is so s·~rong that it invariably twists and 
distorts every bit of knowledge and power that comes within its reach. 
A:l our good motives get tinctured with vanity and greed, because we 
canr:nt yet altogether eliminate the personal element from them. Our 
responsibilities for the right use of our ordinary faculties are great 

indeed ; which one of us dare take the far greater responsibility of 
rightly using \\·ider pmvers? An occult force is r~ot a mere quiescent 
machine ready to be used and capable of bein:.; turr,cd off at will. It is 
a good deal more, and must be controlled to prevent it from controlling 
its master. Let us beware how we waken it. 

Is it possible to stumble into the wrong· path by accident and 
through heedlessness? Yes, I believe it is, and that some of us are in­
clined to fall in danger of doing so occasionally. The danger usually 
arises from a mistaken notion as to the object of certain ceremonies or 
practical aids that may be recommended. Suppose, for instance, we are 
told to visualise some symbol or what not, as an aid to concentration on 
the Higher Self. This hint is intended-not as an object in itself-but 
as an aid towards a higher object. If we find it does aid us, well and 
good; but if we forget the main object and allow our mind to be taken up 
altogether with the practice, we miss the point. It is of no usc to visualise 
a double triangle until it grows objective and follows yuu about everywhere 
·ike a dog. This is simply the unintelligent culti\·ation of an occult art, 
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and may lead you astray by opening- up to your eye the dangers of the 
astral world. Usc the symbol to start a good current if you like, but 
then for~et it. Again, we may be over-anxious to protect ourselves 
from the antagonistic forces that surround us, and may indulge in some 
such practice as the building of an imaginary wall or shell round us. 
The main spring of this conduct is fear; we are afraid, we feel weak, 
and we want to shut ourselves up in a comfortable house where we can 
be safe. But courage is the best protection ; courage builds a far stronger 
wall round its possessor than could be built in the other way. It can 
even stop bullets in a battle. The wall built by courage is a real wall, 
and it is built in the right way-by dwelling on the idea and letting the 
material effect follow of itself. The psychic wall which some people try 
to build round themselves is built in the wrong way; they dwell on the 
material side of the question. 

Let us beware of thinking about our inner bodies, our auras, and so 
on, as material things. They are material things, but we should live in 
the world of ideas, and leave the rest to natural law. 

Black magic always begins at the wrong end. It begins at the 
bottom. It attempts to achieve spiritual results by the adjustment of 
material conditions. Thus it resembles the Tower of Babel, which was 
built upon the ground and reared towards heaven. But the creative 
power evolves from spirit downwards to matter. One of the symbols of 
the Tarot is the lightning-struck tower, which typifies a material system 
smitten by the wrath of heaven. Pranayama, or the restraint of breath, 
is a good instance of this. The idea is to tranquillise the mind by 
regulating the vital currents. But the right way is to regulate the mind, 
and then the vital currents will regulate themselves. There is a little 
vital god in your body who understands how to govern it much better 
than you do. Leave the regulaticn of the breath to him, and attend to 
your mind. It may be possible to regulate the mind by regulating the 
breath first, but it is exceedingly difficult and dangerous. 

Believe me, the practice of brotherhood is the quickest and surest 
way to all objects of attainment. It is not a mere ethical precept tacked 
on to occultism to give it a pious smack, or to prevent its misuse. It is 
the true path. For by practising it we cultivate the higher self, the 
central pivot of our nature, and all the rest depends thereon. " Seek ye 
first the Kingdom of God, and all these things shall be added unto you." 

CAPRICORN. 



II2 OCR SECR:ST riES. 

OCR .SECRET TIE.S. 

OcR deepest life is when we are alone. \Ve think most truly, 10\·e 
best, when isolated from the outer world in that mystic abyss we call 
soul. J'\othing external can equal the fulness of these moments. \\'e 
may 5it in the b:ue 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 h;]ppy and at peace, but it is only because 
we arc lulled by a semblance to deeper intimacies. \\'hen we think of 
a friend, and th-.: loved one draws nig:h, we sometime;.; feel half-pained, 
for we touched something in our solitude which the living presence shut 
out; we seem more c.part, c.nd would fain cry out-" Only in my deep 
heart I love you, s1veetest heart ; call me not forth from this ; I am no 
more a spirit if I leave my throne." But these moods, though lit up by 
intuitions of the true, are too partial, they belong too rr,uch to the 
twilight of the heart, they ha\'e too dreamy a temper to serve us well in 
life. We should wish rath:r for our thoughts a directne~s such as 
belongs tu the messengers of the gods, swift, beautiful, flashing presences 
bent on purposes well understood. 

\\'hat we need is that this interior tenderness slnll be elevated into 
scershir), that wiLt in rno::;t is only yearning or blind love shall see 
dearly its way and hope and aim. To this end we have to obsen·e 
more intently the nature of the interior life. \Ve find, indeed, that it is 
not a ~olitudc at all, but deme with multitudinous being: instead of 
being alone \VC arc in the thronged highways of existence. Fur our 
guidance \\'hen entering here many words of warning have been uttered, 
laws have been outlined, and beings full of wonder, terror, and beauty 
descriced. Yet there is a spirit in us deeper than our intellectual being 
which I think of as the Hero in man, who feels the nol::lility 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, I think, to 
this, that he has not recognized that he must be worker as well as seer, 
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. 

i\ ow, the duties which can be taken up by the soul arc exactly those 
which it feels most inadequate to perform when acting as an embodied 
being. 'What shall be done to quiet the heart-cry of the world : how 
answer the duml.J appeal for help we so often divine below eyes that 
laugh? It is sadder than sorrow to think that pity with no hands to 
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heal, that love without a voice to speak, should h:::l plcssly he;tp their 
pain upon p:tin while earth shall endure. But there is a truth about 
sorrow which I think may make it seem not so hopeless. 1 here are 
fewer barriers than we think : there is, in fact, an inner alliance between 
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 distil-; is wasted. L'"!t us consider how this may be. 
There is a habit we nearly all have indulged 1r1 : we often 
weave little stories in our minds expending love and pity 
upon the imaginary beings we have created. But I have been 
led to think that many of these arc not imaginary, that somewhere 
in the world beings are thinking, loving, suffering just in that way, and 
we merely reform and live over again in our life the story of another 
life. Sometimes these faraway intimates assume so vivid a shape, they 
come so near with their appeal for sympathy that the pictures are unfor­
getable, and the more I 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 into the vast, perhaps to meet with an answer, perhaps to 
hear only ~ilence. I will supply an instance. I see a child, a curious, 
delicate little thing, 5eated on the doorstep of a house. It is an alley in 
some great city; there is a gloom of evening and vapour over the sky ; 
I see the child is bending over the path ; he is picking cinders and 
arranging them, and, growing closer, as I ponder, I 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 are large rooms, these for his 
friends, and a tiny room in the centre, that is his own. So his thought 
plays. Just then I catch a glimpse of the corduroy trousers of a passing 
workman, and a heavy boot crushes through the cinders. I 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 Beautiful 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 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 per~·adt:I om quartt:Ir of the ·world witlt t!ttmgltts of Love, and so 
tlze second, au t so tlte tltird, and so tht: fourtlz. And t!ms tlte whole wtde 
worla, abo-c•c, bciow, around, illld a•t:ry;ul!crc, does lie co!ltintJt: to pervade 
witlt heart of Lo'Z'C far-nar.:II ZIIJj, X rown great, and bcy<~nd measure." 

That love, though the very fairy breath of life, should by itself and 
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so imparted have a sustaining power some may question, not those who 
have felt the sunlight fall from distant friends who think of them ; but, 
to make clearer how it seems to me to act, I say that love, Eros, is a 
being. It is more than a power of the soul, though it is that also ; it 
bas a universal life of its own, and just as the dark heavins 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 
know that often a part of its nature nearer to the sun of love shines with 
a brilliant light to other eyes than its own. Many people move un­
conscious of their own charm, unknowing of the beauty and power they 
seem to others to impart. It is some past attainment of the soul, a 
jewel won 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 is 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 possessiou like love, or persistent will, or faith, or a 
power of thought, it comes into psychic 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 or may not 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 of any one person, does not rest there, but 
sends its rays and extends its influence on and on to illumine the dark­
ness of another nature. So it comes that there are ties which bind us to 
people other than those whom we meet in our everyday life. I think 
they arc more real ties, more important to understand, for if we let our 
lamp go out some far away who had reached out in the dark and felt 
a steady will, a persistent hope, a compassionate love, may reach out 
once again in an hour of need, and findint; no support may give way 
and fold the hands in despair. Often indeed we allow gloom to over­
come 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 why, was caused by some heart drawing nigh to ours for 
comfort, th~lt our lethargy mi:,;ht make it feel still more its helplessness, 
while our coura:,;c, our faith, mi::;ht cause "our light to shine in some 
other heart which as yet has no light of its own/' LE. 

EXTRACTS FROM A CHiLD'S LETTER. 
Mr. Editor, Uncle-- wants me to tell you what kind of a book 

I'd like the best to have you send us children, and so I'll just tell you 
the best I can. 

First of all you see I like picture· buoks. I don't like books that 
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haven't any pictures, do you? I like those pictures of .!E.'s, they look 
so shiney and like sunshine, don't you think so? And Uncle-- has 
told me lots of things about what the sun does, and all about the fire, 
Fire is very nice, isn't it? Uncle-- and I have good times when 
nobody else is around about the fire. You see we have an open fire in 
our house, and Uncle -- puts out the light and then we amuse our­
selves. We make houses and cities and faeries in the fire, and, oh, such 
wonderful things we see there ! So tell us some fire stories and sun 
stories, I like them so much. 

I'd like to know those children JE. talks about. I wish they'd 
write me a letter-do you think they would ? I wish you'd ask them. 
They could write to me, or you could write for them or get JE. to 
write to me. ·wouldn't that be fun-and then some day we'd meet each 
other and explain all about how nice it was. 

Uncle-- tells me awfully nice stories about things he calls history. 
We always pretend we are going to Egypt when he is going to tell me 
a story of history about Egypt, then you see we understand all about it 
when we get there, and see just what was going on then, and this is so 
nice because you know it's about real people. Uncle-- says we used 
to live in Egypt a very long time ago, and that's the reason we can pre· 
tend to be there so easily when we tell stories about those places. 
Uncle-- and I sit in a big chair and go in our minds all over the 
world this way. I'd like this, too, in that book. 

I would like to have a great many things explained, and I think 
you will tell us all about everything if you just write a book and take 
us children to all the places like Uncle-- and I go in our minds. \Ve 
learn about the stars, and all about the faeries and caverns in the earth, 
and about all on top of the earth when we think this way, and that's the 
kind of a story book we'd like, Uncle-- and I; and we have such fun 
doing this that we'd like seeing the way other people do it, and go in our 
minds to places that they go to, and see what they see. 

I like to draw pictures. Could you send us some pictures that we 
could draw and send to you, you could show us how to do them righr, 
Uncle -- and I have such fun drawing pictures in the sand. \Ve 
make wonderful houses and animals and birds in the sand. I don't 
know how to draw pictures very well, you know, but Uncle --does 
them for me, and we call them ours. 

Don't let anybody send us a book that hasn't any pictures, and that 
tells us to be good all the time, and talk~ about things we children don't 
want, and about how to bring u-; up Give my love to everybody from 
Uncle-- and from me. Some day I'd like to play with you. 

Your loving little friend. 
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A NEW TRANSLATION OF THE GOSPELS. 
\VE have to thank the editors for letting us see the proof-sheets of 

their translation of the Gospel according to St. J\Iark. The proof-sheets 
were accompanied by a request for a perfectly sincere opinion as to the 
method and value of the work ; and as in matters of this moment mere 
complimentary phrases are impertinent, we shall give our opinion quite 
frankly and sincerely. 

It seems to us that this new translation of the Gospels will not 
accomplish its object, because it is carried out in a half-hearted way 
and half measures are fatal. \Vhat is needed is to rescue the records 
of Christian origins from the net of theology ; to let them take 
their place quite simply in the world of real life. If they have any 
peculiar and distinctive quality, any divine breath not in other 
books, it will easily enough make itself known, for inspiration is 
harder to hide than sunlight. \Vhat we want is to meet these old 
writings face to face, to see them in broad daylight, to know them as 
they really are, the higher their quality the better they will stand the 
ordeal. To realise this they must be freed from the whole theological 
atmosphere which has grown up round them in the centuries ; we wish 
to see them as their authors saw them, not as the divines of the Middle 
Ages viewed them in the midst of theological strife and turmoil. More 
particularly we must quite consciously put away from them the con­
troversial spirit which is crystalised in the great English versions-for 
these versions are the outcome of an age of religious warfare and per­
secution. We must really go back to the originals, and bring them to 
light in the form and language of our day, just as we should do with a 
new dialogue of Plato, were we to discover one hitherto unknown. 'vVe 
must get the real, not th~ theological, equivalents of all important 
words and thoughts, in such a way that they shall speak to our sense 
of real life, and it is also essential tba.t we should make a iresh start in 
matters of form. There are half-a-dozen arrangements of the New 
Testament boob, all quite "orthodox" in their way; but in reality the 
result of mere habit, and not of thought and sound judgment at all. So 
thJ.t we need not confine ourselves to any special order for the different 
books. We might adopt a chronological order, beginning with Paul's 
Epistle to t!te Galatia!ls, or to tlte 7 !tessalonians; much would here 
depend on individual theory, it is true, but the result, as an object lesson, 
could not fail to be instructive. The problem of the order in which the 
bookswereactuallywritten,finds its analogy in the question of the sequence 
of Shakespeare's plays, and every editor has to face that question 
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manfully, at the risk of his edition becoming quite insignificant from a 
historical point of view. And in reality the order of the New Testament 
books, as they appear in the authorised version of r6rr, has no more a 
sacro-sanct character than the order of Shakespeare's plays in the folio 
of 1623. Both editions contain apocryphal works, and works wrongly 
attributed to their alleged authors, and it is the business of competent 
editors to set these things right. 

It should hardly be necessary to say that the division into chapters 
and verses is a mere trick of theological controver.-;ialists, eager to 
belabour each other the more easily with "texts," that is with sentences 
torn out of their proper context and used regardless of age, authorship 
and e\·erything else a thoughtful soul, seeking truth, would pay careful 
heed to. 

So that any new translation we think should comply with these 
ideals : fresh and vivid language, which should speak to our sense of 
real life ; a thoughtful arrangement of the various documents, according 
to date and authorship, or supposed authorship in the case of the 
anonymous books ; and, lastly, a compliance with the best ideal of 
external form, such as is usual in any work of literary excellence at the 
present day. Thus we might gain a new impression of these obscure 
and difficult records, and this might in time grow to be a true impression. 

THE OUTLOOK. 

:rh: comrades, let us look at the world a moment. Little Greece has 
been disturbing the equilibrium of the" Great Powers." The sympathies of 
the people in most, if not all, of the " great " nations are opposed to the 
action taken by their respective governments. A shout might set free an 
avalanche at any moment. An arbitration treaty between the United States 
and England has been under way for some time, but the fact that the latter 
country has been proposing to spend a quarter of a million sterling fortifying 
St. Lucia, a small island in close proximity to America, does not tend to 
remove the suspicion which seems to exist in the United States as to 
England's bona fid~s in the matter. \Vas it not said of old that a sign of 
the consummation of the age would be the cry " Peace, Peace," when there 
was no peace? In South Africa the gamblers still exploit. They "care 
more for land than niggers," as Olive Schreiner puts it. The ravages of 
plague and famine continue unabated in India. Thousands are dying for 
want of food, while "shillings'' are being collected on every hand to celebrate 
the long reign of India's Empress. Of wheat thrre is enough, and to spare, 
but it is in the hands of the speculators. Religionists of the different sects in 
England are warring bitterly over scme propooed changes in the educationa 
system. A new President enters office in the 1J nited States, and calls 
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together a Cabinet of millionaires. But it is for lack of wisdom the people 
perish there, as elsewhere, and for that they need not look to a body of 
millionaires. In Ireland the excitement over financial grievances has con­
siderably subsided. The people seem to be awaiting the blast of a trumpet 
which will sound a note more directed to their real needs. vVhen the hour 
is ripe the hero shall appear full armed. In a quiet mood one can catch the 
strain of the battle song reverberating through the hills and sleepy hollows. 

In religion the old beliefs are being gradually replaced by the new. \Ve 
are told by a paper of considerable influence on both sides of the Atlantic 
that "to be orthodox is not to hold to any old-time theories of inspiration, 
miracles, or 111carnation, or other cognate doctrines-it is to believe that 'for 
us men and for our salvation' the prophets of old time spake, the witness in 
wondrous works \vas given, and the Christ came down from heaven." In 
Scotland, of sll places, a new .:\ational Church L'nion has been formed for 
the spread of J3road Church Theology-a sign not without signific<1nce 
surely. The photographing of "spooks"; the hunting-up of haunted 
houses; palmistry, astrology, and ger..eral mediumistic practices, with the 
innumerable number of exposures following in their train, seem to form the 
chief matters of interest in spiritualistic circles. No startling revelation has 
come from the "spirits," and we continue to look to them in vain for a 
philosophy of commonsense. One does not need to consult the planchette 
or dabble with any such spiritualistic ~.tage trappings to know what is essen­
ti<ll-that only "wisdom and compassion can regenerate the world." 

To the Theosophist looking out upon life all these things are so many 
sign-posts, which he scans as a traveller does the milestones along his path. 
He does not become absorbed in the turmoil, but notes carefully the meaning 
and purpose underlying it all. A hopeful, cheerful, gratifying event at the 
present epoch is the laying of the foundation stone of the first building in 
connection with the school for the revival of the lost mysteries of antiquity, 
in which " the science of life and true brotherhood" will be taught. ''It is 
a glorious work," writes l\Jrs. Tingley, " and those who take part in it are, 
indeed, fortunate. Their responsibility is great, and the calls made upon 
them often heavy. But they should know that they are working with the tide 
of the world's life working with them. They can afford to keep in their 
hearts an immense courage, an utter fearlessness, an unshakable determina­
tion. For victory is ready waiting for them. They, for their p..trt, have only 
to do their simple duty .. , 

Sometimes I am accused by my friends of making too many suggestions. 
Perhaps there is son~e truth in the accusation, but I am content if even one 
or two bear good fruit. By this I do not mean to suggest in the words of the 
well-known parable that some "seed" may have "fallen on stony ground." 
Eather do I attribute the fruitlessness to the nature of the suggestions them­
seh·es. It is not sufficient to write exquisitely about beautiful things, neither 
is it suilicient to talk philosophy or metaphysics with wonderful lucidity and 
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wisdom. One little act of social service may accomplish much more. True, 
the ideal servitor of humanity must possess a great combination of gifts to 
satisfy the various entities composing it. We need not, however, sacrifice 
one gift to the predominance of another, or run anything to extremes. The 
dreamer of beautiful dreams may be the supreme practicalist if he will. This 
magazine exists to serve, and not in one direction only. I want to see it a 
radiating centre of life. All can help; all cannot write articles, but almost 
everyone hits on a good idea or suggestion, as the phrase ~oes, from time to 
time. Why not send it along to be shared in the widest manner possible by 
fellow-comrades ? Do we realise what strength lies in our unity ? Do we 
act with spontaneity when the heart impels, or do we restrain, thinking that 
our little help, whatever form it may take, is unnecessary? 

I have received a suggestion from two members of T.S., both distinctly 
different. One is connected with children, and is as follows:-

There are many women amongst us whose duties lie in that narrow sphere called home, 
who, much as they long to work for Theosophy, may not give thcmseh·es up to public work. 
Such women ache daily with the effort to understand ar,d interpret the purpose of life. Can 
they not serve the" little ones?" Possibly there are already children in their homes-children 
waiting to be loved and served. It may be that though kept by duty to a quiet, lonely life 
some women amongst the Theosophists have personal monies, on a payment of which they 
could support a homeless child. Most women are, however, without monetary independence, 
and therefore cannot mother a little one, willing though they be. Could our lodges help such 
workers for Theosophy to serve the children ? 

There are hundreds of outcast or orphaned little ones around us; a very small sum per 
week would keep one of these. \Vhere a member of any \oclge wished to receive a homeless 
child, it would surely be possible and brotherlike to find the small sum needed to gi\·e one 
more child such surroundings that it might have a chance of learning to rule the animal by the 
human, to blend the human with the Divine. 

The other suggestion speaks for itself. 
My proposition is, that we should have a Theosophic hymn, psalm, or chant, which may 

be like a pman of blissful praise-a song of triumph, which will be known to all of us in a!! 
nations, and serve like a rallying call; with power to stir the utmost depths of our being, and 
rouse us as with one accord to the most fervent and ardent emotions of love, faith, trust, and 
courage in fighting our battles. A song which must always create a wave of enthusiasm whereYer 
heard. It should be well known by this time that we mrrtals <an put that power, like a living 
soul, into a song, witness the ":Marsellaise," wi1ich rouses the French to the highest pitch vf 
enthusiasm and valour ; inspiring even the little street ,?am ius, as at their evening play they 
march up and down loudly singing the grand Hymn of their Nation. 

My correspondent suggests "The Silent Seer," which appeared in our 
pages some time ago, as a most suitable poem for the purpose, and proceeds 
to give many valuable suggestions as to the nature of the music required to 
do it justice, but want of space prevents my giving them. I will be glad to 
hear from anyone on the matter. Such a Theosophic Hymn would, to quote 
again from my correspondent, " form an additional link of brotherly union 
between us, and increase that rapprochement which tends to solidarity." 

And now I will make a suggestion on my own account. Correspondence 
between members of the T. S. in different parts of the world, and with one 
another generally, has been found very helpful. 'Why not extend this means 
of helpfulness to others ? In every district, in every country in the world, 
are to be found seekers afte~ truth, who often lose their way because some 
friendly help has been wanting at a certain moment. If any T. S. members 
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care to communicate with me, I will give them the outlines of a simple 
scheme which could be worked without expense, and I think prove a means 
of doing good. At least, I think it would be worth trying. "::\Jay every 
Theosophist and every lover of the race press forward into the future, deter­
mined to play his part nobly in this work for the millions yet unborn." 

D. N.D. 

"CHILDRE;.;-'S DAY." 
THE Lotus Circle Committee of New York have consulted with J\lrs. 

K. A. Tingley, the Outer Head of the E.S.T., relative to the celebration of 
\Vm. Q. Judge's birthday anniversary as a" Children's Day." Mrs. Tingley 
is very much in sympathy with the project, and has suggested a programme 
for the occasion, which has been adopted by the L.C.C. This will be printed 
and sent to every branch of the Theosophical Societies. 

DRESS REFORJ\f. 
l\Irs. Keightley, having given one of her gowns for a pattern to two 

F.T.S., who understand dressmaking, any member who so desires can have 
a gown made or paper pattern sent (to measurements) and all other parti­
culars by applying to 

Miss Tilley, 5 Atlantic Terrace, vVest, vVeston-super-J\Iare; or to 
Mrs. Clayton, r; Royal Park, Clifton, Bristol. 

Profits will be devoted to the "S.R.L.M.A.," or to one of the other 
pressing needs of the T. S. 

------------------
THE T. S. IN EUROPE (IRELA:\D). 

r 3 Eustace Street, Dublin. 
THE work of transferring the printing plant and belongings of the 

Dublin Lodge to the new premises is now over, and members are 
beginning to feel more at home in their new quarters, which are 
very central and convenient. The Secret Doctrine group now meets on 
Tuesday evenings, at 8 o'clock, instead of on Fridays, as heretofore, and 
\Vednesday evenings are being devoted to informal discussions, at 
which members and interested inquirers air their opinions for the mutual 
edification of one another, these gatherings have proved very interesting so 
far, and are capable of being made quite an attractive feature in the lile of 
the Lodge. The public meeting at the Central Hall, \Vestmoreland Street, 
on zsth ult., brought a fairly large and very attentive audience together to 
hear Theosophy and Socialism discussed. 

It has been decided to hold Public Meetings vV~ekly, till the end of the 
Session in the Central Hall, the subjects for the ensuing month will be:­
I\Iarch 25th, " The Divinity of :\Ian" (D. N. Dunlop); April rst, "Re-birth" 
(P. E. Jordan) ; April 8th, "The X eed for Theosophy '' (F. J. Dick) ; April 
r~th, "Toleration., (A. \V. Dwyer). 

H.. E. CoATEs, Hon. Sec. 
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The Irish 1rheosophist. 

"THE BH:\GA \":\D GIT".\" IX PRACTIC . .\L LIFE. 

(Continued Jimn p. 105.) 

AT first sight the statement that peace is a resultant of pain m::ty 
appe::tr strange, n·en re,·olt;ng, to some minds. To such. the i(lea may 
seem to sanJnr of the pernicious attmctiuns of self-martyrdom and 
self-immolation; that torture of the self which is one of the strangest 

of the many forms of personal \'anity. To desire martyrdom for ib 
own sake; to intoxicate the brain with the subtle image of one's moral 
herojsm-this is hut one step from that fanaticism which rnshes towards 
suffering and burdens which form no part of onr own duty and which 
were ne\·cr a\\·anled to us lw that destiny which we call the Law. To 
a mind thus rendered drunk by its own greatness no distinction of duty 
is possible. It embraces hard and distasteful tasks for the sake of em­
bracing· them, and in the hope of thus demonstrating ir:-; own heroism 
to itself. Self-torment, self-immolation, are often but other names for 
self-intrusiott in to places and conditions where we had no business to 
go: a thrusting of one's :-elf, led by the most insidious form of \·anity, 

into a path where Karma nen:r intendeu \Ve should tread; a path of 
pain we have force(l and made our own. 

Such pain docs not bring peace. It is a state of war. It is as 
necessary to be just to one's self as t.o any other. for all arc equal in the 
habnce of that La\\' which ·'is no respecter of persons." In the pur­
suance of our duty we shall neecl no pain; and this is jn,.;t and right, 
for Karma brought ns there. Such pain is outweighed by a keen aud 
e\·er-increasing delight, the pure .JOY of service, ::tncl is indeed the 
swiftest of the pe:lce-hringers. Upon the points of uwti\·e and clnty 
then the \dwle question turns. 

Our moti\·cs arc obscure. Tu us as much--and somctimcs more­
as to any othcr. \\'e can only t:!Hlcavour to fathom them, rc:Hling them 
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oft<.::n by the future light thrown upon them by our reictions. That is, 

we imagine ourseh·e,.; to be acting unselfishly in some work. The 1vork 
i,.; a success, but does not turn out a:; we intended. Or ,.;ome one ebe 

has the credit and we are set ~t:-;icle. Or the work fails. \Ve then feel 

pain, annoyance. di:;appointment, and, a:; by a search-light, the soul 
re\·eals to us that our motin: \\'as not pure. Or we imagine it to be our 
duty to expose some \\Tong, and to do it at the co:;t of some pain to 

onr;;eh·es. \Ve do expo,.;e it, and the wrong is found to he no wrong. 

Or the \Yorlcl bdien::s u:; not. Or we fail and inste~td of turning then 
to other \York \Ye persist in stri\·ing to get a \Tnlict ag~1in:;t the offence 

or the o!Temler. Failing still. we hankn into a place and a state of 
being where \\·e per:;i:;t in the futile elfort, ancl it has now become au 

effort to \·indicate our own judgment. to clenwnstrate our own rightful 

courage. our m:trtyr :;t:.md. \\'ell itHkecl i,; it for u:; then if the Law 
permit:' that our hl,:ut :;hall :;hine out and :;how lb our own error. It 
co,;b much pain. Yet hath the contrary course a greater anguish ,;till. 

Our moti1·e,; are indeed obscure. But a high courage, a sincere desire 
to serve, may bring light to the riddle little by little and in clue season. 

The pain that ends in peace is that which the Law appoints, and 

the pe:1ce is to be seized and confirmed at any moment. 

If we look but a little way into this subject we sec that physical 

pain. for example. \Yhen it is remo\·,.::d, leaves with the sufferer a senc;e 

of peace. Such a sense of peace is lackinc; in the presence of actual 
JOY_ The pe:1ce re,;ults from contrast. This i,; onll· another way of 

saying that ::'\atnre then works with us. puintiug out that the remo\·al 

of cli:-;conl bring·,; peace. and not the mere presence of pleasure. In 

other wonb. tli,;corclant conditione; of mind or of body are producti\·e 

of pain becnhe they are opposed to the main course of universal 
Xature. \\'hen they are remo\·ecl, :~ature takes her unobstructed way 

and peace pre\·ails. 

Turning now to the mental aml. moral sources of pain. \\'e find 

them to be identical. I sin against the inner light and my moral being 

is torn. I cling to my forms of belief, whether in religion. in friend­

ship, in lo\·e. in what not ebe: t!te false erection crum blcc; aml I gric1·c. 
\\"hy? Is it not because "I" ha\·e lost something? But I ha\·e not. 
Nothing is lost. The fabe mirage has vanished, that is all. I nw\· 

ari,;e and pur,;ue my journey unimpcclul by the che:lt. 

Or I lu:;e, apparently. the true and truly lm·ecl. H~tve I lost 

thcm? .\n.: tltL")" not mine for ever in the realm uf soul? \\"onld I 
keep them back lrom he~n-enly jO}':-i, the well-earned rest. the deep 
arc:u~:t ,,r ,;piritn:tl assill!ibtiun) Th" he:trt. con\'icterl once ag:un of 
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the s1n of self-:-;eeking, even in the purc~t 10\·e, si~·hs as it makes its 

ans\Yer. \\.elL in that sigh it is ne:1rer the Real than it perhaps thinks. 
"If I suffer. it is self that suffers, not I. That is an awful doc­

trine ancl too hard except for the few. But it is Gucl':-; truth. By 
asserting it a,; true, ,,·itl1 or \\·ithont the :1cceptancc of the br:1in; by 

affirmiug- with quiet persistence that this is fact \\·hether one careos to 
accept it or not. the mine! in timeo become:-; impres:-;ed irith the idea, 
\Yorks on it, digests it. Tlut done, one rise;-; superior to the sutierin~·­

An olcl :-;tory! .-\ud with it .'-',-'He'S another, that tlwsc who sutkr would 
do we:J to wander through the streets nf their 0\\'11 city and find those 

who suffer with them from the same cause. They woulcl soon find th:1t 
their compassion for the pain of others. and their effort:-; to relie,·e it, 

wonlcl melt their owu grief into a flame of lm·e uf a uni,·ersal and 

diYine nature-once they fuq;ot themseln:::; in the greater pain around 
them.'' 

These words indicate still another f:1cet of the shining trnth that 

pain brings peace. For see what deep peace comes \Yhen once \\-e 
merge ourselves into the emlless compassion which re~lches out to the 
"·hole world and yearns to serve those agents of the Law ,,-)w only live 
by it and their compassion for the worl(b where pain is knmn1. It is 

the pain inseparable from life and from our lin::-; a,; we ha,·e fashioned 
them, which. rightly borne, bring,; peace. Sh:lll we either fear or Ion• 
it? Need it be either sought, as by the fanatic, or ayoiclecl. as by the 
epicure) ::\ot so. stancling uprm that miclclle groun,l \\·hich i:-; our 0\\'n 

duty, we. masters of ourseh-c~. net:d not fear the accost of pain. Look­
ing steadfastly upon it. we find it in every instance to :1rise from some 
concept of our own posscc:sions, our own rights. something sequestrated 

from ::\ature. \\·e yield up these mental posses:-;i<Jlls, and 1w longer 
shut ont from the Bounclk,.,;-;, we enter ib ticles in tht:ir !lowing· ancl the 

sweetness of peace is ours. It m:1y :wt last .• --\.~·ain and again we enter 
the state of war. Bnt the pe:1ce is \\'ithin us, we remc:m ber it. we 

acclaim it. we. heirs of hope. \\-e expect it: ib lea\·ell works within us: 
ag:1in and again \\T enter the :st:J.te of-peace abo. nntil "-e le:trn that it 
is always to be founll there where \\'e lay clo\Yn the personal will <:llll 
the personal imag-e. Ancl then inclcecl we know that thi,; p:·tin we ha\·e 
met, accosted, accepted, h:n·e calmly honsecl a\Yhile, was in,Jee<l the 
pe:1ce-bring-er bec:mse it \\·a:-; the truth-hearer: it ce:t>'ed to be pain to 

our sight and became a great white peace when we yieldc:clnp our self­
will to DiYinc \\'ill. and ceased to oppose at heart the om\·arcl march of 

::\atnrc :md S"ul. ]cu.\ \\·. L. T(r-:H~IITI.E\'. 

i. y;, [!,- (rJ/1/l!//llc!.) 
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THE FIRF.-FOCXTAI:\ OF LOCH LEI:\. 

Ix the south of green Eri is an ancient ruined abbey. Centuries 

have gi\·en its walls a soft grey hr.e, and ivy twines ibdf about the 
crumbling stones. Its cloi,.;ters ha1·e long since been gi,·en o\·er to 

shadows of pale monk,; glicling to and fro. mi,.;:-;:11 in h:mu. or with lip,; 
mO\·ing a,; they silently recite their Pater :\osters ;mel 1~xe :\Iarias. 

clre:1mily telling their beads the \Yhiie. Yet the murmur of the lake 
sweeping m·er the white rocks, the song of the wincl rushing through 

the tn.:e~. :opeak of a past still living in a mcnwry greater than that 

of man. 
\\"alking in the dim haunted duisters one day, musing on the 

hidden greatness of Eri and her dreamy-hearted children. I fdt the 
presence of another beside me. I turned, ::mel saw a figure robed and 
hooded after the fashion of an ancient order of monks. I noted the 
dark ascetic face and the burning eyes full of an unutterable sadness. 

Half unheeding me, he paced up and down, speaking aloud his 

thoughts : 
"Is e\·erything but v:1in desire. and life itself but a mockerY) 

Are the long years of striving and ,;earch to count for naught, or is it 

true that beyrmrl the grave lies only cbrknes,.;? Once I had dre:1ms of 

a hi_c:,·hcr wisclu1u. r>f power that men might prh:ic:.;s. of magical dccc~ds 

that mcn mi~·ht do; but all are gone, ~lllclnothinc; remains but a heart 

desolate awl turn by a myriad cr:n·ings :mclunnumberecl fear~." 
Ere I cnuld question him he turned his sorro1Y-laclen eyes upon 

me and continued. as though con~cious of the wonls I would haye 

said: 

"In my youth I had dreams of a mighty past, and a still mightier 
future. I saw myself moving among: men many ages ago. and I deemed 

it possible that in the future I would so mo\·e again. Thccn somcthing 
awoke within me, a burning desire :to know the mystery of all things. 
I wandered by the lake and o'er tbe mountain-brow, in cities amidst 
crowds, striving to um·eil the mystery in which we dwelc. the mystery 

we uurseln::s were. Sometimes on the crc,.;t of t!Icc mountain, when the 

first ray:-; of thL· .sun illumined the greyne:is. thcc cluurl enwrapping me 

woulcl lift, and I fdt the wondrous mystery unfolding. Then, as a 
bnttcrth elll<kc; the hand stretched ont to gr:t"[l it. this gle:llll of gre~lter 
kiiO\\'ier\c_;·c \\'<llllcl paSS away, and a~;:tin f returnl·r\ to the \·ague C[lleS-
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tioning,; and wrmclco:·s of a heart nut content with the fleeting· glrlrie,; 

of <."arth. 
"Years passed by, ancl the be~wty of life rc~\·ealecl ibelf to me in 

lo,·e for my fair young cousin, but e\'en that glimmered amid the clomb 
of douiJt antl fear. Low~ \\·a,; a !lying· ~ludow, I s:1id. tltongh my heart's 
voice \\·hisperell it was etcmal. Sn I ltcouled not the voice, re,;olntely 

turning from a lo\·e that had no puwer to still the unrest. the ne,·er­
encling search for something undying. all-peacefuL At b,;t I sought 

the~e cloisters; a great \Yearines,; beset me. hope h~lll \\·ell-nigh de:-;erted 
me; here I \\'OUlll finrl quietude and re:ot, I thought. It wa,; a vain 
thought; re~t approaches others, yet holds aloof from me." 

For a moment he he:;itaterl. and then half murmured to himself: 

"l\~rhaps we are those ancient gods ,,·hiJse glrlrie:o the hards sang 
long ago, and from our mountain-homes we came to wielrl a greater 

sceptre here. Now only a dim memory of the past remains to urge us 
on to the future. and half blindly we ,;tumble forward, hoping and fearing 

alw:l\>.'' His dreamy tone changed. and quickly he exclaimed: "Be­
lwlcl this. ?\ight after night ha\·e I watched it; none other here can 
see." 

I stood by a pillar and looked into the· clarkeuinc; enclosure. \\"hat 
wa,.; this m:nTel happening before us? Into the p:ht m:· mind tr:t\·ellecl: 
that past when the wi:-;e Druids built their temples on I!Lll1Y a sacred 
hill and in many a \'ale throug·h our fair isle. The far-sprea<ling 

tree in the cloi;-;tc:rs disappe:u-crl, and in it:-' place trllrered a cr>lnmn of 
w;l\·ing golden tbme. .i\Iaje:-;tic white-robed figure,;. with glittering 

symbols on their bre:t;-;b, moved round it with arms uprai:-;erl. chanting 
a:; they paced. Then one by one th,~y entered the fire and pa~sed into 

a hidden way. The last turned and rai;-;ecl a beckoning hand. and in 
ohulience to th~tt. without fe:tr or tn~mhlinc;. we abo :-;too<l in the flame 

together. A rending and a ru;-;hin~:; :-;qnncl, anrl we floated down one 
of those ri,·ers of fire which are the life of the world. c\t last we came 

to a c:n·ern deep. deep in the earth. whc,·e \\·ere as,.;emhlecl being,; wlwse 
vesture;; were as the changing snn:-;ct-hues, and whose diadems were 

f1owers of jewel-like radiance. A.n<l one among them. more brilli:1nt 
than all others there. to him they ga,·e allegiance as to one po~sessing 

greater wisdom than they. Silently \\T 11·atched and wondered. \Ylw 
were these with the calm uf ages shining in their eyes, and the seal of 

life upon their brows? \Vhat wa,; the meaning of this assemblage, and 
wh\· were we bidrlen to attend' E\·en a~ we que,;tiuned our~eh·e~ thus 
a sill~le ray nf light gleamerl from the leader. In obedienc'e t<l that 

r:1y we saw the starn· heings act. S<lllle tL'tHlul the tires buried deep 
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in the heart of the hills, keeping them eyer bright. Some departed to 
the ancient temples to build anew the mists which conceal them from 
mankind, for not yet could men know of the existence of these homes 
of knowledge. Some went to men and women, giving them dreams of 
life in other worlds, and in those dreams teaching them the eternal 
wisdom. And we saw how these men and women woke in the dawning 
with a golden glow at their hearts; with a strength of will and a peace 
that no earth-troubles could disturb or dim for even a moment. 

Then the great one spoke to us-not indeed in words, but we 
understood-and said that once these were men who had passed long 
years in weariness, doubt and striYing; remembering, sometimes 
faintly, sometimes clearly, that they themselves were of that ancient 
race of gods that at one time peopled Eri, and who will return to it 
again-nay, who are even now returning, for they make themseh·es 
visible to those who turn their hearts towards them, who long to be 
with them once more. 

Then he glanced at my compan·ion and said: 
"0 passionate-hearted one, may you have peace. You have lin­

gered long on the way, yet you too are one of the immortals. Often 
before you have battled successfully in wars we have waged against the 
dark hosts; in that which is still to be done you also have a part, and 
future ages shall tell how your voice, clear-sounding, far-reaching, 
carried its message of light and life OYer sea and land to many weary 
hearts." 

A touch light as a fluttering leaf rested for an instant on my eye3; 
the ca,·ern and the shining figures grew dim, then passed away, and 
the shadowy monk disappeared. Once more I saw the old cloisters, 
and heard the light laughter of my friends as they stood by the lake. 
Pondering upon the meaning of what I had seen and heard, I left the 
abode of shadows and walked under the sunlit trees. 

L.\OX. 



PRIEST OR HERO? 

"I tlzi11k I wuld turn a11d li~·c ~·;·itlz animals, t!u~l' arc so p!arid and 

sdj:con!ained, 

I stand .and look at !Item long and long. 
Tlu)' t!o not szi·mt and <<'!tine about fltcir conditio II, 

Tit,~!' Jo 11ot lie a;:,~·a/.:1" i11 t/;,· dark and ;,·,·,.p ji>r t!uir si11.;. 

J\'o one !.:ncds to anotlzo·, nor to one of lzis /.:inti tlwt liz·(d tlzousands 

of )'cars ago."-\\7/I.I.T \YIUT:\L\:\'. 

I H.\.VE prefixed some ideas about spiritual freedom addressed to 

the people oi Ireland with these lines front the poet of another land, 
because national sentiment seems out of date here, the old heroism 
slumbers, alien thought and an exotic religion haYe supplankd our 

true ideals and our natural spirituality. I hoped that the scornful 
words of one who breathed a freer air might sting to shame those who 
ha\·e not lost altogether the sentilllent of human dignity, ·who ha\·e 
still some intuitions as to how far and ho11· 11·iscly a man may abase 

himself before another, \\·hether that other claim divine authority or 
not. For this is the true problem which c<mt.ronts us as a nation, and 

all ebe is insignificant beside. \\'e h:t\·e found out 11·lw are the real 

rulers here. who dictate politico; ancl public action with no less authority 
tlwn they speak upon religion and mor::tls. It was only the other day 

that a pri<.:o;-;t. one of our mlers, declared that he would not permit 
a political meeting to be hclcl in his diocese, and his fiat \vas recei\·ed 
with a sulnnission which :;howed how accurately the politician g-auged 

the strength opposed to him. .-\nd thi,.; has not been the only occasion 

when this power has been exerted: we all know how many national 
moyements have been interfered \Yith or thwarted: \Ye know the 

shameful re\·el:ttions connected with the elections a few ye:1rs back; 
we know how a great le:tclC"r fell; ancl tlwsC" who are idealists. God's 
warriors hattlin~ for freedom uf thoug-ht, \YlwsC" hope for the world is 

that the intuitions of the true and g·oocl di\'inely implanted in each 
man',.; breast shall superse<le tratlitiun and old authority, cannot but 

feel that their opinions, so much more dangerous to that authority thau 

any political icl~.:"tl· must, if ach·ocatcd, bring them at last tiJ clash with 
the priesth· power. It is n<>t a war with rdi:.;·ion we would C:lin enter 
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upon; but when those who claim that heaYen 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 question that 
authority. to assert its immemorial right to freedom. 

There lived 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 immortab glimmered about them in dream and vision, and 
already before the decaying of the form the spirit of the hero had 
crossed the threshold and clasped hands with the gods. X o demon 
nature affrighted them: from them wielding the flaming sword of will 
the demons fled a\\·ay a~ before Cuculain vanished in terror shadowy 
embattled hosts. \Vhat, I wonder. would these antique heroes say 
coming back to a land which preserves indeed their memory but emu­
lates their spirit no more? \Ve know what the bards thought when 
heroic Ireland became only a tradition ; when to darkened eyes the elf­
lights ceased to gleam. luring no more to the rich radiant world within, 
the Druidic mysterie~. and the secret of the ages. In the bardic tales 
their comrade Ossian ,-oices 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 di,·ine, come back to find that but one divine man had 
walked the earth. and as for the rest it was at prayer and fasting they 
ought to be! And why? Because. as Patrick expl::tined to Ossian, if 
they did not they would go to helL And this is the very thing the 
Patricks e\·er since haye been persuading the Irish people to believe, 
adding an alien grief unto their nnny sorrows, foisting upon them a 
vulgar interpretation of the noble idea of divine justice to cow them 
to submission with the threat of fl:une. Ossian. chafing and fuming 
under the priestly restriction, declared his preference for hell with the 
Finians to paradise with Patrick. His simple heroic millCl found it 
impossible to belieYe that the pure .. gentle, but indomitable spirits of 
his comrades could be anywhere quenched or quelled, but they must at 
last arise exultant e\·en from torment. \\.hen Ossian rej~cts the bribe 
of paradise to share the darker world and the fate of his companions, 
there spake the true spirit of man; spark of illimitable deity; shrouded 
in form. yet radLtting ceaselessly heroic thoughts, aspirations, deathless 
lo\·e: not to be daunted, rising again and again from sorrow with in­
clestrnctihle hope: emerging e\·er from defe:tt. its glooms smitten 
through and through with the light of visions vast and spletlllicl as 
the hct\·ens. Old lure!. old bare!. from Tir-na-noge where tlwu. per­
chance wr:tpt hy that heanty which ealle(l tltee from e:trlh. singest 
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immortal songs, ·would that one lightning of thy spirit could pierce 
the hearts now thronged with dread, might issue from lips which dare 
not speak. 

I do not question 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 ennobling teaching of Christ. The seed of new 
doctrines bore indeed many lo,·ely but exotic blossoms in the saintly 
times, and also many a noxious \Veed. For religion must always be an 
exotic which makes a far-off land sacred rather than the earth under­
foot: where the Great Spirit whose home is the vast seems no more a 
moving glamour in the heavens, a dropping tenderness at twilight, a 
visionary light on 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 bitter which mingled with the sweet and true in 
this exotic religion was the terrible power it put into the hands of men 
some\vhat more 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 unspeakable cruelty whenever those who had it thought their in­
fluence was being assailed, for power is sweet and its use is not lightly 
laid aside. 

As we read our island history tl1ere seems a rudely em blazonry on 
every page, a hue shed from behind the visible, the soul dropping- its 
red tears of fire over hopes for ever dissoh·ing, noble ambitions for 
ever foiled. Always on the eve of success starts up some t~1tal figure 
weaponed with the Keys of the Hereafter, brandishing more especially 
the key of the place of torment, warning most particularly those who 
regard that that key shall not get rusty from want of turning if they 
disobey. It has been so from the beginning, from the time of the 
cursing of Tara, ·where the growing unity of the nation was split into 
fractions, down to the present time. I often doubt if the barbarities in 
eastern lands which we shudder at are in reality half so crnel, if they 
mean so much anguish as this threat of after-torture does to those who 
belie,·e in the power of another to inflict it. It wounds the spirit to 
the heart: its consciousness of its own immortality becomes entwined 
with the terror of as long enduring pain. It is a lie which the all­
compassionate Father-Spirit neYer breathed into the ears of his chil­
dren, a lie which has been told here century after century with such 
insistence that half tlie nation has the manhood cowed out of it. The 
offence of the cleacl chief whose followers were recently assailed weig-hed 
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light as a feather in the balance \\'h•:::n compared with the sm of these 
men ancl their slwmt.:ful misuse of religious authority in :\Ieath a little 
while ago. The scene; which took place there, testified and S\YOnl to 
by witnesse,.; in the after tria;,, were only a copy of what gene:-~1lly took 

place. They \\'iil take place ac_;1in if the nece,.;,;ity arise~. That is a 
hitter fact. 

A dim consciou,.;ness that their ,;en·itucle is not to God's law but to 

man's ;unbition is creeping· o\·er the people here. That is a very hope­
ful sign. \\'hen a man first feels he is a sla\·e he begins to grow gTey 
inside. to get m<>ocly and irrit:!hk. The sore spot becomes more sensi­

ti,·e the lll<>n.: he broocb. .'l.t la~t to touch it becumes clangerotb. Fur. 
from such pent-up musing ,md \\Tath have :oprnng rebellions. re\·olu­

tions. the overthrow of dynasties aucl the fall of religions. aye, thrice 
as might\· as this. That thought of freedom lets loose the flood-gate,; 
of an illimitable fire into the soul: it emerges from it,; narrow prison­

cdl of thought and fear as the ,;ky-reaching .c;c·nie from the little copper 
vessel in the tale of .-'l.rahi:m enchantment; it lays hand on the puwers 
of storm clllcl commotion like a god. It wonld be politic not to pre~s 

the despotism more: but it would be a pity perhaps if some further act 

cli(l not take place. just to see a nation flinging aside the shackle,.; of 
superstition; disdainful of threab, determined to seek its own good. 
resolut<.:ly to put :1side ail external traditi,,n and rule: aclherin~ to its 
own judgment. tlwugl1 pric·sh faisely say the ho,;ts of the C:\-erlasting 

are arrayed in battle a~lin:-;t it. thungh they threaten the :opirit with 
ohscnre tt)rment f,Jr e\·c:r and e\·er: .;till to persist. still to defy. still to 
ohey the orders of anotlli.:r captain, ·~hat Unknow11 Deity \Yithin whose 

trumpet-call ,.;ounds lonckr than all the cries of men. There is great 

comfort, lilY tdiow,;. in flin~ing fear asick; an exultation aml delight 
spring up \\'elling from inexhaustible deeps. and a tranquil :i\\·eetness 

abo ensues which shm\·,.; thaL the pmn.:rs e\·er watchful of hunnn 

progress appro\·e all< l appLmd the act. 
In all thi,.; I du not aim at indi,·itluab. It is nut with them I woul(l 

war but with a t\Tanny. The\· wlw ensLl\·e arc as much or more to be 

pitied than those whom the·.· ensla\·e. They too are \\TOil~'·~cl b\· being 
placed and aCCl·pted in a po-'ition of blse autl!urity. They too en:>hrine 
a ray of the di,·ine ,.;pirit. which to li1Jerate ami express i,.; the purpo,;e 

of life. \\'hate\·er mn\·emellt ig11ores the needs of a single unit. ur 
breeds ll~1te again,.;t it rather than CUlllpas,.;ion. i:i so far imperfect. But 

if ,,·e gin· lhece !llt:n. a,; \\'e mtt,.;t, L1e cn::dit of sincerity, ,;till ()pposi­

tion is tl<>Jle the less a dut\·. The spirit of m:111 must wnrk out its own 
de,.;tiny. lc:lrninc; truth n11~ <lt- error an<l p:1in. ll cannot 1w :nor~ll by 
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prox:·. A. virtuous course into which it is ,,·hipt b1· fear \Yill avail it 

nothing, and in that clreacl hour when it comes before the :\fighty \\·lw 
sent it forth, neither will the plea l';ail it that its con"cience wa,.; m 

another's keeping. 

A W.'\.RRIOR'~3 WEAPOXS. 

THE S\YOIW. 

THE will i" a \\·arrior's first \Yeapon and nu ,. be best described as 

a S\Yunl. .'\.nd ~h there are many kind,.; uf 'i\\·<mb-cnryed. two-edged, 

of stl'd, sihTr :llld lead, :111<1 in 1·arions conditi<lll.". ,.;harp. cln!L bright, 

ancl rll"ty, sn there are many kind,.; of 11·iib. The nmlerlying qualitie,.; 
of a "\\'orcl arc sh:upness. quickne,.;,.; and t'<lrce. The underlying quali­

ties of will are the highe:'t expre,.;siuns of force in all Xatnre. 
A sword is carried in a scabhanl. The scabbard of ,,·ill is desire. 

To u"e a sword to ach·a11L1ge we draw it from its scabbarcl, and :-'o to 
use our will effecti,·ely \\'e mn;;t fir,.;t dissociate it from dc;;ire. To use 

it othen>ise is to abnsc onr highest hculty ancl to render our,.;ch·e,.; an 

easy prey to our first enem1·. 

Before we can be g·i\Tll a real :-i\\·nrd and be taught fencing \\T mnst 

lean1 the cliffcn:lll't..: het\\·een friend and foe. pe:tce aml \\·ar: othcnvi,.;c 
\Ye :-ik!ll sLt\· <J\lr own kin. \\'c llllbt abo lc~trn lu Llke proper care qf 

a s\\·ord. 

Time m:t\· bc likened to a stream ut l:n·:1 1:-i:'\\Jll.c; from a ,-olc:mo: 

beginni11g- in \':ljl<Jllr and gas, it condcnse,.; aml bc:cumes a molten 

strc:am. it h:1rdcns and becomes rock. Thc muml·nt tllc pre~cnt passes 
into the pa,;t i:; like the moment the Ll1·a lnnlcn,; ;lllcl bccomcs rock. 

The future we c:1n alter aml n10ulcl as we ,,·ill. e\·en the prc,.;c:nt. with a 

strong will, we can greatly change; but to beat our will npun the pa;;t 

and wish it otherwiO'e is like using a s\\·orcl against rock,;, \\c dull if not 

break it and yet a<::complish nothing. 
\\'hen \YC ha\·e lcarncd to care for a S\\·onl ancl to lbC it prul'erly­

not to cut our;;e!Yes or fight ag:1in:;t our fellows-we may l!l' tru,.;tccl 
with a real s\\·orcl. E:1ch m:m mn~t for him:self win the right, :mcl forc;·e 

hi:s 0\\'11 :i\\·ord. If we" help Xatnre :11Hi \\'<lrk <Jll 1vith hcr" she 11·ill 

fnmi,;h n,; the mct:lls, and it \\'e per;;iA in ,.:cckinc; for it we shall find 

the: hidden firc lllcded to melt them. ·'\\'hcn the 111:1teri:tls are t'l:ach· 

thc :\lastcr shall appear" \Yho 11·ill :illm\· u,.; h"" l<J f,Jrc;·e a true ,.;\\·ord. 
\\'hcn our ~~~·ord is !(JI·gecl and tric:d :mcl 11·c lJ:l\'c proYecl our 0\\'11 



IJ2 THE IRISH TIIEUSU!'IIIST. 

valour, \\T may enter the ranks of the warriors uf old, the protectors 
and guardians of the race, and be on our way to the front of battle. 

"He that useth the sword shall perish by the sword," applie:-; only 
to him that useth the sword for sdf. The knights of old did not so, 
they fought in the can:-;e of the weak and the wronged. He that fighteth 
thus, consecrating and abandoning his acts, shall never perish. 

TIIE D,\GGER. 

This word is merely a 11·arning, f•Jr the dagger is not in good repute 
among warriors and is never carried by the 1·ictors of the white race. 
It i:o the 1n:apon of anger. 

Anger is not Ghle to wield the mighty S\\·orcl of a w.1rrior Gnd hence 
requires a ,.;maller weapon. To be secure ag.1in,.;t this foe within we 
must cast away all :mch, for they are useless against the real enemy; 
and so long as 11·e have one with us, no matter how deeply hidden or 
put a11·ay, \\'<..: know not what moment angcr may seize upon us and its 
weapon, and break forth. 

Men of the world Gre not allowed real weapons, nor any SQ\·e such 
as are of base metGb, rusty or dull., but a warrior is trusted, his own 
keeper and the guardian of the race. \Vhen he has won and tested his 
true sword let him trust to that alone Gnd ca~t away all lesser weGpons; 
in their place he shall gain a counter-inner-power, a power of peace. 

THE SCPRKvlE :\10:\IE:\T. 

\\'rmc-; in a moment of di1·ine repu,.;c, 
:\Iy spirit hreGks its earthly lnr,;, 

I heGr the blushful secret of thc rose, 
The murmur of the ~t:u:;. 

And every li\·ing thing of high or low 
Hath its own fitting time Gnd place; 

R.\FE HUPTUc-;' 

The meGnest weeds that bud and blossom show 
BeautY's eternal face. 

And in the broken song of life I see 
How word ancl deed cli:-;sen:recl rlwme : 

"-'\nd all its aching disconb gro\\' for me 
The racliGn t song of time. 

P.\l'L GREGAX. 
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ROBERT BRO\VNI~G. 

I.-Hrs IxsPnu .. Trox. 

OF the many phases in which the great soul known to our time as 
Robert Browning present-; its meaniag and its message to men, it is the 
object of this article to select only one npon which to direct our 
thought. Poet, thinker. moralist, man of the world, hnmorist and 
idealist as he \\·as. he was far greater than all these, being in the largest 
and only final sense a mystic. It is not so much as the herald of a 
new day for man or the be::trer of a new message from the realm of 
spirits that his influence is felt to be most pervasi\·e, his presence in 
our hearts most potent. It is rather as an inspirer of men that he 
appeals to our inner nature and exacts our homage, and it is in this 
relation that I \·enture to call him a m;;stic and to claim for him a great 
place in the kingdom of manifested souls: for this, it seems to me, is­
so far as we can determine that which for m0st of us lies partly beyond 
the veil-the function among men of a mystic: to ronse men to a sense 
of their O\Yn majesty: to proclaim, not so much in uttered thonghts as 
in projected impulses, the real issues of life: to impart ,·itality to ethics, 
to make thought living and instinct with di\·ine presences; to breathe 
through the joys of men and idealize them. throngh the sorrmys oi 
men and inspire them; to rouse torpor into di,·ine unrest and pa,;,;ion 
into aspiration: not merely to sing oi the soul or to p.crsuacle us of its 
beauty, but to be the soul, and by ,·ita! impact to touch and stir that 
mighty being that slumbers in the hearts of all men. There ha\·e been, 
e\·en in this iron age of ours, many men known through their writings 
who have pleaded the cause of spirit, who have reminded us of our 
heritage as men, and pointed to divine destinies lying for us beyond 
the limits of the life we know; but of those who haYe so gained recog­
nition in literature I only know one who was preeminently an inspirer 
of souls, an imparter of life, and he was Robert Browning. 

\Vhen I look through his writings for quotation or example in 
proof of what I haYe said I own to a certain embarrassment. The 
secrets of spiritual strength were never wlwlly said in song; it is rather 
in shadowy suggestion. in thoughts that loom too large ior utterance. 
in spiritual emotions thrown upon a men tal sheet too small to con Llin 
them, that we feel the presence of the soul than in any \\·ell-defined 
conception or finely-wrought phrase: it is less by what he tells us than 
hy what we infer of the nntoltl: less by the expansion of his philo,;ophy 
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into thought,; than by the touch of his total m:mlHJ<J(l upon ours that 

we know how whole :md strong- :mel propellent Browning- !S. Like the 

deity of his 0\Yn concept he 

"Presses close and pal pi tatingly 
Hi,_; soul o'er ours," 

and the surgmgs of life within him have set free some of the latent 

force which is innate in the common heart, and whose \·ibrations sing 

within us the music of his secret power. Perhaps of his shorter poem,; 

"RJ.bbi Ben Ezra," "~-\ht \"ogler," '' Prospice," and the "Epilogue to 

A,_;olan(lo," bl:'~t rl:'alize his gift of impctrting a:-;pirations \Yith the same 

vital power that clistingui:-;hes a flower in difftbing fragrJ.nce. Take 

the often-(pwtecl lines from the first-na11red p•lel!J : 

"Be our joys three parh pain 

Stri\·e and hold cheap the strain. 

Toil. nor account the pang. 

Dare. neyer grucl:~·e the throe." 

This may not be mHsic, it may not be thought, it 111:1:· not be art. 

bnt it is certainly impHbe, it i.s cert3.inly motive force, it is certainly 

life; it comes to us as W<Jrds. it enters us as vital energ-y, it remains 

with us as aspiration. Out of the heart of humanity-the hum3.nity 

for which he \\Tonght-there has pas,;ed into our heart a tense will not 

to be known by any tenn of science or of art; a desire to be and to 
become ,,-]Jich pas.~es out of tho;-;e reg·ions of thought of which it is 
possihk to speak with definiteness, ancl into those \\·here thought has 

become assimilate with life. Or take thi:-; singk phra,;e out of that song 

of triumph O\Tr dc3.th (the most triumplnnt song in English \·erse}, 

the "Epilu~\IL' to .-\,;olanclo": 

" Greet the unseen with a cheer." 
Is thl:'re any more perfect way of expre,;sing the assurance th3.t 

death is nought, of filling the mind with a buoyant trust in the vast 

resources of nature and the unconquerable vitality of soul? It is the 

optimism of a nature \\'hich was intensely living at en~n· point and 

\Ylwse life was one :-;upreme exnlt:ltion, that is Brmn1in~(s greate,;t 

charm, and it is the aspirc1tion which springs from this-an aspiration 

paramount, continttotl:i. unfb_;:,ging. to realize all the divine purp<lses of 

life-\\·hich lifts him above the mnk of teacher, and gi,·es him 3. place 

in the spiritn~d hil:'rarchie,; of all time as one who has passed on to men 

not mereh· the ,.;ecret hut the power of strl:'nnon:-: purpose and heroic 

deed. 
0:11.\1~. 
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LIFE ;c,; we see it to-day pre,;en t,; on the surface a seeming chaos. 
Yet nature med,.; u,.; exactly \\·here we o;Lmd, and \\T re,;pond to that 

aspect o:· ci,·iliz:ttion iYhiclt 11·e feel our natures drawn toward,;. Art, 

music, science, philanthropy, religion, pbces of amusement. offer 
abundant ~cope to satio;t\ and de1·elup the different parts of our nature. 

\\.'-' co:lld nol ha1·e lud tbo;;e <litTe!·cnt mo\·unents without :-;ome­
thing first of all h:n·ing ari,.;en in hun~:m nature tu neces,.;iute their 

expression. ='i" ow bci ng expres::il'll. they are the mean,; of drawing 
others idlO ha1·e any of tho,;e p~tc:icular tendencies. ,-\11 aspects of 

ciYilization h;c,·e their place in the scltcmc: of enJlution. if in:: think of 
man as a soul, ancl it is on thi,; recognition that I think the basi,; of 

brotherhood rests, for it at once bn~:lk:i down all distinction between 
race ::mel cla,.;s, and without that ba,;[,; of equality there c:m be no true 

brothu-hoocl. 
Everyone does not believe in the exi,;tence of the son!, al1li it is a 

part of our nature which it is impo,;,;ible to pro\·e the existence of, in a 
cer:ain sense. It would be like trying to pro\·e tlut we ourse]n:s exist, 

while perfectly con:-;cious that we do not know oursl'h·es. To ,;ay that 
we exist because we h:n·e a physic:tl body, and a mind and senses by 
which we recognize, see and feel it, does not pro\'e very much, unks:' 
we helic1·e that the uni\'l'LiC, oun;eh·'-'" included. \Vas en)l\·cd out of 
nothing and by 1w one. 

No matter how much we trace or analyze what we percei1·e a,; 
human beings, we alway,.; come to a point where out of the invi,;ible the 

Yisihle appears, out of the unknown cume,.; the kwl\nt. So that one i,; 
forced, I think. to believe in that yery ancient doctrine-that under­

lying all things there is an eternal, immutable spirit, in which the 
visible and the known appear and disappear. If all m~mifestation is 

con taineci in an etc:rnal, uni \Tr:inl spirit, then that ,;pirit exi:-;ts always 
and in us, seeing that a p:trt is alway:; contained in and forms part of 

the whole: and if we exist throu~·h and in this universal spirit, then 
the real part of us must be immortal, because that which endure,; is 

more real than that which passes awaL If we 1JcliL:\'e this. then our 
idea,; of the things in physical life Ulllkrgo a change, because then the 

kincie,;t ami most brotlll.:rly actions are tho:-;e based on the: idea that 
man is a ,;oul. Brotherhood then takes the form of doing- what one 
ca11 to bring people nearer to that 1vhich i,; real. 

Looking- at lifL: with tl!i,; idea it i,; hard to ,;ee in the m~h for f:une. 
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money and comfort, and the effect-; brought about by these desire,;. 

namely, luxury and pc)\·erty facing ns side by side. jealousy, en\·y, and 

all the attending mi:-:eries which accompany their gratification, how 
anything can be: gained by thi,; rushing turmoil of force,; 11·hich can 

bring us nt:arer to that immortal part of our:iel\·es. But it i:o e1·ident 
that if we 11·ere :-;trong and 11·i,.;e enough to re:-iic;t the forces 11·hich bring 

about the:;e etTects they would not be there, and it is only by li\·ing 
where these forces are that we know whether we will be sw:1yed by 
them. or indifferent to their infiuen ce. 

Belief ic; not conviction. and thinking a thing is true i:-; not know­

ing· the truth nt it, but ho11· man~· people attempt to make their belief-; 
knowledge to themselves? 

\\·e build ideals 1·ery often, without realizing what that ideal repre­

sents in life. and without thinking about the change,; which must take 
place before we make it part of our nature. In all ages and by all 

peoples the highest ideal put forward has been the nature of the soul, 

e\·er giving ideas of beauty. goo,lness and truth. and of a state which 
earthly de,;ire,; ha1·e no po11"Cr to influence. \Ve ha1·e thoughts about 

high ideals. yet too often. in the trials which te,;t us, we allow the 
thoughts to ,;lip a\Y,lY and act from the part of our nature we are 
f..1.miliar with. 

If the ~unl is the real p~1rt of us, it i,; but logical to think that 
there mu,;t be a \\·ay of knowing ourseh·es through self-kn01declge. 

and daily life gi1·e,.; u,; this opportunity. \\·e all know that 11·..:: ha\·e 

very complex natures, but in that complexity a di~tinct duality; one 

eyer drawing us to things spiritual and guiding us by the voice of 

con,;cience. the other towards the transient by our earthly clesires. 
If our ideab are ,;piritn~ll. then naturalh· our ideas about brother­

hood are ba,.;ed upon tho,;e ide:ll,;. l3ut idea,; and ideals which always 

remain in the aiJ,;tract are of very little n,;e to lmmanity, and we only 

make them living b1· acting from th~.:m. They then become part of 
our intelligence, and it is our intellig~.:nce which acts in everyday life. 
If we act fooli:;hly it shows that we have not yet developed the intelli­
g·ence which recognize,; deeply enough that the act is fooli,;h. \\'hen 
through oilllfering· and experience we recognize that selfishne,;,;, vice 

and crime are not desirable path,; to tread. we will then have the in­

telligence which po,;,;e,;,;cs that knowledge. \Ve are gaining that know­
ledge now through our personal desires, which tZ~ke us through the 

many and 1·:1riul experience,; of human life. until at last we n:alize that 
all the :i111Tering,; :md sor .. Dw,; uf lnnnanit1- are cau,;ed b\· ,;dfi,.;hness 
ant! gTatificttirm uf earth\\- d<:,;ire:i, :mt! until 11·e recogmze that the life 
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of tho.~<.: de~ire,; is fleeting, and not \nnth the thonc;ht ancl energy of a 

lifetime. But, in the meantime, we are all going through different ex­
periences, and what for the moment helps one is useless to another. 

\\'lrat is true to one is to another false. To talk philosophy to some 

people \Yhen suffering \nmlcl be cruelty, to other,; it woulcl he 1p them 
to bear it. 

People are stan·ing-, and if we have any sympathy we gn·e them 
bread. Sympathy, or the sense of brotherhood, seeks to exprcs,; itself 

in relie,·in~ suffering in e\·ery shape alJ(l form. But. I think. believing 

that in e\·ery human being there is a ,;p:trk of the cli\·ine. that in acting 

fru1u that belief \H~ would do much to Jes,;en the causes which produce 
so much sufferiug. and it gi,·es us a grander and nobler conception of 
mankind if we think that all will at b:;t become cli1·ine. But there are 

m:ln\' different opinions, therefore many clitferent :;tallllpoint:i from which 

to ad, and one n'ry real aspect of brotherlwocl :ihol\·s itself in that wide 

tolerance which recognize,; that in the many ways by which 11-c expre:is 
our ideas as to what we think is the best for the welfare of the race, \\'e 
are all standing on that platform of brotherhood called sympathy. 

Sympathy, blended with toleraLon, is a platform on which freedom 

reigns, from which no voice can bid us come or go. only our 0\\'11 

hearts can place and retain us there. 
A .. P. n. 

GOLDEX GI<..\I::\. 

"Let us not judge others too Uluch, for they abo may be acting up 

to the best light they h~n-c. Besides, Karma e\·cr works, and en~r the 
T. S. nmst feel it n·en more than other bodies. The efl"c:ct of-the fuss 

-for it is but that--must be for the best: for, if :t kills the T. S., that 
pro1·es a de,.;crn·cl death ; if not, than the T. S. is stronger than eyer. 

The latter is what I see as the final end, howe,·er br off .. , 

"Do not judge 1n anger, for the anger passes, but the judgment 

remains."-\\'.' Q. J. 

"Forgive-and yon find yon ha\·e had nothing to forgi\·c; true for­
giYeness is only clearer knowledge."-]. ::-.J. 

"Reactions? How to guide and watch them? \Vhat causes the 

rc:iction? The action, of course. J'\ow I think we must le:trn to offer 

up all things to the Supreme-states of cou:;cion:.;uc:ss as well. In fact 

I kiwi\' it. Then. when we feel a great energ·y or ex:tltation, we ,;honld 

offer that up too. recognizing that ;·<'I' are li'J~ in hct exaltecL Instead 
of that \\T sa1· or think that thi:; is re:d, and 11·e c:ing to it. Then, he-
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cause we cling and because we identify ourselves with that happy state, 
there comes a reaction which we try to offer up. \\'e can't, because we 
have not offered up the action. See? And even when we feel serene 
we should offer up that as well. So we remain apart from all the actions 
and reactions."-T. 

THE Ol:TLOOK. 

AxoTHER chapter in the T. S. annals has just concluded; the first 
Crusade has been carried to a successful end. The journey from San 
Francisco to Xew York was attended with e\·en more wonderful results 
than have been chronicled with regard to other places. The interest 
in Theosophy in America has been awakened more widely than e\·er; 
the work seems but beginning; the future beckons on, shining lumi­
nous and bright. The next important e\·ent will be the Convention 
of the T. S. A. on April zsth and 26th. v.;e ha,·e ahvays looked for­
ward to this gathering of American Theosophists with hearts full of 
hope and expectation. This is as it should be. Americ::1. was the 
starting-point of our mo\·ement in this century, and every fresh im­
petus of importance since then has naturally enough had it,; origin 
there. \\' e send our wannest greetings, and aw:1.it the unfolding of 
events with patience. 

I have referred to the future, but it is well to remember that it is 
only made great and glorious by ou:r action to-day. Every step has to 
be carefully taken; e\·ery forward movement regulated by calmness 
and wisdom. A danger of over absorption in work has recently been 
referred to by one writer, and it is a timely hint. Nothing shoulJ. be 
done excitedly; the balance should be maintained without any abate­
ment of enthusiasm. \Vork must always be carried on with ze:1.l, but 
the mental attitude is important. The army of workers is increasing, 
and it is wisely generaled. The mo\·ements of the army as a whole are 
full of absorbing interest, yet we must never overlook the outposts. 
Our Branches are the outposts, and they must always be kept running 
smoothly if the force is to be distributed effectively. 

I have been asked to say something about Branch work. One or 
two observations may not, therefore, be out of place here. The work 
of a Br:1nch should be well divided among its member:;. E:1cb mem her 
can find something to do; there i:; no limit to the line:; of work. Re­
sponsibility for the condition of a Br.:mch is not evaded by withdrawal 
from acti,·e particip~ltion in its work, because something displeasing 
may have been done, or on any ground. Cliques should be avoided. 
and the interest of each member enliste<l and maintained. Care shnnld 
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be taken not to ride hobby-horses too much. Harmony is essential, but 
cannot be forced; it must come about spontaneously and free. True 
harmony begins within. Differences may naturally arise o\·er details of 
work, but this should neyer mar the unity in essentials. No one is 
altogether wrong; nor is anyone altogether right. The first step is 
toleration. from that harmony proceeds. If a point of difference arises, 
it is wise to turn attention to other matters on which perfect unanimity 
exists. Time works wonders, and when the point again contes up for 
consideration a complete change may ha\·e taken place and harmony 
preYail. Tact and discretion are necessary elcmen ts a! ways. In short, 
nothing should interfere with the purpose for which a T. S. Branch 
exists-the formation of a nucleus of brotherhood. Only thus can \\"e 
expect to ally ourselves with all the forces that make for brotherhood, 
and succeed in making our ideal an accomplishetl fact. Our hope lies 
in the spread of fundamental ideas. They e\·oke responsi,·e echoes in 
the hearts of men and give rise to a feeling which finds its way through 
all barriers of creed and sect. 

I ha\·e been asked also to give through this column some idea of 
the Correspondence Scheme suggested in last issue. It is not well 
to weary the general reader with too much detail, but the initial steps 
may be indicated. The scheme is international. Branches are regan lee! 
as Local Committees in their districts. The Consultati,·e Committee is 
regarded as being composed of all Fellows of the T. S. of \\·ide experi­
ence and knowledge throughout the world. The following- letter shoultl 
be sent to all newspapers possible by anyone who has time and cares 
for the work : 

To THE EDITOR. 

It may he of interest to your rea<lers to learn that an Int.:rnatioual Corr~spond­

ence Bureau has been established to g-iye hdp a1Hl counsel to those iu n..:"d· as far as 
possible, without any <listinctions wlutk\·.:r. \\"hilc it is of th.: first importance that 

the wants of the physically poor shoulrl r;:ct:i\·e atteution from all thos~ who hm·.: 

the goo<l of their fellow-men at heart, it is c<ptally neccssary to r.:mcmber that th.:re 
are a vast numllt!r who literally stan·.: for want of mental foo.l. who s;,~k g-uidance 
in the solution of life's many problems. 

The Bur.:au is iuten<k<l primarily to fill this want. although its work is notre­
stricte<l to one particular sphere of ser\"ic;,. The only CO!Hiition impos;,rl upon all 

desiring- help is that they should he willing to hdp others in their turn. 
In connection with the Bureau Local Committe;,s lul\"e h.:::n alrea<ly forme<! in 

many towns of importance, atHl a munhcr of repres~ntatiYe men belongi 11g· to almost 

eYery country ha\·e been formed into a Consultati\·e Committe:: to h" n:L:rr.;d to 

when necessary. It is hope<! that lectures. tldHtks. etc .. may h..: org·anize<l in time· 

whereYer possible. aiHl that also helpful printe<l pap:>rs may h~· issued. awl books 
awl pamphlets which will in any way help 011 the work brought into r,·quisition. 
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Xo rees wlw.te1·er are char.'-(erl, hut kttcrs shoul<l in all cases he accompanied ll\· 

stamped enYelopes for reply. Further particulars can he ohtainc<l from 
Yours trnl\·, 

A member of :t Branch should take up loc:tl papers, gi,·ing his or 

her name and address on the ktter, but :t list of papers can be: made 

out and \Vritten to by any F. T. S. who is willing to undertake the work. 
and does not object to publication of name and address. \\'here replies 

are recei,·ed and cannot be attendeci. to by a local Branch. or satisfac­
torily by the person to whom the enquiry is addressed, they may be 

forwarded to me for reference to the Consultati,·e Committc:e. Thus. 

I think, some ;:,-ood might he clone in a quid wa\·, and I wil! be glad to 

hear from others who think likewise.. D. ::\. D. 

XOTE. 

0\\"IXC to the illness of :\Iis,.; Yiulet :\0rth. who hacl to gn :-twa\· for 

a short re,.;t and change. it wa,; nece,.;sar:y· to han:e the la:-;t t\1·o i:-;sues of 

THE lRISJI THEOSOPHIST printcll by an out:-;icle firm. The change in 

appearance wa:-; :-;o perccptible that onr readers will no doubt :-;hare our 

joy at :\fi:-;s Xorth':-; return to her old pu:-;t in better health, for the1·, no 
les:-; than ourselves. hJxe learned to appreciate the hig·h :-;tancbrcl of her 

\\·ork. It spcab; for it:-ielf. B,· her valuable help it ha:-; been po,.;,.;ihle 

to carry out an uld wi,.;h of\\·. <2. J.'s-the e,;tabli:-;lunent of a printing 
and pttbli,;hing centre in hi,., natin" city. IJ. X. D. 

THE T. S. IX ECROPE (IRELA::\Dl. 

r,-;. EcsT.\CE STREET. DcBLL\'. 

THE \l·ork continues to go on quietly and st<c:tdily, the puhiic meet­

ings in the Central Hall are perhap:-; not :-;o \\·ell attenclecl a,; might he 

wished. still there is evidence that there i:-o a goml deal of inkre:;t taken 

in these lecture:-; by ,;en:ral regular attendant:-; who h:n·e braved ,;,lllle 

very ball weather to put in an appearance. 

Another intere:-;ting fe:tture is the readines:-; of the local pres:-; to 

in:-;ert rep<lrb of tl1e meeting~. and the appctrance recently in one of 
our weekh· p:tper,; of se\'eLd article" touching the: Celtic re\-i\·al from a 

more or les,.; my:-;tical standpoint. 

The di:-;cnssions during the c:n:;uing month \\·i:l be: April ::?:end, 

Tlzros,•jllzy, J. Dunc:tn: ::?')th, T!u· Cdtic R,Haissa!lcc, :\[r:'. Dtmcan; :\[a\· 

6th, Tlzc Brotlirrl~thhi u/ J/,r11. :\Ir:-;. Dunlop: r:;th. fJrmms, G.\\'. Rus:-;ell. 

I<unT. E. Co.\TES, J-/,•n. S1c. 
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"THE BIL-\GA. \'AD GITA.." r::; PRACTIC_-\L LIFE. 

(Continued ji·om p. I .:.?3·) 

\VE have seen that pain ancl plea~ure are reactions, one of another, 

and we no\Y find Krishna emphasizing that fact in this sentence: 
"Be free from the pairs of opposites.'' 

It is advice greatly needed by every student of life. 
thou,;and is able to tread a middle path. \Ve fly from 

Kot one 111 a 
pole to pole; 

extremisb for the most part, we h:1te or love; we desire or repel ; we 
:1ct or re~ict. There is all too little of sitting calmly by; too little 
moderation of mind; too rarely do we attain an attitude of suspenlled 
judgment; we are all too prone to crystallize. \\'ith us, brotherhood 
degenerates into sentimentality; avoidance of condemnation into direct 

encouragement to the e\·il-doer; onr hope is so impetuous that it be­
comes a fear: our calm degener:1te,; into indiJTerence, our unselfi,;lmess 

into :1 bl:l.tant and self-a(h·ertised charity. \Ve are not "constant m 
the qtwlity of Satt\·a"; we are not content with knowing the truth. 

How. then, shall we avoid theoe extreme,;, which we :1re led into 
by the very nature of mind itself? For the human mind has tlwt tan­
gential quality which only the "quality of Satt\·a." the klw\\·lcdge of 
the True, can control. 

The answer is given in a few brief \\·onb of a potency so mar­
vellous, so wide-reaching, that could we at once att:1i11 to their full 

meaning and rcaliz:1tion, we should transcend the h ig-hcr he a n:ens :1ml 
stand, godlike, a!Jo\·e. 

"Let, then, the moti,·e rur action be in the action ibelf, and not in 
the e\·eut. Do not be incited to actions by the hope of their reward, 
nor let thy life he spent in inaction. Firmly pcr:-;isting in Ytlga per­
form th\· (\uty, oh, despiser of wealth, and la\·ing a:-;idc all desire for 
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any !Jenetlt to tll\·self from inaction. make the en::1t equal to thee, 

whether it be success or failure. Equal-mindedness is c:11lecl Yoga." 

Here is the final recipe for wisdom and happiness. Do we e':en 

approach to the fainte:-;t realization of its meaning? Ha\·e we any con­

ception of what it \Youlcl be. to-day, in the very marrow of practic:1l 

life, to ask ourselves. before e\·ery action, before e\'ery thought, e\·en : 

"Is it my duty thus to act? Is it my duty thus to think?" Can we 

imagine what it \Yotllcl be to put en:ry deed, every idea. to this touch­

stone. ancl nen:r to let the imag-e of po:;:;ihle no·;dt enter the mincl at 

all? \\-lnt a bk:-'sed relief even an hour of such living and thinking 

\YOLll,l be! Hu\\" life \Youlcl be simplifiuL the congested mind relie\·ecl. 

the engorged faculties released and intuition set free. He who is thus 

"mentally cle\·oted cli,;misses alike ,;ucccs:-;ful and unsucce,;,;ful results, 

being beyond thun.'' He is out of the region in which Karma operates, 

and i,.; one \\·ith the vast sweep of Xature',; laws. Action and reaction 

have no bond,; for him who never acts for self; he goes to that "eternal 

blissful abode which is free from all disease and untouched by troubles;" 

that abode which is the peace that passes all understanding. He is 

indifferent there to doctrines, pa,.;t or to come; he contemplates all. 

desiring none, appropriating naught. The endless panorama of life 

defiles before his gaze::; he ,.;ee,; life soundly for he sees it \Vhole::: he is 

at rest. 

The tendency of the mind to c:~y,.;tallize. to attach ibelf to forms 

anti formula::, i,.; the source of most of our woe:-;. \\"e begin a work, 

for example, something praiseworthy in itself. Little by little we 

identit\' ourseh·es with the work; the ne:;.t step i,; soon taken and \Ye 

identify the \\·ork with ourseh·es. Our metlwcb, our department, our 

plans. soon become of paramount impnrt:1nce: we manifest zeal. com­
petition, ri\·alry: we struggle to make our clepclrtmcnt the best, or to 

carry out our own metlwcb; or we dread the rivalry of someone else: 

or \Ye shrink from new metlwcb. from change. from taking up some 

new detaiL place or plan. \Ve h:n·e gradually-and in mo,;t instances 

unconsciously-fonnniatecl a creed in regard to our work, ancl we are 

happ:-· in proportion as we lo,;e onr,;el\·es in that work, its excitement, 

ib absorption of onr mind,;. Take the work away. Depri\·cd of that, 

arc we still contented, happy? \\'e arc not. \\'e long to do, to do. aml 

it become·,; clc:u- to the candid mind that what we lo\·c•J mo,;t about our 

work w:cs th:tt it deadenecl self-consci<ntsnc;s_ It n:crcoti,;ed for a time 

that te-rrible aml unsettled menLt! cotHlitir)ll, that pres,;nrc of a dual 

ctm:;ci<>lhllc~,; which clriYes many to drink or to narcutic:-;. It was not 
ottr dttty tlul we lo\·ed in onr work, nor the' work fur its own sake. hctt 
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only the relief from our mnr mental hells. the one-pointedness 1vhich 

this work afforded to our rcstle,;s brains. \Vhy, then, should \Ve not 
seck this one-pointeclness in all thing,; and for its own sake. ~mel br 

seeing the Self in all things and all as the Self and offering up all 

results to the Lord of Life, e,;cape from the eternal unn:,;t of onr pre­

sent mental conditions? E\·en the wise man can be carried away, we 
are told, by the force,; of personal desire when these invade his heart. 

By remaining in the fixed attitude of mental de\·otion to the trne Self 
we attain to the possession of spiritn:1l kn<J\\·kdgc. \\'e then find a 

statement which compels attention: 

"He 11·ho attend.eth to the inclination of the sen,.;cs, in them lwth 
a concern : from this concern is created pa,;~ion. from pas:-;iou auger. 
from anger i,.; produced delusion, from delu:-;i<lll a lo~s of the memory, 
fron1 the lo:-;.~ uf memory loss of discrimination. and from lo:-;s of dis­

crimirL1tio!l lo:-;s of ::til!" 

That is where we stand to-day. \Ve ha\·e lost all. 

Many students ask why we do not remember our past incarnations. 
The answer is here. \\'e ha\·e desired to hear, to see, to touch. to taste. 

on all the planes, until deprivation of any of our objects has at first 

concerned, then tried, annoyed, determined us, and the fancy has 
become a passion; we ha,·e conjured up \\'ill. the great motor, and 
now the fancy is a passion, a bent of the mind and nature. the will to 

attain. to possess. Great Xature thwarb thi,; \\·ill at ,.;ome point where 
it cro,.;ses her larc;er purposes, and anger resn!b. \\-e do not nece,;,;arily 

fly into a rage. By "anger" it appear:; tlwt the ob:-;tinate determination 

to c1rry our personal point is meant. as well as the interior irritation 
which oppo...;ition perforce engende::-s. For if one will be crossed by 

another current of will, friction mu,;t rc,;nlt. This friction, this struggle 
of forcc against force, produces a harsh. striclc:nt, cli,;nrptiYe ,-ihration 

which corresponds, on the plane of force, to that explo,;i ,-e action 

upon the mental plane which is known as anger. Such a force rends 

the mental atmosphere of man : it confuses. irritates, congests J.nd 
confounds: the soul no lon~er looks upon a clear and mirror-like mind, 

hnt that mind reflects clistortetl images; sh3.pes of bewilderment and 
folly flit J.cross the magic gla:is: delusion results, false mental concepb. 

false memories, false recollections, and now we no longer remember 

our high origin, our cli\·iner life: and no\\" we jwlc;e falsely because we 
remember wrong\\·; the faculty of di,;crimination has no longer an 

abode with us. ancl all, all is lost of our tli\·iner heritage. Repeat this 

pmccs,; from life· to life, and the wonder i,; that we aspire and yearn at 
all. rc :lll\'Clllt: dmthts the reality of thi,; procc,;,.;, !IL: hac; but to watch 
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the natural g:ru\\·th and progre:os of any desire in him,.;df, and. pro\·ided 

it be thwarted persi,.;tently, he will see in little that which. on a larger 
scale, has robbed ::md orphaned the race. 

" He who sees Krishna e\·ery\vhere equally dwelling, he seeth." 

How calmly fall the:oe words upon the fe\·ered brain! How gracious 
their benediction! \\'e thirst for p;:;ace. It is here, within our reach. 

knocking at the door of the heart, pleading to enter. Only li\·e the 
life: only say "thy will be done''; only resist not the Law but be recon­

ciled 11·ith tln· br•Jther-man and lay thy gift npun the altar; only take 

clut\· t<Jr thy guiding-star and heed not any result~is it too Izard }or 
tltL"t'; It is \\·illwnt doubt too hard for t!u·c. bnt THUC ART TH,\.T. IT 
is en:r there. cun;-;cious and wise: calm. patient and compassionate. 
Oh, belie\'LO that thou art indeecl and in very truth that eternal bound­

les,; Otie~:lllcl \Yhat is too hard for thee? On Krislma call. and fight 
OIL fight out thLO fidel! There i;-; not an h<Jur. not an act of daily life, 

to which this counsel dues not apply. 

JeLL\. \V. L. KEIGHTLE\'. 

( j(, be am t illucd.) 

THOl'S,\XDS of years before g-reat Finn and his band of chi\·alrous 

foll<l\Yers \\'arrul 1vith the oppressor and roamed ancl hunted through 
the land: l<lU~ be-fore the hero Cuculain, ,;trLOng·thLOllLOtl by the invisible 
Danann LlCLO, fought his magical wars, this story was li\·ed. :.Iore 

beautiful \\·a,; B:mba in that long-gone pa,;t, wi,.;er her people then than 
to-d:t \". 

\\'onderfully beautiful 1s this place. The honey-sweet he:tther­

hells swing on their slender stems, and over the golden gorse-bushe,; 

many-coloured butterflies hon~r. I stand on the plain and ·wait for 

one who is coming, and waiting I watch the mountain,; ablaze in the 
setting sun. Soon they will wear their misty grey robe of e\·ening-. 

and then the dim purple of the ,;tarlit night. 
"Our oldest and wisest men say that the beauty of B:mll:l i,; pass­

ing- :m·ay: that even the la,;t of the gods remaining here will soun don 

the \·eil <lf ill\·i;;ihility. ami pass into the untlen\·:t\ci of the lll<mnt:lins 

where tliLOir brethren dwell. Thi,; I ha1·e heard. lmt I willllllestiun the 
Druid Roewen. \d!O knows more t.h:111 the wise n1en of my father',; 

tribe. h it tme that to-night I see Rue\\"<~11 fur the last time? :.ry 
C:tth<·r ,;:t\-~ r !Ja,·(: learned from the Druid:-; nwr,· th:tn he thought the;> 
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h::ul power to impart. I han; learned that sorrow and lon; go hanll-in­
hand; that keenest joy is keenest pain ; that from the:;e the heart 
know:; no forgetfulnes:; or ces:;ation \vhen love has cho:;en it for a 

cl welling-place.·· 
Half-idh·. half-sorrowfuJy I was thinking when :;uddenh· 111\. heart 

leaped tumultwmsly for joy, the heather-1Je!b rang their faer;· chime:; 

and I knew that Roewen wa:; nigh. I looked and saw him coming 

lightly and swiftly from the shore, am! because of his presence the sun 
seenH::cl brighter in it;-; setting than in its ri:;ing, the sea a deeper blue 

and the monntains more radiant in their misty purple and grey. 
Scarcely hi,; feet pressed the qni\·ering green gra,;s-spear:; as he came 

toward,; me. hi:; dark face glowing and his eyes bright \\·ith a light I 
knew right well. 

":-ry princess, I hastened, but these are trouhluu,; times. The 

\Yar-dcmons mo\·e among us again, and the touch of their red-stained 

hands ha;, fillul the people \Yith a rage which only the cla,;h of the 
\\'ar-chariots and the shouh of the meeting hosts will extinguish. 

Your father is haughty aml proud of spirit, and would haYl' all the 

trihes submit to hi:; \Yill; but they haYe bound themseh·e:; together in 

rebellion, and are preparing to fight your father's people. Do not fear 

for him; he will recei\·e no hurt, though he will be: vanquished. for 
last night the g(Hls came fnJJn their mountain:; and foretold the i,;sue of 
the battle. \\"hat would you say, princes:;)" 

"0 Roc\n:n, you speak of those dread gods who at one time dwelt 
visibly in the land. \\"ise men say ·:hat a few still ling-er, but that they 
also will \\"ithdra\Y, and only mortals remain. They ,.;ay, too, that the 

earth will g-row g-rey and bare in the llistant years, allll men-except at 

rare times-he incapable of high deed:;. Anll thi,.; will be hec:mse the 
people of those future clays will not even remc1i1ber or helieye that 

once the Dauann races walked among the children of earth. Tell me 

yet again, Roewen, of the time when the mightiest race of all li\-cd 
in Ban ba." 

"I will. P,ut rest yonrself. princess. while I speak." He Jiuhtl\· .-, . 

place(! hi,; am1 upon my shoulder as we walked to the great n>d: in the 

centre of the plain. Then he beg:m : 

"Time ha:; gone hy on hurrying feet since our i:-;le was filled with 

a mighty people that came from the land of the setting sun, so the 
traditions tell. Great gods they \Yl~re. wise with a wisdom that knew 

almost all thing,;, even from the beginning of lime to its end. They 

warred not :lS we war; in their battles \\·ith the invisible being-:-; that 
eudeanmred to pass the ficn· rampart eYer flaming rotill(l o\lr isl:llld 
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they needed neither weapons of bronze nor stone. The burning darts 
of their will nubdued the murky hosts, rendering them unwilling ser­
vants. Year succeeded year, until innumerable centuries were added 
to that past o\·er which the shroi.1cl of forgetfulness was descending. 
Then a smaller race grew up in Banba, and the undying gods said: 
• These we will teach to be great even as we are, and they shall teach 
their children after them, so that in Banba the light shall be inextin­
guishable, and she ~hall endure while other countries rise from the 
waters only to be engulphed in their depths again.' So they taught 
this lesser race great magical secrets; unremembered now sa,·e by a 
few whose inces,;ant wondering and pondering over all things has taken 
them to the secret place,; where the Tuatha de Dananns dwell away 
from the darkening world. But I think the divine and immortal spirits 
of the Dananns ho\·er round us continually; that ofttimes they may be 
seen by men." 

The exultant light in his eyes and the flickering flame round his 
brow imposed silence npon me. Dimly I knew he was communing 
with di\·inities vi:;ible to him alone, and in that moment the realization 
of the utter futility of my love for him mshed npon me in all its com­
pleteness and with overwhelming force. I was a woman, and loved 
with a woman's heart. I would ha,·e given up my princess.state, the 
power it conferred, and all else dear to me in the world. if such had 
been his desire. I knew that he }o,·ed me, but the dmidical mysteries 
interposed between us, raising au unsurmountable barrier. .Then I too 
began to dream as the sunset paled over the distant mountains. and I 
felt the cool breath of the oncoming dusky night on my lips and eyes. 
I knew that at the hour of twilight the Sidhe came up from the lakes 
and rivers and from their ca\·ern-homes in the hills, and wandered 
among mortals, for the hour of twilight is their hour of power. If 
sorrow or v.;oe be upon you in that hour. to call upon 'the Sidhe will 
bring them to your side, and ever afterwards they watch oyer those 
who have im·oked them. I dreamed and half-wished that I could 
become as the passionless Sidhe, and Roewen be to me nothing more 
than Druid. teacher and bard; clear indeed, but not loved with a lo\·e 
that burned as fire in my heart. dwarfing all else into insignificance 
and weariness. Often I thought that Roewen was only a Druid: human 
hopes and desires could not touch him, and I was only someone to be 
instructed out of his plentiful store of knowledge. Then in a very 
gentle and sorrowful voice Roewen spoke, and surely he had di,·ined 
my thoughts: 

"Princess :\Ie:1Ye, you who :1re more to me th:111 pupil, slwui<l 
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think differently. Of all who ha\·e recei,·ed instruction from me yon 

alone I love, knowing full well bow fruitless that lo\·e is, for the 
druidical vows must remain inviolate. I do not need you to tell me 
this is the la:;t time we shall see each other as 11·e are now. but as the 

Dananns meet ~o can we, and their way I 11·ill :;how you. Trll"t your­
self utterly to me, my ~[ca \'C." 

For a moment he stood before me. holding my hands and looking 
into m1· eyes, meanwhile slowly saying some words in a monotone. I 
remember being gently laid back on the stone, and then-it was not a 

stone. but a sea of fire I was quietly standing on, and all arounrl the 
white fire-spray was falling. Then, as one in an unfamili~1 r land would 
stand bewilderul, knmving not whither to grJ. :iO I stood for a time. 

until I observed one, radiant in pnr:1le and ,·iold and gold. waiting by 
my side. and I knew it was Roewcn. He smiled. and it was as the 
sound of faery music there. He directed my gaze to something in the 

distance, and that which before I had thought tr> be a mmmt:tin I now 
saw was a fountain of fire, jetting innumerable streams of light u1·er a 
,marvellous country. As I looked I saw pale and :;hadowy form,; appear­

ing in these streams, and I gave greater attention still, until they had 

definitely shaped them:;elves into the most wondrou:; and beautiful 
being,;. They came from the Corrig Sidhe in the ea,.;t, where as flames 

they flit o\'er the mountains: from the hill:-; of the south ancl the far 
north they hastened. Once again I looked. and saw a lung line of 

white-roheLl Druicb-some with the weight of many year;; upon them, 
others young with a youth more than human-dr~nYing· nigh. As they 
breathed the fire-breath from the fonntain they too changed: half they 

were of the didne Danann race that shall ne\·er die, half theY \\·ere of 
perishable mortals, but \\'holly beautiful allll full of an antiqne wisdom. 
They thong·Jlt, and their thoughts were as stars; they wished, and their 

wishes were as meteors flaming to their fulfilment. 

In this \vorltl of light the heart was untroubled by fear or desire. 
I was conscious of an unspeakable love for Roewen, which was born 

before time and would continue when time was en(led, thnn~h count­
less lives and age after age pile up their many sorrows upon the human 
heart, submerg·ing it with seas of untold agrm\- and woe: yet here I 

knew that deeper than sorrow or joy are the i1n·isible golden conb 

wo\·en by love, uniting heart to heart, soul to soul, though space inter­
vene its distance:; on earth. As I thought this I again saw the moun­

tain, and the :-;tars were beginning to glim:ner forth in the deep hlue of 

the night. R<le\l'en, with a grave, sweet look, was bendin:c; O\Tr me, 
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":\Iy princess. you have seen and hc:erled. Yet sometime,; you will 
grieYe at my absence, and rebd at the destiny di,·iding us. Xur shall 
I be free from such grief and rebellion, for the human heart is often 
passionate, and hopes aJHl feus and desires sweep through it and rend 
it again and again in defiance of the calm and peace it apparently 
possessed. To-morrow I go to the Druids in the south of Banha; 
to-night I remember only that I am your lover, and know this is the 
last time I shall look in your eyes or hold you in my arms, sh~lll tell 
you how cleu you :1re to me, how de:1r you a! ways will be. ::-.Iy sweet, 
it is bitter to part from you he:e even thou~·h in the homes of the Sidhe 
we meet. Oh, hush, my child, your tears burn and s<.:Oar my heart, and 
make this hard task more difficult still." 

Long \Ye stoocl by the rock in si!ence. The cool dewy night and 
the starli~ht wrapped us round with a vast pe:1ce and tenderne,;s. The 
gorse shone palely through the half-<lusk of the summer night, and 
long since had the gay-winged butterflies flown to their resting-place. 
The mountains rose purple and blue and shadowy shapes. rested 
broodingly over them. 
contentment than had 
can destroy love if its 

And I-I "·"ts growing content with a deeper 
ever approached me before. Time nor space 
cords are wo\·en in the Danan11 world. 

In the west of Banha a mcnmtain stands like a sentinel guarding 
the western sea,;. Some there are who say it is a fountain of fire 
pouring its streams through the land and showering its spray afar on 
every side. :\Ioun tain or fountain-and truly I think it is both-none­
theless I am assured that there dw·ell the gre:1t gf)ds of the Danann 
Sidhe. 

L\ox. 

PRIEST OR HERO? 

( Cmdudtd f·mn p. IJI.) 

THE choice here lies between Priest and Hero as ideal, and I say 
that whatever is not heroic is not Irish. has not been nourished at the 
true fountain wherefrom onr race and isle derive their mystic fame. 
There is a life behinll the veil, another Eri which the bards knew, 
singin~ it ~1:0 the Land of Immortal Yonth. It is not hidden from us, 
though we ha,·e hidden ourselves from it. so that it has become on!~· a 
fading memory in our hearts and a faery Cahlc upon onr lips. Yet there 
are still places in this isle. remote from the crrl\nkcl cities where men 
and \Ynmen eat :tnd ()rink :1ncl wear <lllt thL:ir lin·s and arc lo:;t in the 
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lust ior gold. whc:re the shy pt:asant see~ the enchanted lights in moun­
tain and woody dell. ::mel hear:-; the f:lery hells pealing away, away, into 

that wondrous unclerland whither, a.; legends reLJ.te, the Danann gmb 
,,·ithdrew. These things are not to be heard for the asking; but some, 

more re,·erent than the rest. more intuiti\·e, who understanll that the 
pure eye,; of a peasant may see the ·:hings kings and princes, aye, and 

priests. ha\·e desired to see and have not seen; that for him may h:we 
been somewhat lifted the veil which hirles from men the starry spheres 

where the Etennl Beauty abides in the shining-thc:sc: have he:ml anti 
ha\T been filled with the hope that. if e\·er the mystic trnths of life 

could be spoken here. there \\'otlld be enough of the old Celtic fire 
remaining to bring hack the magic into the isle. That direct relation. 
that vision, comes fully with ,.; pi ritual fret:clom, when men 11 o longer 
peer through another':.; eyes into the mysterie,;, when they will not 

endure that the light shall be cbrkened by transmis:;ion, hut spirit 
spetb with spirit. drawing light from the hountlk~s Light alone. 

Lt.:aving a:;iclc the qut:stiun of intert.<:rence with national n1o\·e· 

ments, another charge. one of the weightiest which can be bronght 
against the priestly influence in this i,;land, is that it has hampered the 
expres:;ion of nati\·e genius in literatun: and thonght. ~ow the: conntn· 
is ali\·e with genin:;, flashing out everywhere. in tht: C<lii\·ersation en.on 

of the lowe:-'t; but we cannot point to innginative work of any import­
ance produced in Ireland which has owed ib in,;piration to the priestly 

teaching. The genius of the Gael could not find ibelf in tht:ir doc­
trines; though above all things mystical it could not pierce its way 

into the departments of ,;uper-nature where their theology pigeon-holes 
the souls of the damned and the blessed. It knew of the Eri behind 

the ·,·eil which I ,;poke of. the Tir-na-noge which a,; a lamp lights up 
our grassy plains, onr haunted hills aml valleys. The: faery tales ha,·e 

ever lain nearer to the hearts of tlh~ people, :md whatever there is of 
worth in song or story has wo,·en into it the imagery handed down 

from the dim tlruirlic ages. This is more especially true to-lhy. when 
our literature is beginning to manife:;t pre:eminent c1ualities of imagi­
nation, not the grey pieties of the cloister, but natural magic. beauty, 
and heroism. Onr poets sing of 0:-;si:m wandc:ring in the: land of the 
immortals; or we read in ,.i,·icl ronL1nce of the giant chi\·alry of the 

Gltoniall:i. their untamable manlwu<l. the exploits of Cncnl:tin and the 
children of Rury, more admirable as types, more noble ancl inspiring 
than the hierarcll\' of little saints who came later on :mel cur:-:e:d the:ir 
me:mun es. 

The genins of the Cael is aw:Jzening after a night of tronblc·d 
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dreams. It return,; in:otinctively to the belief,; of ih former day and 

finds again the old in:opiration. It seeks the gods on the mountains, 

still enfolded by their mantle of multitudinous traditions. or sees them 

flash by in the sunlit diamond airs. How strange, but how natur3.l is 

all this! It seems as if Ossian's was a premature return. To-cby he 
might find comrades come back from Tir-na-noge for the uplifting of 
their race. Perhaps to many a young spirit starting up among us 

Caolte might speak as to :.Iongan, saying: "I was with thee, with 

Finn." Hence. it may be, the delight \\·ith \\·hich we hear Standish 

O'Grady declaring that the banlic clivinitie,; still remain : "Xor, after 
centuries of obscuration, is their power to quicken, purify, and exalt, 
yet dead. Still they live ancl reign, and ,;hall reign." After long cen­

turie,;-the n>ice of pagan Ireland! But that clue:-; not declare it: it i,; 
more: it is the voice of a spirit e\·er youthful. yet older than all the 

god,;. who with its breath of sunrise-coloured flame jewels with riche,;t 

lights the \'isions of earth',; dreamy--hearted children. Once more out 

of the Heart of the :.Iystery is heard the call of "Come away," and 
after that no other \'oice has power to lure: there remain only the long 
heroic labours which end in companionship with the gods. 

These voices do not ,;tand for themselves alone. They are heralds 

before a host. Xo man has ever spoken with potent utterance who did 

not feel the secret urging of dumb, longing multitudes, wlw,.;e aspira­
tion,; au(! wishes converge on and pour themseh-es into a fearle;,;,.; heart. 

The tlwmler of the wave is deeper because the tide is rising. Those 

who arc behind do not come only •.vith song ancl tale, but with stern 
heart,; bent on great is,.;ues, among which, not least, is the intellectual 

liberation of I rebnd. That is an aim at which some of our rulers may. 

well grow une:Ls\·. Soon shall young men, fiery-hearted, children of 
Eri. a new race. roll out their thot:ghts on the hillsides, before your 

very doors, 0 priests, calling· your flocks from your clark chapels and 

t\\·ilight sanctuarie,.; to a temple not built with hands, sunlit, starlit, 

S\\·eet with the odour and incense of earth, from your 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 o\·er the laJ1(l. These heroes I :see emerging. 
Ha\·e they not come forth in every land and race when there was need) 

Here, too, the~· will arise. ~-\h, my darlings, you will ha\·e to fight and 

snlfer: yon must endure loneline,;s, the coldness of friends, the aliena­
tion of lo\·e: warmed only by the bright interior hope of a future you 

mu:ot toil t(Jr hut may ne,·er see. letti11g the deed be its own reward; 
laying in dark pbce,; the founclatirms of th:tt high and holy Eri of 
prophec\·. the isk of enchantment, lll!rning with druidic ,;plendours, 
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bri~ht with im::wrtal presences, with the face of the everlasting 
Beauty looking in upon all its ways, divine with terrestrial mingling 

till God and the world are one. 
There waits brooding in thi,; isle a great destiny, and to accomplish 

it we must have freedom of thrmght. That is the greatest of our neecls. 
for thought is the lightning-conductor between the hean~n-world and 
e::trth. \\' e want fearle,;s ach·ocates who will not be turn~d aside from 
their course by laughter or by threats. \\'hy is it that the spirit of 

darirr~. imagin:1tin: enquiry is so dead here? -~11 incubus of spiritual 
fear seems tu beset men and women so that thc\· think, if they turn 
from the h~akn track seeking the true. thcy shall meet. not the di,·ine 
with rmtstretclrell hands. but a demon; that the reward for their search 
will not bc joy or power but enduring pain. How the old bard swept 
away such fears! ·• If thy God were goflcl," ,;aid Ossian, "he would 
call Finn int" his dun." Yes, the heroic heart is llear to the heroic 
heart. I would back the intuition of an honest soul for truth against 
piled-up centuries of theology. But this high spirit is stif1ecl e\·ery­
where by a dull infallibility which is yet unsuccessful, on its m\·n part, 
in awakening inspiration; and. in the absence of original thought, we 
pick over the bones of dead movements, we di,;cuss the p~rsotulities 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 
attelllpt at frecllom. Of the one institution which might naturally be 
supposed to be the home of great ide:1s \\T can only ,.;ay, re\·ersing the 
famous eulogy on Oxford, it has never gi\·cn ibc:lf to any national hero 
or cause. but always to the Philistine. 

\\'ith the young men who throng the liter:try ,;ucieties the intel­

lectual future of Ireland re,.;ts. In thcm are our future leaders. Out 
of these a,; from a fountain will spring-what) \\'ill we ha\·e another 

generation of Irishmen at the same level as to-day, with e\·crything in 
a state of childhood, boyish patriotism, boyish ideals, boyish humour? 
Or will they assimilate the :1ged thought of the world and apply it to 
the needs of their own land? I remember reading somewhere a de­
scription by Tnrgenieff of his contemporaries as a young· man : how 
they sat in garrets, drinking execrably bad coffee or te:1. But what 
thoughts! They tal keel of God, of humanity, of Holy Russia: ancl out 
of such grnups of young men, out of their di:-:cussiulls, emanated that 
vast unre,.;t which has troubled Europ~ and will trouble it still more. 
Hcre no que:;tions are asked and no answers are recei\·ecl. 
a pitiful, blind struggle for a nation:tlity who,;c ick:ds are 
nitch· conc~i\·ecl. \Vhat is the ideal of Irel:md :1s a nation? 

There is 
not dell.­

I t cl rifts 
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from mind to miml, a phantom thought lacking a ~pirit, but a spirit 
which will surely incarnate. Perhaps some of o~1r old heroe:-> may 

return. Already it seems as if on<~ had been here; a sombre Titan 

earlier awakened than the rest who passed before us, and sounded th.e 

rallying note of our race before he: staggered to his tragic clo~e. Others 
of brighter thought will folluw to awaken the fires which Brigid in her 
\·ision saw gleaming beyond dark centuries of night. and conf<.::->secl 
between hope and tears to Patrick. ~Ieanwhile we mu,;t fight for 

intellectual fn.:e<l\Jlll; we must strin.: tu formnlak to uursdves what it 

is \\"<.: rc:ally wi:oh for here. until at la:ot the ideal becomes no more 

phantasmal but living; until our voice.s in a:-ipiration are heard in every 
lawl. and the nations become aware of a new presence amid their 
councib, a la:ot an<l most beautiful figure, as one after the cross of pain, 

after the shadowy terrors, with thorn-mark:-> on the brow from a crown 

flung aside, but now radiant, ennobled after suffering. Eri, the lo,·e of 

so many dreamers, priestess of the mysteries, with the chant of beauty 

on her lips and the heart of nature beating in her heart. 

ROBERT BRO\VXIXG. 

II.-Hrs h\L\RDXESS. 

IT is not the aim of these notes upon the influence and tendency of 
Browning to recon,;truct from his poetry a detailed a!Hl coherent philo­

sophy. I ha\·<.: claimed for him a higher place in the realm of real life 

than the word thinker indicates, and I am well content to let hi,; claims 
to ,.;ystematic thinking be considered ,;light, though I clo not share this 

opinion my,;clf. It is with thought as an energy, not as a series of 

syllogi:-;nh, that podry must alwclYS deal, anll I had rather think of 
Browninc; as an energiser of men tlun as a philo:-;opher. But if we 

would learn something of the ,;ecret of his gifts to us, and re:tlize in 

any fitting measure what these gifb are, we must summon together as 
best we may the faculties and (1ualities in which his genius con:oists. 

First, then, to him as to all trne poets-for I claim tlut at Ja:ot 

e\·ery real poet is a m\·stic-there was imparted the fine an<l fragrant 
quality of "inwardnt.:ss,·• to borrm\· :\Iatthew Arnold',; term for the 

more precious and subtle a:opects of subjective icleality. To Browning 

as a p\let there was one supreme dut\· and inl:ere.~t in life-to justify 
the ways of man to men. He who h~h d\lnc: this lt:h "vindicated the 
etern:ll Pnl\·i<knce., as no other em. His ,;elf-as:-;ignecl task. then, was 

to ,;inc; th<.: ,;nul, :md it is when so eng~u;c<l th:lt we fine! his power of 
inwanlnc,.;,.; r:tying out upon the cre:ltions of hi, tlw<E;-ht. And as 
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he smgs of mrrn to men we catch with joy the cadenced music of his 

song: 
" I sencl my heart to thee, all my hee1rt, 

In this my :-;inging.·· 

The :-;oul of poetry is in\\·anlness-the faculty throuc;·h which we 
discern, in Sucrate:;' grand phrase,'' how thing,; stand in C<lcl"; and 

the soul of inwardness is love, the power through which we penetrate 
to some of the meanings of deity itself. ::\Ien cannot by thinking find 
out Gud, whose "possible "-for us--" is taught by his world's lo\·ing.'' ;,, 

The assuredn<:Oss of this latter truth forms. I think, the gre1nd secret of 
Browning':i insight, and the charge of intellectualism which we bring 

against him is. to most of th. the measure of our own ineptitude. It 
is bec:m,;e his sympathies are so \Yicle that his comprehension is so 
swift. and it is this ale:-tness of giance that baft1es us of the slower 
seeing and duller sympe1thy, and nnkes us dismis.s him in our lnrc\ly 

self-applauding way as "too intellectual." 
Perhap,.; the surest test in literature of the possession of that true 

\·ision which sees men .to their heart's core. aml ont of its seeing- teaches 

us the central meanings of life-its hope, its faith, its doubt, its pity. 

its sin-is the treatment by the arti,;t of that branch of his work \Yhich 
we may term characterization in ver,.;e-fiction. a mode of \vhich Brown­

ing is a perfect master. r ClllllOt feel with :\Ir. Furni,·:tll that his 

"Sarto," "Lippi.'' and the re-.;t, :u·e intrusin: fig·nres interpc):iCcl bd\Yeen 
the poet and his readers. It i,.; indeed a plea,nre to turn from these to 

"One \>:ord More," in which he pours forth fur his beloved-and 
through her for us-the treasures of his personal affections ; but if we 
he1cl not first seen the man through the medium of hi,.; " Fifty :\Ien and 
\Vomen,'' hem· had we known of the breadth of his lon'? \\'c would 
surely ha\·e felt :l limitation in a passion tint :-;pencls itself wlwlh- upon 

one object and does not shoot out -its fervent ,.;ympathy to the sorrow­

ing, the foiled, and the vicious. From such reproach Browning stand.~ 
entirely free. Nor is this all that hi:; cl<:'ar ancl \'i\·icl characterization 

has done. His glance is a search-light into lmman nature, and he sees 
with an acutene:;s which I du not find cbewhc:·e among,;t our poets, 
where it i:; that the warp enters into nature,; not at heart ignolJ!e, and 

wherein it is that the stronger ones, the SLr,ttTonls and Lurias, are 

strong. And in this analysis of mot:iw: he gi\·es us new cause for hope. 
for his handling of his People of Importance and other drama/is 

pcrsu!ltC does more than re\·eal the breadth of the poet's insight rrnd the 

* Tltes,:. it will be remcmhcrcd. are Elizah<"Lh Ihrrctt Brownin:.(' w<m1,. not 

Robert's. 
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inten~it\· of his lo\T. It re\·eals tons also \·ast tr~tc~,; of so·.Il of who,;~ 

existence. close to the common by-ways of onr life, many of us hatl 

else been unaware. Piercing clo\\·n to the roots of life he finds there 
\\·iser purp•Jses governing the actions and guiding the desire,; of men 

than they themselves know, and tracing e\·il to its source he finds 
behind the illusions of sin a spark of spiritual fire. To prize the doubts 

which are i mpossihlc to men of apathetic nature, to infuse hope in to 
defeat, into error, into \\Tong; to sec in voluptuousness simply a mi,.;­

intc:pret:ttion of the eternal appeal of beauty which still haunts the 

hetrb of men, and to recognize amitl their fierce passion-throe,.; the 

justice of their plea for freedom to live out their own ideal of good; to 
feelunc"nquerably ,.;ure that this gontl of their,.; will grow better con­
tinual!\· until the clay of cli\·ine perfection clawrl:i for them. this is, I 

think. to rec·ognize the true purpos<.:o of life and the mode whereby 

di\·inih· bccmm:s realized in man. It is in his holtl on this doctrine­

that the divine in man works its way out gradually through e\·il by the 

slow. sure processes of cyclic law-that Browning show,; us most clearly 
the unswen·ing nature of hi,; trn,.;t in soul: 

":\Iy own hope is, a :-;un shall pierce 
The thickest cloud earth ever stretched, 

That after Last returns the First 

Thou.~h a \Yide compass round be fetcher!; 

That \\·hat began best can't en<l \\·orst, 
:\or what God blest once: pnl\·e accnr,;t."' 

But his tru,.;t is not the blind, perfen·id zeal of one whose ignorance 

of the darker a,.;peL"ts of things produces an incomplete conception of 

life. lie ,.;ee,.; thL· pain and error which are the birth-pangs of the 

di,·ine and accepts them. He knows \\·ell, too. the weariness and 
dangers of that qnest in which the nobler sonb among men are en­

gaged, but he sees in them the means of 

":\faking- those \\·ho catch God's secret, just so mnch more prize 
their capture!" 

It is in his clear seeing· of what is permanent and real that we ha\·e 

the clue to his joy in life. hi,; trw;t in the "shining intuitions," his 
acceptance of and trust in the unoeen. his belief that a lig·ht shine,.; 

from behind the life uf m:tn. It is a baffled lover who exclaims: 
.. Olt. \n·'rc ,.;unk enough here, Cud know,; 1 but not quite so sunk 

that lll<lllle!ltS. 

~ttre tho' ~dd•>111, are denied us, when the ,;pirit',.; true enclowments 

~tand <>lit pl:tinh· from ih false on<.:os, aml appri~c it if pursning 
()r tht· ri~ill ,,·:t~· or the ,,·ronc; wm·, to ib triumph or tmdoing-. 
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''There are tbshes struck from midni~hts, there are fire-flames 
noondays kindle. 

\\'hereby piled-up honours perish, whereby swollen ambitions 
dwindle, 

\Vhile just this or that ptlor impulse. which for once had pby 
unstifled, 

Seems the sole work of a life- time that away the n.::-;t h:n·e triilecl." 

But in\\·arclness is something m<.,re than love of hunLmity and trust 

in the ultimate: purpo:-;e of life. Its concern i:-; abo with the perfecting 

of th<.: imli\·idu:d clt:tracters of men. and it is in tracing out the en)lu­

tion of spiritual nubility that Brownin~·s n1:tsl<.:ry of psychological 
analy;-;i:-; i,; used to best effect. He has \\·ell said: 

'' .-\ penple is but the attempt of nLm\· 

T<J rise to the completer !if<.: of one. 
And those who live as mudel,; for the mass 

Are sing-ly of more value than they all. 

Keep but th<.: model safe, new men will rise 
To take its mould." 

Of such models all his dramatic work is full. Take Sorclello"s 

disco\·ery that, in dreaming of personal spiritual development for him­
self, he is traitor to his r8.ce through that very elevation and seg-rega­

tion which 8.t first had seemed his special strength. Or take the 

expan,;ion of the gTe8.t heart of Luria amid the distrust and perfidy of 
tho:;e Florentine,; to whose cause he had denJt<.:d all the powers of his 

son!: or the whole drama of" Paracd:;n,;," with its quest stopping at 
the point wher<.: external failure is merg-ed into :1bsolnte ,;ucces,;. It is 

in these ripenin~s of his heroes' hearh that Brmvning shows us how 
rich :mtl full is the matured fruitage of hi,; 0\Yn, and how deep is the 
homage \Yhich we owe him. O:IL\R. 

( y;, br con tinucd.) 

.-\ T LE.-\GCE \\'ITH THE STOXES OF THE FIELD. 

[WE think this psychometrical re8.ding of a fragment of the stone, 
sdected at ~illarney for the School at San Diego, may inte.re,;t our 

readers. It has been se11t to us from .-\merica, 8.Ud we are assured that the 

p:-~-clwmetrist \\"l:i qnite unaware of the nature of the stone gi,·en to her. J 
"Tms i,; from an ancient and my,;tic Jand-a land where the \\'hite 

~in:;s once walk<.:Ll freely and peace reigned, the home of the great 

Lodg-e,;-f:tnJoll:i in le;2;cn(l. song and st<JrY for its grxls, heroes, bards 
aud f:IL·n·-t(J!k in g-eneral. I think th<.: :-cton<.: of which this i,; a p;lrt 
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wa:-> found by a lake, a,; blue a,; the ,;ky, surrounded with hills and 
mountain,;-a man·ellously he~mtiful spot. It is early morning and I 

see the hea\·y dew glistening in the morning light. Near by there was, 
and is :-;tilL perhap:->. the ruin of an old tower, once a sacred place. An 
old nme or altar. where sacred cerenwnies were once performed, is abo 
near. I feel that this land is as one :m·aking from a long and deep 
sleep. Dreams of beautiful shapes arise; the heroes stir in their 
slumber,;, the gods O\vaken. A great and beautiful light seems dawn­
ing·, a,; when the fir:-;t rays of the sun appear. ~Iystic sights and :-;ound:-; 

fill the air. It ::;cem:-; a spot \Yhere powerful force,; are at \York, and 
great memories cluster." 

I::\\\':\RD H)ICES. 

THE Son;s QcESTIOXIXG. 

THE clark night lies around me vast and still, 
I, sleepless watcher. count the beat 
Of hc:r huge pubc:. unknm\·ing if I will 

The morning sunshine greet. 

Now all is peace and quiet, lulled repose, 
Sa\T \vhc:re in one poor human brain 

The sc:cret of the ages cleeper grows-
The old \Vherefc·re again. 

The woocl-\\·onn yet will O\'erthrow the hccch. 
The patient mole the hill will shake; 

And this one thought, if I could give it speech, 
Mig-ht bid the vastness quake. 

THE Socr.'s REPLY. 

Let what will come! Old biths be O\'erthrown 
.\nd new belie[-; give old belie[-; the lie: 

One thing I hold mid crash of creed and throne-
For e\·c:r I :1m I. 

Before time \\-as, or thought of day or night, 
Before Gocl woke the silence with His voice, 
I. hidden in the Being Infinite, 

In silt:nce did rejoice. 

Ami I, the pilgrim of eternity, 

Can laugh to see eternities roll on; 
For tll<lngh God ~;ty. "Thc:re ,;hall be ncJ\lght but :-Ie,'' 

Yet He and I :u:c one. 
P_\('L GRF.G.\:\. 



THE .-\:\IERICAX COXYE~TlO::\. 

ITHE editor, who left Dublin to attend the American Convention, 

gose strict injunctions before lea\·ing that we were to wait for his report 

of Conyention. \Ve ha\·e waited. hut the report is still invisible. \Ve 
haYe seen tantalizing refc·rence:c to it in letters from him. ''The report,'" 

he says. "though short, will give you a fair idea of the Coll\·ention." 

\\"e hope the editor will see t!Iis not..:: bt.>forc: he reac:1es Dublin, so that 

he may not be quite unpreparecl to meet the sub-editor, who await,; him 

with a shillelagh. 

\\"e h~t\"t.> recein'cl the following letter from Brother Crnmp. which 
we in::;ert in lieu of the wandering report. J 

.1'\Ew Ymn::, April :?;!It, rSo;. 
Cox\TXTIOX is over and we are all more or less done up with the 

work connected with it. It has been highly succeo;sful in every way, 

and ju,.;t as the pre\·ious Convention was one of deYelopment. so this 

one was 011e of consolidation. It heg:1n on Sunday hwrning \\·ith a 

declaration of the position of the T. S .. -\.., especially with regard to 
the so-calkcl "split." all(! an excellent speech was made therenn by .:\Ir. 

Temple, an old member. After that things went exceeding·Jy well. 

l\Ir. Hargru\·e was in the chair and .:\Ir:-;. Tingley was present as guiding 

spirit of all the proceedings. and many a time her quick insight and 

wise counsel would gi\·e exact!:-: the right turn to even h. The Con­

vention itself was a closed one, in order to bring the nH.:mber:-o more 
closely in touch for future work, and in the e\·ening a public meeting 

was held. \Yhen Mrs. Tingley, :\[rs. Cleathcr, .:\(r. Hargru\·c, Dr. Hart­

mann, Dr. Keightley, Re\·. \V. \Villiams, and others spoke. I ne\·er 

heard .:\Irs. Tingley sp<::ak so splendidly as she did on this occasion. 

She rose to a magnificent height of eloquence ancl fairly carried the 
meeting by storm. She has changed greatly since we sa\\. her in En.g­

land and has become \{Uite a remarkaL!e speaker, and her administra­

ti\·e pm\·er~ ami g-rasp of details an: greater than ever. Truly ~he is a 
wonderful leader in e\-ery St:nse of tlte word, oncl tho,.;c who !emain 

loyal to her will ha\·e opportunities of work in the future hitherto un­

dreamt of. .:\Iu,;ic was provided at tl1ese mee~ing,; hy a string qn:trtette. 
two of whom were members, assisted by :\Irs. Cleather ~mel myself. 

The following is the opin;un of one of our English de!L:gates :d><ltlt 

the workers hl·n.: : 
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"\\.hat ~trikes me about the members here may intere~t you. I 
neYer before met ~uch a body of men in middle life with strong deter­
minetl characters (women too), able to express their thoughts in straight, 
stern, forceful language, and to impress t!tc age, as these comrades here 
can do. You know what Brother Thurston b-think of a hundred or 
more men like him as delegates here, and you will h:lYe my idea. and 
eyery one of them true and loyal in every way to the backbone. Xo 
wonder that Boston Convention, rallying around \\'. Q. J ., had an effect 
on the world. EYery man has the cut of a soldier, the quick, firm 
tread, the eye that shows a man is ali\·e, and a dignity of manner before 
the world that we do not know in the movement in England. They 
speak in staccato notes, not quickly, but as convinced definitely of the 
truth of their utterance, and the whole business goes on like a well­
oiled machine. It has been a splendid display of real force." This 
opinion I can thoroughly endorse. 

On 1Ionday morning the business part of the Cotp.;ention was con­
cluded, and in the evening the charming Childrens' Crusade Play, of 
which I wrote in a previous letter, was again performed, and after that 
Dr. Buck, Broth~r Dunlop, who had arrived on Saturday evening just 
in time for Convention, and several others spoke, and the whole pro­
ceedings came to a harmonious conclusion about 10.30 wit11 some 
remarks from President Hargrove. 

To-day is the day of the Grant celebration here. and the .\merican 
eagle is screaming loudly and the streets are alive with people. troops 
and bunting. The procession is visible from the windows of head­
quarters, and the whole face of the house is gaily decorated with the 
stars and stripe~. 

I wish I had time to write more, but I shall be home in a fortnight 
and can then, with l\Irs. Cleather's assistance, tell you all by word of 
mouth. \Ye go to Boston in a few days to give a public lecture on 
Theosophy and \Vaguer, by :Mrs. Tingley's request, and sail on the sth 
in the St. Pau/.-Fratcrnally yours, 

R\.SII, CRC\IP. 



THE TRE.\Sl'RE OF THE HL')fBLE. By :\[anrice :\Iaeterlinck. ~London: 

George Allen. J 
I COXFESS that :\LleterlincJ.:: ~b ,Jramatist doe:; not attr:1ct me. He 

IS alw:1ys an artist, but an artist concerned too much \\·ith the morbid 

am! grne~ome to ha1·e any very pk:1:-;nr~1hle hold on the mind. The 

\\·orks \Yhich \He n.:tnrn to are tho:-;e 11·hich r:l.<liatc sunlight. These 

t\Yilig·ht emotions and pathetic pri\acics. \\·hich are :so fre<1uently the 
subject of :\!. :\lacterlinck's art, lea-.·e an ab.or-~en:-;ation of sickliness. 

and to get rid of the unpleasant memor~· \\·e carefully put the hooks 

out of sight. In T!1c Trmsurc <:/ t!u· 1-fllmb!,· the author re\·erts more 

to himself. and hi:; faculty of delicate perception \\·ltich, \\·hen con­

cerned with tragic action. seems to be led br its 0\\'11 scn:-;itiYene:-;s into 

a region of m·envrough t emotion,; where the heart is perpetually 

straiuecl, here is more beautifully re\·ealecl in divining· the laws and 

principles of the im·isible spiritnal spheres which em·iron us. The 

tremulous sensiti1·eness which enables :\I. :\Iaeterlinck to sense so mam· 

hidden influences, to be in a way a revealer of the unseen, i~. I think. 

also the cause of his m:1in drawbacks as a teacher. "Xu sooner do 11-e 

spc:1k th:1n :-;omething warns us that the cli1·ine ~·ate:; an: closing,'' he 

s:1ys in the e~"ay on" Silence." Tltat surely is the e:\.treme st:1tement 

of the visiun~try whose joy is mainly in perception. Others no less 

my,.;tic ha\·e spoken. feeling the doors \\·ere open behind them and that 

celestial p<m-ers went forth charioted 011 the \·oice. Siknce is no nearer 

than :-;omHl to that which mo\·es through all. l\f. :\beterlinck is a little 

too much enamonrecl of the charms of the ne~ati\·e: h<..: signs too much 

for us to withdraw. Yet, having made Silence his theme. what he sa\·s 

is lit up by true intuitions; the noiseless re\·elations taking· place it· the 

soul have hardly in l!JO<lern literatnre a more subtle recorder. .. '\Ve 

do not know each other yet.'" some one writes to him. "·we ha1·e not 

yet dared to be silent together.'" HC' comments as foll<l\\'S: 

"And it was true: already did we lo1·e each other so deep!\· that 

we shrank from the superhuman ordeal. And e:1ch time th~tt sikncC' 

fell npon u:-;-the angel of the supreme truth. the meo-;:-;<..:ng·er that brings 

to the he~trt the tidings of the nnknm1·n-each time did we feel that onr 

sonb were cra1·ing mercy on their knees, \\-ere begging· for a few hours 

lll()fe of i1l1Wl'e1lt falsehood, a few honr:-; of ignor~llll't:, a few hours of 

childlt:liHl. 
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A;,;ain he ,;ay:-;_ and with what profound truth: 

"It is an entire destiny that will be go\·erned by the q11ali(1' of thi,; 

fir,;t silence which io; descending upon two souls. They blend: we 

know not where. for the reservoir,; of silence lie far above the re,.;ervoir,; 

of thought, and the str:mge resultant brew is either sinisterly bitter or 
profoundly sweet. T\vo souls. admirable both and of equal pO\ver, may 

yet give birth to a hostih.: sileuce, and wage pitiless war against each 

other in the cl:trkness: while it may be that the soul of a con\·ict shall 

go forth an<l com:nune in <livine silence \vith the ,;oul of a virgin." 

These e~,;ay,;, variously titled, ':1ave all fur their theme the mid­

worl<l bet\\·een soul and spirit. a region of strange perceptions, which, 

as :.r. :.raetcriinck points out. is becoming more irradiated year by year 

for men. \\'hat he has to say is told with unfaiiing charm and dignity. 

En;n if we clu not agree with him in hi,; attitude, and that is but seldom, 

\W feel that he i:-: always dealing \\·ith realities. It is a book of beauti­

ful starlight perceptions-mo,;t beautiful. It is a curious thing that 

l\I. l\Iaeterlinck seems to lnve gone far into the mystic worl<b without 
any vi,·icl sense of the preeminence of human consciousness over all it 

surveys, a sense which most mystics attain. The spirit has ne\·er 

spoken to him as to Blake: 

"If thou hum hlc:st thy:-;elf thou humblest me: 

Thou abo clwellest in eternity." 

There arc no lightning flashes. nu sndde:n lustre,; from the light 
beyond the darkne,;s, but all is calm. serene au<l noble. a nature still 

and perccptin: of the tide of light :~0\l!Hlin.C!, the clark shoulder of the 

\Yorld. 

THE T. S. I~ EClWl'F \IRELA . .\'D). 

13, EcsL\CE SnmET, Dcnu:-:. 

Trm public meetings for the p~.st month have been \Yell attended. 

and animated di,;cn;-;sions have followed the opening speeches. During 

the months of June, July and .\ugnst public meetings will not be held, 

lmt September will douiJtles,; see them in full swing again. and the 

members eager as hen:tofore t(J lecture as often as required. 

Brother Dunlop attended the Com·ention of the T. S . .\..as dele­

gate from the Du hi in Lodge. 

The ses:-;ion c:oses with the following l<.:cture: :.ray 27th, lris!t 
F<urics. Pan! C~re.~:tll. 

RunT. E. C<l.\TEs. flo11. Sec. 

Printe-d <lll "Tf[J·. [RISII Ti!F<l:iOPIIIST" Pn·"· I.). I·:ustacc Stn·d. Dnhlin. 
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The Irish l~heosophist. 

"THE BIL\G.-\TAD GIT.-\" I::\ PRACTICAL LIFE. 

(Continued from p. LJj.i 

TIIE third chapter of TIIC Bliaga<·ad (;if,i cleab with the right per­

formance of action, this right perfo·~mance being looked upon as true 

devotion. Arjuna, being at the point where a man desires to do his 
d nty, asks whether knmdedge is indeed "superior to the practice of 

deeds," as he has understoo'l Krishna to say. No mistake more natural 
than this. The idea of knowlellge at first absorbs the mind of the 

student of spiritual things. and mo:'t come but slowly to a realization 
of the bet that true knowledge is being, that we can ne\·er truly be 

said to know a truth until \\·e ha\·e thoroughly liYecl it. The trutlt must 
be manifest in us. realized in our 0\Yn per:-;ml:'. Kri;;hna then replies 

that there are indeed two mode;; of denJtiun. the one being the" exer­
cise of n::1son in contemplation," awl the other Yoga. or·' cle\·otion in 
the performance of action." Here the key-note is ,.;truck; de,·otion is 

shmYn to he pr:1dical action. 
It is note\\'<lrthy that in the \'Cry beginning of his statement to 

Arjuna. t1le hle,.;sed Lord strikes the most lmman of all chords-he 

refers to man's need of happiness. For at once we are shown that man 

cannot find happincss in inaction. The reason is gi\·etl. · Nature is 
against it. The" qualities which spring from Nature" impel to action. 

Only \Yhen man has penetrated hchind the veil of Nature docs he rise 
above the influence of thc qualities: he then sees the,.;e qualitics, these 
three great orders or divisions of force, moving in the occan of being 
ahm·e which his supremc con,;ciuusne,;s has soared. 

\\'e C:lll, to some extent, picture the qualities to ourseh·es as three 
gre:1t ordcrs of \·ihration and conscion,.;nesoi. of which one, Tamas, is 

incrtia: the second, R:tjas. the dri\·ing fUJ cc; and the third. Satt\':1, 
etrtilibrinm or balance, the other polc nf inertia. Bctween these two 
poles p!:l\·~ 1\ tj:t~. thc dri,·ing energ~·. in nnL· ,.;en ~c :t p:1th from one to 
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the oth<.:r. Inertia may be converted to er1uiiihrium by means of the 

action of energy. Balance would become stagnation were it not for 

that same energic action. The tlue·~. interacting, compel to action the 

universe composed of i\atnre's suhstance. But the Self being· "dis­
tinct from them" (the qualities) and above Nature, man may find 
eternal peace in the harbourage of the Self. 

Another reason. an ethical one, is given in favonr of de\·otion 

through the right performance of action. "The journey of thy mortal 

frame cannot be accom plishecl by inaction." To tlw,;e who regard the 

body as dust to be cast aside, this teaching mu~t sound strange. But 

the man who kno\\"s that the physical and astral bodies are built up of 
elemental live:;~or life atoms, if the term be preferred-recognizes a 
duty tow~ncls those Jiyes upon which hi,; thought,.; lca\·e an impress, a 

stamp almo,;t indelible, lives \Yhich mirror hi,.; acts. They are the 

mo1wtb of Leibnitz, '· en~ry monad a mirror of the uni\·erse," and in 

the case of man that universe is the sphere to ·which they belong. 

They are the skandhas, the he~trers of Karma. Under the play of 
human energy they gi\·e up the pictures of the past, the forces locked 
within them, and are, in shrnt, agents of Karma, bearers of the destiny 

man has provided for himself. To evolve e\·ery· atom of his clw,;en 
habitation, to transmute these locked-up forces into higher energie;, is 

a part of the duty of man. Inaction would inhibit the interaction of 
these liie atoms. and the choice of gnod or e·,·il continually offered by 
that interaction \Hmlcl be lost to" the li\'es ··and to man. 

\\'e next fine! the comprehcnsi\·e statement that" actions performed 

other than as sacrifice unto God make the actor bound by action." 
\\-hy is this? 

\\'e ha\'e just ,;een that action, in regard to the three qualities, pro­
ceeLb in a ne\'er-ending circle. At first sight man would appear to be 

bound in that, as Ixion wa,.; bound npon the wheel. But this is not so. 
He is bound while he acts from the ::Jasis of Nature. Let him act from 

the consciousness of the Self, the Lord above Nature, am! he is no 

longer bound. For the Self is free. and only the Self. ::'-Jatnre is a 
secondary product anrl is not free from the action of her (1ualities. Dnt 
the man who acts with the whole of Xature, that is, with ::\ature guided 
by law, already appmaches fn:edom: he has cast aside the shackle,; of 

the persmul :;elf. ::\ot until he has become one with '\Iaha-A.tma-the 
,.;,tpreme Spirit~can his freedom be called perfect; but still, the lower 

self once snllicienlly cast a,.;icle to allow him to act \Yith ::\ature, he may 

be sail! to dnw ne:1r to the Self. In tlms acting 11·ith ~ature he sacri­
fices. as Xature her,;clf does. to di\·inc la11·. It ,;lwnlrl not be forgotten 
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that ); :1ln:·l" ·· exi:its for the purpose:-; of son!," hence her action is 

sacrifice. The same is trne of man; when he exists only to fulfil the 
law and resists not the effects of tho,;e causes \Vhich he him::;elf set in 

motion, then he also fulfils the: purpose of soul (which purpose is e\·o­

lutionl, and has resigned .. the wlwl·~ world" to gain that purified soul 
which i,; his true Self. 

Krishna then makl.:s the statement which has puzzled so many 
readers of the sacred book. and in which we seem to cli:-;cern a store­

honc:c of hidden occult truths. "Bei1I:-;s are nourishl'cl by food, food is 

prod need by rain. rain comes from sacrifice and sacrifice is performed 
hy action. Know that action comes from thl' Supreme Spirit who is 
one; \\·hcret<m" the all-per\'ading· Spirit is at all timc,; present in the 
sacrifice." 

tlic Si!mo: occur,; a \·L'rse which throws some light 

upon the line,; jn:-;t qnoted. " De:-;ire nothin~-. Ch:tfe not at Karma nor 

at ~ature's changele:-;s law:-;. 13nt struggle only with the per:-;onal. the 
transitory, the e\·anescent and the perishable. Help Xature and work 
on with her 

And then how will Nature regard the man who follows this behest? 
"Xatnre will reg-ard thee as one of her creators and make 

o heisance." 

::\ot as a helper, but as "une oj Iter creators." It seems strange. 

dues it not. until we remember that" action comes from the Supreme 
Spirit \Yho is one"? How if the Gce:1t Bre~tth bre:tthes through all 

action. action being- a necessit~- for the e\·olution of Xature and Soul: 
ami hoi\' if man. in abandoning all per:-;onal cksirc in action, in acting 
only as .. sacrifice:·· to the Supremc. ha:-; re~dly left action to that 

Snprcme Spirit? The Karma at which hc shall not chafe is the whole 
rouJHi of acti<m ami reaction : he accept:-; it all. doing only his duty in 

e\-ery act and resignin:-; all possible results to Krishna, who is "present 
in the sacrifice'' as the ~Iover, the Breath. That Breath is creative. 

\Vhen man has tlm:-; sacrificed his personal desires to the necessary 
round of action, he works with that creative Breath, and being so 
regarded by Nature she "shows the means and the way" to hi 111. 

But the man who delights in gratifying his passion:-; "lines not 

cause this wheel thus alrc:uiy set in motion to continue re\·oh·ing.'' 
In a well-\\"Ortl copy of the c;;t,i. used ior nLUl\' years by our late 

helu\·cd chid. :\lr. Jucl,ge. I found this note. qnotecl from memory: 

.. This wheel is the Cycle of All. and it is thc pLtce ami nature of 

man, in C<l:i1ll<h. tu assist in the rcnJlntion oi the: Cycle of All." I 
ha\·e heard this .spoken of as" the hnm:111 n-clc." and h:n·c supposed 
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this to me:m that the whole of the great sub-division of time here indi­
cated as "the Cycle of All" is the "'period of choice" for the present 
human race. Be this as it may, we see that discord is introduced into 
the action of the great harmonious vibration by the sinful cle~ires of 
man, whose personal energy and will introduce, as it were. a cross 
series of waves which mar the even sweep of the currents of the 
Breath. 

The simile of rain and sacrifice reminds us that the emanations of 
the earth are cast up into the atmosphere and descend in the form of 
ram. In air is to be found every compnnent of the earth. water, fire; 
the gases, knmYn and unknown, the mysterious stm-force of the al­
chemist, all are there. \Ve ha;-e been told that the thought of man 
affects these emanations. as it affects e\·ery convubion of Xature, and 
all at once \Ye see a new meaning in the simile of the rain and the 
sacrifice. l.Ir. Judge has hinted in one of his book,; that the Ego may 

be bound by certain kinds of food. Certainly the life-essence enters 
the human body by means of food. ).Iay we not find reason to belie\·e 
that it descends in rain? Many a hint in alchemical works points in 
this direction. ·"Rain comes from sacrifice,'' which "sacrifice is per­
formed by ·action." \\'hat kind of action? The action of thought? 
The action of the One Life, "at all times present in the sacrifice"? 
Here is matter for much meditation. Even on a cursory reading we 
see the interaction between Nature and man. an(l the fact that there is 
such interaction proves to us the importance or e\·ery thought and 
action, \Yhen each must be for or against e\·olntion. 

Reasons are then given for action as l>pposecl to inaction. Krishna. 
full of tenderness for mortals, shows the boundless scope of universal 
lm·e when he declares that all these creatures would perish were he to 
cease to act, to bn.:athe forth. The wise man is he who knows that 
"the qualities act only in the qualities," that is, that the qualities or 
three forces are the actors in Nature: he attributes all this action to the 
qualities, and by concei\·ing the Self as distinct from them, as a con­
sciousness above and apart from them. even though in a mystical sense 
"present in the sacrifice," he come~. in time to unite himself with that 
Self. Meanwhile he seeks ''for that which is homogeneous with his 
own nature." That is to say, he recognizes that all his present sur­
rounding,.; are the karmic outcome of his own nature: his own desires 
and acts brought him where he stand,;, and his conditions are, in fact, 
what he most desired, for they are the immediate results of his desire 
and choice. Hence he accepts them all :ulll tries to work them out by 
doing his duty in each as it rise,;. neither liking nor di,;liking them. 
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Even if he should perish in the performance of his duty, he has fulfilled 
the law. His return to the scene of action will find him further on the 
path. 

Arjuna then asks what instigates man to offend, and he is told that 
''lust instigates him." 'vVe must not narrow the meaning of the word 
"lust," for it is "passion, sprung from the quality of Rajas." That is 
to say, desire, the product of the driving energy of ~ature. There is 
help to be found in the direction of a constant recollection of this truth. 
If man could only cease to identify himself with his desires, much sin 
would be at an end. Tltc Voice of tkc Silmec warns us: 

" If thou wouldst cross the first hall safely, let not thy mind mis­
take the fires of lust that burn therein for the sunlight of life." 

In other words, this desire, this driving force, is not the true life­
force, the universal essence. Although the fire of desire burns in the 
mind, that mind which is the lo:rd ("rajah") of the senses, "the 
Thought-Producer," the "great Slayer of the Real," yet man shall 
know that this desire is the Hall of Ignorance. Its empire is wide. It 
rules, when it rages, "the senses and organs, the thinking principle" ; 
even to Buddhi, here called "the discriminating principle," does its 
fatal power extend. "The Lord of the body," or the Lord in the body, 
the Ego, is deluded when desire "surrounds" the discriminating prin­
ciple; when the "holy seat" of Buddhi, the white light of wisdom, is 
surrounded by the raging desire-flames and the smoke of passion and 
sin. That light cannot manifest at the sacred place so long as the 
grosser flames rage there. 

It is a well-known fact in human nature that desire ends with pos­
session, and the mind of man passes on to new conquests, new desires. 
This fact should be the means of liberation, for it proves that man does 
not himself desire anything; the Rajas fire burns, that is all. Once 
convinced of this, once satisfied that that desire is never appeased when 
its apparent object is attained, but continues unabated, man would 
surely cease to be the dupe of desire. He would grasp the fact so 
cunningly concealed by Nature, that he in truth does not desire. but 
that desire-the driving energy-operates in the substance of his 
sphere. Once he can begin to put an end to the mental identification 
of himself with this desire, this quality of Nature, he is in the position 
of one who, link by link, strikes off his chains. It is this identification 
of himself with Nature's quality which has forged and ever rivets his 
chain. Once let him realize that he has an antagonist; once let his 
mind glimpse the truth that liberation is possible, that his own real 
interest is not with this desire, but i-; on the other side, and already he 
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has taken the first step towards freedom. Then he wonders why he did 
not earlier discern this truth; for instance, when he saw that the grati­
fication of his various desires neither assuaged desire itself, nor yet 
contented him; that he was not happy; why did he not then find a 
hint of the truth? Desire never gratified any one of us; we are ne\·er 
permanently happy; why? \Ve conceive the desired object strongly 
and singly; we give no thought to the consequences it entails. But it 
never comes singly; it brings in its train a throng of unimagined con­
ditions and consequences, most of them reactions of that initial action. 
desire. \Ve have thought perhaps of the pleasing consequences, and 
not of their polar opposites, their shadows. \Ve forgot what Krishna 
later tells Arjuna, "the pleasures which spring from the emotions are 
the wombs of future pain." The very nature of action implies reaction 
and that to its polar opposite. Why then have we been so blinded? Is 
it not because the personality, seeking to assure itself of its power, its 
life, borrowing even the hope of immortality whispered by the spirit 
to the soul, drives us onward to gratify its own thirst for sensation, to 
employ its own driving force, to accrete strength and consciousness 
around itself; it conceals from us, as in a blinding glare of life, that 
other side, that calm light which would reveal truth to the mind. It 
would appear, from this point of view, that the personality is an entity 
working for itself and opposed to the progress of the inner man. \Vhat 
if that be so? What if the personality be a congeries of elemental 
lives, all dri\·en onward by desire, until some higher unifying force 
appears from above or from within to guide and train them towards a 
wider plan? Then the personality, under the influence of Tamas, 
ignorance or inertia, uses this driving force which it finds within its 
component parts, as a "will to live," a will for itself. Every part 
evolves this will, and each is "for itself." Can we wonder that man is 
torn asunder? But he can unify himself by the strength of the higher 
will, once he catches a glimpse of Sattva. In that calm radiance he 
contemplates the real nature of desire, and knows that he is not that; 
that even Sattva is but a light to be used by him, a temporary aiel, and 
that he himself is one with that Ego which is " He, greater than 
Buddhi," for the di,·ine Thinker is greater than his thought. Krishna 
states this truth very clearly and frequently, that the real man is the 
Ego, for if we look to that Light as something separate from ourselves 
we can never merge ourseh·es into it. Hence Arjuna is ever the bow­
man because he must neYer loose his hold of the bow, that saving 
weapon, that tense instrument which is his constant thought, "I am 
That." This is the ne\·er-cn<ling thoug-ht of the manifested uni\·erse; 
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it i:; the .\um. the eternal vibration chanted forth by cosmos evermore. 
It is the "greut bird" between whose wings he shall rest when he has 
given up the personal life. divided and separative as that life ever is, 
torn, tempest-tossed and complex as it looks to his weary mind when 
he comes to loose his clutch upon its lures to liYe the life. May thy 
bo\\", Arjuna, hit that shining mark! 

}GLL\ \V. L. KEIGHTLE\". 

(To bt' continued.) 

THE ~IAELSTRO.\I. 

Bclio!d the hosts of souls. 

I \L\TCHED the mighty mass of souls sweep onward without ceas· 
mg. A ro~tring filled my ears as of e11<lless torrents, rent hy sharp 
shriek,; and cur,.;es. 

A sulphurous smoke arose; an awful stench. Across the darkness, 
black and terrible, shot now and then a lurid glare that made the 
moving horror plainly visible. 

l\Iy brain reeled. Sick and hint I cried: "Lo, Master, what is this 
thou showest me?" 

He of the radiant face and anguished eyes replied: "This is the 
stream of human life: study it well." 

T c:1ught the faces swiftly passing. Pain and sorrow on each one I 
read: an ~m·ful tragedy. But heart-breaking as these suffering ones 
appetred. I found a deeper sorrow in the one,; that spoke of joy. 

"This is the nnebtrom of man's life," the .\laster said, "in which 
he li\·es. from \\·hich he fears to die. to which he hungers to return. 
Here lies our task: to show a way out of this hell, to make men wish 
to wa!k in it when shown." 

"Appalling is the: work ! " I cried aghast. 
"Ye::1, verily," the clc:ar voice answered me," but verily it must he 

done." 

I looked above to the deep vault of heaven, gemmed with its myriad 
stars. A cool air blew, as from some snow-clad mountain's summit, 
laden with fragrance and with peace. But knowing what must he, and 
neryed by the ~laster's smile of tenclere,.;t compassion, I plunged into 

the maelstrom far below. 
C.\\'E. 
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THE AGE OF THE SPIRIT. 

I am a part of all that I lw<'t' md: 
} 'd all exj>eriou·c is an arch <i'hcrdhro' 
Glmms that untraz'Cl/ed ;eor/d . . . 
. . . . . . Come, my frimds. 
'iis 110! too lak to sed: a nt:.ut·r «•or/d.-t:r.>:SSES. 

\VE are no longer children as we were in the beginning. The 
spirit which. prompted by some di;·ine intent, flung itself long ago into 
a vague, nebulous, drifting nature. though it h:is endured through 
many periods of youth. maturity, and age, has yet had its 0\\'11 trans­
formations. Its gay, wonderful childhood gave way, as cycle after 
cycle coiled itself into slumber, to more definite purposes. atHl now it 
is old and burdened with experiences. It is not an age that quenches 
its fire, but it will not renew again the activities which ga;·e 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 h~n-e 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 of empires, the chilling of the household warmth. 
and all for a voice whose inner significance re;·ealed itself but to one 
or two among myriads. 

The spirit has hardly emerged from the childhood with which 
nature clothes it afresh at e;·ery new birth, when the disparity between 
the garment and the wearer becomes manifest: the little tissue of joys 
and dreams woYen about it is found inadequate for shelter: it trembles 
exposed to the winds blowing out of the unknown. \Ve linger at twi­
light with some companion, still gbd. contented, and in tune with the 
nature which fills the orchards with blossom and sprays the hedges 
with dewy blooms. The laughing lips giye 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 o:d usage, the response, speaking of 
a lo;·e and a hope which we know haYe vanished from us for evermore. 
So hour by hour the scourge of the infinite drh·es us out of eyery 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 
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of the li~htning: v,·e get glimpses of the great beyond thronged with 

mighty, exultant, radi:mt beings: our o\\·n deeds become infinik,.;imal 

to us: the colours of our imagination, once so shining, grow pale as 

the living lights of God glow upon them. \Ve find a little honey in the 
heart which we make sweeter for ~.ome one, and then another lm·er, 
whose forms are legion. sighs to us out of its multitudinous being: we 
know that the olcllm·e is gone. There is a sweetness in song or in the 

cunning re"imaging of the beauty we see: but the Magician of the 

Be:mtifni whispers to us of his art, l::ow we were 11·ith him when he laid 
the funiHbtion,.; of the world, and ·:he song i:; unfini,.;hecL the fingers 

grow li,.;tless. As we receive these intimations of age our ,·cry sins 
become neg:tti\·e: we are still pleased if a \'<lice prai,.;cs us, but we grmy 

lethargic in enterprises \vhere the spur to acti\·ity i:s fame or the accla­

mation oi men. .\t some point in the past 11·e :;tru:.;glecl mightil~· for 
the sweet incense which men offer to a tm1·c:ring personality: but the 

infinite is for ever within man: we sighed for other worlds and found 
that to be saluted as victor by men did not mean acceptance by the 

g<•ds. 
But the placing of an invisible finger upon our lips when we woulcl 

speak, the heart-throb of warning- \\·here we would loYc, that we grow 

contemptuous of the prizes of life, does not mean that the spirit has 
ceased from its labours, th:1t the high-built beauty of the sphere,; is to 
toppk mi~til~· into chaos. as a mighty templl' in the ck,.;ert sinks into 
the sand. watched only by a few barbarian,; too fel~ble to renew its 

ancient pomp ancl the ritual of its once shining congregations. Before 
we. who were the bright children of the da1n1. may return as the twi­

light race into the silence, our purpose mu,;t be achieved, we h~n·e to 
assume mastery o\·er that nature which now OITn,·helms u:-;, driving 
into the Fire-fold the flocks of stars and wanderinc;· fires. Does it :-;eem 

very vast and far away? Do you sigh at the long, long time? Or does 
it appear hopeless to yon who perhaps return with trembling feet 
e\·ening after evening from a little labour? But it is back of all the::;e 

things that the renewal takes place, when love and grief are cleacl; when 
they loosen their hold on the spirit and it sinks back into itself. looking 
out on the pitiful plight of tho,;e w:.w, like it, are the weary inheritors 

of so gre.1t destinies: then a tenderness which is the most: profound 
quality of its hcin,g springs up like the outraying; of the dawn, and if 

in that mom! it II'<Jttld plan or execute it know:-; no weariness, for it is 
nouri,.;hecl from the First Fountain. .\,; for these feeble children of the 
once glori"th spirits of the dawn. only a vast hope can arouse them 
front so 1·:t,;t a despair, for the fire will not in\·igorate them for the repe-
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t1twn of petty deeds but only for the etern~tl enterprise, the purpose 

of the immemorial battle waged t':1rough all the ages. the wars 111 

hea\·en, the conflict between Titan and Di,·inity, which were part of 

the never-ending struggle of the hum::m spirit to assert its supremacy 
o\·er nature. Brotherhood. the decbration of ideals and philo,.;ophies, 
are but calls to the hosts, who lie crushed by this m<mntain nature 
piled above them, to ari:-;e again, to unite, to storm the he:l\·ens and :-;it 

on the seats of the mighty . 
.-\.:-;the Titan in man ponder:-; on thi,.; old. old purpo:-;e wherefor all 

its experience \\·a,; garnered. the lightnin_c;'-' will once more begin to 

play through him and animate his will. So like the archangel ruined 
let us ari;,e from de,.;pair and \\'earine:-;s with infkxible resolution. peal­

ing once morc:O the old heroic shout to our fallen comrades. until those 

great pmYers who enfold us feel the stirring and the renewal, and the 
murmur runs alnng the spheres, "The: buried Tit:m mo,·es once again 

to tear the throne from Him." 

AX IXTERESTIXG LETTER. 

!This letter was \\Titten by ~Ir. Judge to the London household 

at the close of 1893· It is most couprehensive, and much in it seem~ 
to be as applicable at this pre:-;ent time as when it was first \nitten.-ED. J 

OxcE more in the absence of -- I :;end you a word of brotherly 
greeting. I \vould ask you to read it im per:ionally in e\·ery part, as I 
haYe no re:-;ern:d thoughts and no ulterior aim in it, and h~n·e not had 

any letters or ne\\':i from anyone to le:;cl me to write. \\'e are so far 

away fmm each other that now and thcrr :-;uch a greeting· is \Yell and 

should he taken in the spirit it is sent. It is not pD;-;.:iihle to ,;end to any 
other hou,;ehold, as none other exists in the Society. yon being unique 

in this, that you are the only one. Here we have no such thing, all 
nearly liYing at other places ami thio; being a mere centre for work. 

l\Iany times have coiiperati,·e houselwlcb been tried and failed. 

One was tried here and is famous. It was called the Brock Farm. but 

it had no such high aim ancl philosophy behind it as you han:, and thus 
the personal frictions d<..:\·e!oped at any place of close intimacy broke it 
up. That should be a guide to you to enable yon to watch ami :t\·oid. 

Your,; may alkr in number and in jNrsoJnld. but can ne\·er be really 
broken up if the aim is high ami the self-jndL;·ment :-;trict aml not self­

righteous. I am not accusin,c; yon of this. hut only stating· a common 

human clang·er. from which the Theosophist is not at any time exempt. 
Indeed he i,.; in <hnger in your centre from the f:1ct that ,;trong force 
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re,·oh·e,; around it. Hence all must be e\·er cart:fuL for the personal 

element is one that en:r has a tendency to delude us as it hides behind 

Yarious walls and clothe,; it:;elf in th<~ faults, real or imaginary, of others. 
Your centre being the only one as yet of such size, it is usdul for 

yon to think how you may best all act as to make it truly internationaL 
Each one has a right to his or her particular ·•crank,'' of course, but no 

one ought to think that anyone ebe is to be judged from not bt:ing of 

the same stripe of ·• crank." One eats meat, another does not. K either 

is nnin:rsally right, for the kingdom of hc:an:n clues not come from 

meat or from its absence. Another smokes and the other does not; 
these are neither uniYersally right nor \Hung, a,; ,;moke for one is good 
anll for another bacl; the true cosmopolitan allo,,·s each to do in such 

matter:-; a:-; he likes. Essentials are the only things on which true 

occulti,;m anll Theosophy retplire an agreement. and such temporary 
nnttl-rs as f(H)(l and other habitual daily thing·s an: nut es,;entials. One 

may make a mistake, too, of paratiing too much his or ht.:r particular 

line of life or act. \\'hen this is done the whole world is bured, antl 
nothing effective or lasting i,; gained except a cranky impression. 

In a place like yours, \\·here so many of all sorts of nature arc 

together, there is a unique opportnnity for gain and goocl in the chance 

it gives one for self-discipline. There friction of personalit:-· is ine,·i­
table, and if each one learns the great "gin: and take,'' and looks not 

for tht.: faults of the others but for the fault,; he ,;ee,; in himself, because 
of the friction. then great progre,;s cui be matk. The :-Ia,;ters ha\·e 

said that tht.: gn:at ,;tep is to learn hll\\- to get out of the rut each one 
ha.~ by naturt.: and hy training. and to till up the old groo\·es. This has 

been miscoibtruetl by some who h:n·e applied it only to mere outer 
habits of life. and forgotten that ib real application is to the mental 
groo\·e,; aml the a,;tral ones also. Each mint! ha,; a groove, and is not 

naturally willing to run in the natural groove of another mind. Hence 

comes often friction aml wrangle. [!lustrate it by the Hanged wht:cl of 

the steam-engine running on a track. It cannot run off nor on a track 

of broader or narrower gau~.:;e, antl "o is confined to one. T:1 kt: off the 
flange ami make the face of the wheel broader, and then it can run on 
any road that is at all possible. General human nature is like the 
engine. it is flanged and run for a certain size of track. but the occultist 

or the would-be one should take off the l1ange :mel h:l\'e a broacl-f;1ced 
wheel that \\·iii accommodate itself to the otht.:r mind :llld nature. Thus 
in one lit·e e\·en \\"e might ha\·e the bend]t of lll~llly, for the li\·es of 

otl!t.:r men arc li\·ed beside us unnotice(l ~llld \111\l:ied because we arc too 
hro~Hl :t!Hl tlanc;etl in wht.:el or too 11arro\\' and llanc;c·d abo. This is not 
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easy, 1t 1s true, to change, but there is no better opportunity than is 

hourly presented to you in the whole world, to make the alteration. I 
\\·ould gladly have such a chance, \\'hich .Kanna has denied me. ancl I 

see the loss I incur each day by not having it there or here. You ha,·e 

it, and from there should go out to all the earth soon or late men and 
women who are broad and free and strong for the work of helping the 

world. My reminding you of all this is not a criticism. but i:-; due' to 

my own want of such an opportunity, and being at a distance I can g·et 

a clearer view of the case and what pm ha\·c fur your own benefit and 

also for all others. 

It is natural for one to ask: "\Vl10.t or- the future, and what of the 

defined object. if any, for our work?" That c:m he an>i\\·cred in many 

ways. 

There i.~. first. our own work in and on our,.;eh·es. each one. That 

has fur it,.; object the enlightenment of one:self for the good of others. 

If that is pursued selfishly some enlightenment comes but not the 

amount needed for the whole work. \\' e have to watch ourseh·es ,.;o as 

to make of each a centre from whicl:., in our 'measure, may flow out the 

potentialities for goud that from the adept come in large and affluent 

streams. The future. then. for e:lc h wi 11 come from each pres<en t 

moment. As we nse the moment so we shift the futnre up or down for 

good or ill ; for the future being only a word for the present-not yet 

come-we have to see to the present more than all. If the present is 
full of doubt or \·acillation, so will be the future: if full of confidence, 

calmness. hope, courage and intelligenc-.:, thus abo -,,·ill be the future. 
( l(1 b,· coudwlni. ~ 

THE l~XCOXQCERA.BLE. 

A FRIEND who had written some three or four articles once com­

plained to me that he had ventilated all the original tlwug·hts at his 

command. He could \\Tite no more. Later on he came to the concin­

sion that he had ne\·er had any original thoughb, and immediately 

commenced to write again. To say a new thing is not pn.~;.;ible and he 
had realized it. \\·e must remain cDntent to repe:lt the oft-told sfories 

of the past. feeling them true and having carried them in our he:lrb. 

Su without apology I join the ranks of th1he who for ages han~ 

been coun::;elling a greater love for all that li\'c>. Such a simple thing: 

such :m anti<tuate<l cry. But day by day there i~ :l wider need for just 

this simplicity. The wisest \Y<mb I e\·er lH~ard \\TIT these: "/]( com­

pas.li<'nat,-, ai/d .• ·it .iii// in flu· midst o/ ali !/uri 111<1 I'(,, 1<1id. indiJiiJI,c;· Oll~l' 
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!u .rour duly." If we are not compassionate the rc:,-,t 1s of no account. 
~Ien seek wisdom, but the mind am': soul and spirit of wisdom is Ion•, 

and that they have not g-ot and do nut seek. They think it will come in 

time; and meanwhile they try to flatten what skimpy love they hnxe, ancl 
spreading it over the uni,•erse call it "impersonal." The misery of it' 

They work, yes: they may grow learned in many different ways; 
they may write and speak and gi\·e sage counsel to others. But where 

is that fire of love whose lig-ht shine,; and whose beams bring faith and 

hope into the: worlll's darkest pbces) Such people are wise in their 

own way. They find many blemishes in uthers-for they look for them. 
They see hidllen moti\·es-for they knm\· sumdhiug of their own. And 
the;: are al w:tys anxious that others shuuld share their wisdom-for it 

is thc:ir own. \\'e know them. Someone sees in another some glimpse 
of hi:i ()\\'11 cli\·inity and pays homage to the cli\·inc. \Vhereupon those 

who han: not lo\·e muo-;t adjust this matter: they \Yell know the 

blemishes in this temple of God's light and proceed to hint or boldly 

point to their existence. A crack in a window-pane through which 
God's light shines! Perhaps they gn still further and deny that the 

light is there at all-they are better at seeing darkness than at seeing 
light. .\nd if it be not thc:re, \\'hat (Jf it? It has been seen there, and 

the seer in paying homage did re\·erence to deity. Is it that he shoultl 

bow to some other idol. of which they have possession' Or is it that 
he bows to any and should clinth to their lonck:is heights where 
hettc\·olent e:;kem is spread so thin o\·c:r houlllllcssnc:ss? It matters 
not. They were better occupied in :;eeing that they themseh·es still 

li\T: they may yet die. 
Is thc:re :;o little e\·il in the world tlut \\·e must needs be for ever 

hunting· it in our friends? If found. is it nut bdter to turn away our 
eye" in :;otTO\\', th:lll act as devil's slwwmc:n at our friends' expense. 

If we have insight into character we can surely use it, not b;: a 

silly cynicism which rejoices in its 0\\·n cle\·erness, nor by :t:istuning the 

odious duty of exposing the weaknc:sses of others, but by seeing ami 
evoking the best in those aroutHl us. helping them to a wider usefulness 
and more perfect expre:;.~ion of themseh·es. For that is lo\·e ami that 

ts sernce. 
Poor people who ha\·e not lo\·e 1 They work and \\·ork. maybe for 

)·ear:;. but as thc:y work they forget t:lt<.:ir encl in the mc:ans adopted for 
its att:tinment. Let them turn rouml on them:;eh'es l1efore it is too late 

and find uut :.-/1_1' thc:y work. Rules of conduct \\·i 11 not save them, nor 

rule,; of tlwught. They may tie themseh-es up in a maze of rules and 
prcl·ept< :md fcc:i themseh·es safe-but tltc·y arc not. Jealousy, am hi-
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tion. em·y. \'anity, meanness, ingratitude, with lnck-biting and all 

un brotherliness as their ofi-;pring, will do their slow, sure work, now 

in secret, now in open la wlessne:-;:-;_ And they will be powerless ag-ainst 
them if they haye not luve. \Vith it they would have the might of the 

universe with them and coulcl pass through hell untouched. 
Therefore loz•c, or thy heart will turn to :-;tone and kill thee ; loz·,·, 

or thy life will turn to a death more bitter than thy life already io;. 
Be compassionate, and thy light, which is the One Light, \\·ill shine 

where\·er is darkness, and thy sen·ice will be of the kingly :-;en·ice 

which lin:s and endures for eyer. In tht.:e will sprinc;- up wisdom. and 
as thy IO\·e becomes more perfect thou :-;halt know thyself as among the 
Brethren of the Flaming Heart, the Brotherhood of Compassion. 

T. 

BE BR.-\. VE ~ GO 0::\ 1 

\\'H.\T is said by you to the Branch in C:be ::my trouble an:-;es 

should be only that which you know. Anything else is superHuoth 
and may lead to trouble. Caution them to hold fast. go slow, and 
remain cool. They will all be tested in various ways, each in his own 
way, and the rest can b;: left to Karma and the law. Don't endeayour 

to keep up a faith that cannot sustain itself. \Vatch and guide ancl 

what is in your power to help will be your work when you are c::tlled to 
do it. Never attempt to do more than the occ::tsion recluire,;, ancl you 
will not be obligecl to retrace your steps ::tJHl rcctit"\· errors of omission 
and commission. Yon need not fear anything while you try to do your 

duty, and yon will be able to do much \\·hen the time to do it comes. 

The trouble will come and p~tss, and when the: skie:-; are again clear the 
efforts you haYe made in your own sphere will he of ach·antage to your 

further progress. The days are getting short for any work tlnt can 
affect this cycle. and the new era will hring enormotb accessions to the 

body of the Society and from entirely unexpected sources. E\·ery one 

will be given the opportunity to work in the new day, and when the 
present night closes the dawn will find entirely new forces where ncn•: 

there is only disease and death. 

Not in m::tny ages ha:-; there been such a change as now impends. 
and when the evil forces are at last exh::tn:-;tecl those faithful ones re­

maining will be ready for a new earth and a new destiny. 
I might say much in detail of the present. hut can only add that 

--, and the faithful ones, are all aware t!t:tt Lhi.~ is the bst struggle 

for them and thl' S<>eie~y ere it is establi.~hed in absolute security for all 
time. in thl· new field that the fight \\·ill cle.tr of all hostile element:;. 

lKO. 
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Ar<L of N atnre and her wonders, 
Pump of earth and air and sea, 

And the glorious wealth she squanders, 
Came of old from me. 

I-the mountains and the ri\·ers, 
}~.ncl the sun's surpassing glow. 
All the woodlands' leafy quiyers-

Made them long ago. 

I, eternal, I, undying, 
Bade the stars and planets shine-
\Vorlcl on world through space outflying­

Wilh a song divine; 

And the cby and night divided, 

Set and ruled the seasons four, 
And the teeming \Vaters guided 

Round the fertile shore. 

:\Iacle the waters of the ocean. 
And the cloucls that ~>ail aloft; 
Ga\·e the winds their mighty motion 

And their murmur soft. 

All the earth with creatures peopled. 
Pt.:opled al1 the sky and main. 
From the heayens highest ,.;teeplt.:d 

To the lowest plain. 

\Ve, my brothers, built the heaven­
You and I, the One and All­
Forged the deadly lightning-le\·in, 

Aml th...: thunder-call. 

Earth and :-oea can but restore us 
\Vhat we gave them ages gone; 
Earth and sea and sky adore us-

\Ve the All, the One. 

P.\.l:L GREGA:{. 
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ROBERT BROWXIXG. 

III.-Hrs F.\ITIIS. 

IT would be an interesting-, :mel might be made a profitable stnll~-. 

to examine the ethnic affinities which mark Browning's work; to see 

where realism aml staid restraint pro\·e him to be Teuton, where his 

gift of form ::mel hi:-: perception for fine shade:-: of thoug-ht relate him to 
the Creek :opirit, aml where his passionate arclonr. dominated by gracious 
and heroic sentiment, proclaim him a Celt. But this woulJ. be beside 

our present pnrpose, and the study of so great a mind as his suggests so 
irresistibly the fruitage of many li\·es "spent training for his task." that 

perhap,; we \Yonld not ach·ance our knowleclge or appreciation of that 

task's fulfilment very much by tnrn':ng into the by-ways of ethnology 

for clues to Browning's den:lopment. It is, however. of intere,.;t to 
Celts to notice that he, more than a11y modern writer, has seized on two 
of the characteristics which we usually associate in Europe with Celt­

ism-the passion which pursues ideals dauntlessly to defeat. and the 

mystic trust in the unseen which accepts such defeat heroicall \' and 
takes refuge in an in ncr world of ~en tim en t and hope. \\'hat Oxf(ml 

was to England t<Jr centuries the aboch:s of the Cdt are to Europe 
to-day, "the home of lost causes and forsaken belief,; and impossible 

loyaltit.:s." If the Celtic spirit, with its out\Yarcl ineffectualness, its 

imYard vitalit~'· has any singer in our modern wurld, it is Browning 
with hi,; idealization of failure, his magical trust in the inward. the 

glamorous. the clreamful. Browning's doctrine of failure might well 
claim for him a place among the immortals if he had t:mght us nothing 
else. It lies at the basis of his hopes for man. and is the key to hi,; 

most distinctive thought. It is the recognition that eternal defeat is 

the form in which there is arrayed f(Jr us true spiritual victory; that it 

is through battling and being baffled and rising up again to fight, and 
yet once more being CO!Hplerecl. and once more essaying· the strife, that 
we learn the vastness of our re:-;ources, the infinite rang·c: of our hope~. 
the indestructible nature of the spark within us which is the re:ll 

warrior, .aud \dw,;c: unremitting enerl!,"y :mel sust:ti ned valour in the 

war fur ilkab i:-; the sure portent of our fiu:1l triumph. Seen so, life 

presents no defe:1l and no disgrace so lou~ as will is ten,.;e aud motive 

pure. TilL· thrilling heroism of a nLlll dc,;crted :mel derided b~· his 
fellows. \\·11,, c:l!ll\<lt \l!Hlerst:1nd the pnrity ,,,·hi,; dL·c,L-: and aim:;, h:b 
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been pain ted for us with a pathos and power in Browning's "Patriot" 
that could not easily be matched. 

"I go in the rain, and more than needs 
A cord cuts both my wrists behind, 
And I think by the feel that my forehead bleeds 
For they fling, whoeyer has a mind, 
Stones at me for mY years' misdeeds. 

Thus I entered and thus I go. 
In triumph a man may drop down dead: 
'Paid by the world. what dost thou owe 
Me?' God might have whispered, but now instead, 
It is God shall requite, I am safe so." 

It is in this absolute trust in the abiding sovereignty of the heroic, 
not merely and not even mainly in life as we know it, but deeplier and 
more fully in that transcendental life beyond death which is the mystic's 
goal and refuge, that we find heart and hope for the toils and defeats of 
our little day, and room for the expansion of these hopes into a fruition 
vague indeed, but intense in its appeal to the immortal being which 
stands behind the life of each of us. This greater life has been told us 
from of old in many tongues and through many temperaments, but for 
our modern world it is not said more finely anywhere than in the re­
strained passion of this simple utterance: 

"A man's reach should exceed his grasp. 
Or what's a heaven for?" 

How many volumes of vaponry verse and multitudes of lifeless 
sermons might we not spare for words like these, so pregnant with the 
thoughts of immortal being and with all the hope of power to realize ; 
to be antl to become which this vista of life growing fuller, and richer, 
and mightier. opens up for men-whose very limitations are seen to 
bear the promise and potency of infinite growth. This deep trust in 
man and in the overworld out of which his real nature springs, is very 
different in character from the shallow philosophy which denies the ex­
istence of powers or beings higher or greater than the stunted humanity 
of our present earth. It is in his trust in God-that uni\·ersal Presence 
behind and within us, the not vursdz•t·s of religion, the diYine intuition 
taking for us the concrete shape of our supreme ideals-that his faith 
in the destiny of man is most deeply rooted. He seems to express 
st,mewh:tt of his o\\'n relation to this vi\·idly-felt power in the words he 
nttrilmte~ to n~n·id in his "Saul": 
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"I have gone the whole round of creation: I sa\\. and I spoke: 
I. a work of God's haml for that purpose, recein:ci in my brain 
And pronounced on the rest of His hand-work-returned Him again 
His creation's appro\·al or censure: I spoke as I sa\Y, 
Rt.::porteci, as man may of God's work-all's 10\·e yet all's bw . 
.:\ow I lay down the jmlge:;hip he lent me. E::tch faculty ta:;ked 
To percei\·e him has g:1ined :111 :1hyss, where a dewdrop \Yas a:;ked. 
HaYe I knowledge? confonndeJ. it shri\·eb at \Visdom bidlnre. 
H~n·e I forethought? how purblind, how blank to the Infinite: cJ.re! 
Do I ta,;k any faculty highest, to image success? 
I but open my eyes-and perfec::ion, no more and no les,;, 
In the kind I imagined. confronts me, and God is seen God 
In the star, in the stone, in the flesh. in the soul and the clnd. 

And tlm,; looking within and around me, I e\·er renew 
(\Vith that stoop of the soul which in bending upraise,; it too) 
The submission of man's nothing-perfcc:ct to Gud':; all-complek, 
A:; by each new obeis~mcc in spirit, I climb to hi,; feet." 

From this faith in the interior ·:cTelation of power and lm·e made 
within in the heart of man springs the \"ision of his growth and ulti­
mate di,·inity, and the inlook upon uni,·ersal spirit purges the sight to 
read into human life the transcende:.1tal meanings of, "Power all ways. 
perfection e\·ery turn." not yet made manifest in life oniy because 
"man is not man as yet.'' but "partly is and wholly hopl's to be." 

It is very noticeable that in Browning's belit.::r:-; concerning the 
relation of deity to man the conception of duali,.;m, which pL1Yo-i so 

large a part in the mdaphysical machinery of theology, is altogether 
absent. Thar "the e\·il is null,.is yoid, is silence implying sound.'' is 
more than a phiio,;ophical opinion. It is a song of triumph from the 
lips of a spiritual artist who has been inllrawn through his music to the 
heart of life. and comes back to tell us what he has founll there. There 
is no room in a mind so full as Bro\'.·ning's is of spiritual \·ision, ancl of 
the sense of that penetrating and pt.::r\'ading beantY which is a,; the 

breath of God and the glory of man. for infernal hierarchies aml dia­
bolical agencies. Frankly accepting the imperfection of our pre,.;ent 
life. T1e sees it transfigured in the light of our future, in the trinmph:; of 
undying· love. in the prm\·e'ci of m::encling con(l\lest, in the unlimited 
greatness nf the immortal spirit which essentially man is. It is oftener 
with love than with re\·erence that he looks out upon life and ,;earcht.::,; 
the illimitable abysses of the rli\·ine: anrl bringing Ion~ to his task he 
find,; mure lo\·e in his qne:;t. illnntinating- all that hi:; glance f~tlls upon 
until it refkcts back the lustre nf his own imp:uting- :md gi\·es up to 
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him a\1 ih m\·n faculty of gleam and glamour abo. It is this which 

inyests him with that inward magic which falls upon the spirit like clew 
upon the grass by moonlight, and makes usfeel past the sound and the 

sense of hi,; singing a native music rising up within the he:ut. For to 
him the last word of the \·ast Being in whose immensity \\·e lie is lm·e, 

and the clue to all life, all thought, is the prevalence within and around 
tb of lo\·e, working through good and ill, through pleasure and agony, 

through desire and disaffection, towards one end-the spiritual ccmma-

tion of man. O~L\.R. 

THE OCTLOOK. 

"An. my Irel::md!" These worcb of\'(. Q. J.'s came to me \\·ith 

new ,.;ig-nificance as I greeted once more tht.: slwre:- uf Erin after a short 
absence in the united States and C:mad:1. The ,.;oft beautiful \·erdure 

of spring never before seemed so bewitching, I thonght. \\'hat im­

pressed me most, however, was the quietness and peace-the stillne,;,.; 
in which the secret voice of ~ature can be heard, re\·ealing an inner 

world behind that which is so opaque to the civilized man of to-day. 

The force which manifests itself in !mch restless activity in the u.S. i,.; 

felt also in Ireland; in the former country awakenetl and nearing ib 
meridian, in the latter it is yet early morning and the time of the sing­
ing of birch. with an occasional outburst of fiery energ;· indicating possi· 
bilities tlut the f~tlness of time will unfold. En:nthing is run at hi~h 

pressure in the C. S.; there seems so much to do and yet c;o little time 
to accomplish anything 1 Quality is ton often sacrificed for qnantity, 

and new schemes cleYelop with mushroom-like r:1pidity to be a,.; tplickh· 

engnlphed in the rnshing stream continually hurrying by, bearing on 
its bo,.;om the wreckage of many a promising en terpri.~e. Tel build for 

eternity is to build according to the Architect's plans, anLl with a kno\\'­

leclge of the destructiYe forces at \\'ork, against which \\·i,.;e proYision 
must he made. In Irebml there is time for leisure anLl rest. \\·ith per­

haps the danger of now and then becoming impatient nuder thL: im­
pression that the wheeb of the chariot mo\·e too slowly. E\·en· 
condition. in eYery land, has undoubtedly its advantage,; :mel disa(h·an­

tages. America and Ireland will be closely united in the work of the 

fntnrL:. for n·ents point that way. 
The keynote of the Convention T. S .. \ .. a,.; ha,.; been already 

frequently statell. was "consolidation." The ,.;train of the past year 

wa:i undoubtedly g-reat, and disturbing; int1uence,;. without and within. 
de\·elop and i1onrish more readily nndl'r ,.;nch a L'<lndition. It wa,.; 
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nece;-;sary, therefure. to hold. draw to~cther sln:ng·tll. and rally anew 

round our leader, to whose wise fore~;ight and judgment the a,;tonishing­
snccess of the year's work was almost entirely due. :\[ore reference 

might have been made :1t the Convention to the Crusade. and the sche:ne 
of International Repre,;entati\·e,; might ha\·e been profitably consideretl; 
but time will re\·eal more of the significance of the Crn,;ade. and the 
necessity for emphasizing the international character of the: Theo:oophi­

cal Movement will become more anti more apparent e\·ery day. 

According to Tlze Thcosop!zical 1\'czcs of }.by roth. an organization 
ha:-; alreuh· been formed for work on a broad general ba,;is. including 

Lotus Circle work (Lotu,; Circle work h:n·ing been otncially cut off 
from T. S. at the Convention), and cluracterized a,; a young sister of 

the T. S. Thi,; seems a very important step. 

The absence of two familiar faces again brought clearly to light the 
fact that the 1\·ork g<Jes on, no matter how personalities come and go. 

\Ve impose condition,; on our,;elves and are responsible for the re,;ult. 

Overlooking this we foolishly blame others, and think we can run away 
from obligations voluntarily undertaken. It is a hasty conclu,;ion and 

unwise, of course, as we recognize in our more luminous moment,;. 

Relying on the soul, wisdom illumines the path of action; viewing life 
from such a spiritual basis we are able to distinguish between illusion 

and reality, between the personal and the impersonaL 
The C<m\-ention of the T. S. E. (Engbndl lu,;, I understand. been 

postponed till August, but is still to be helcl at Li\·erpool. :\Irs. 

Tingley will likely be over then, ancl in many respect,; it will he a 

bettc.:r time. The European Convention will follow shortly after. 

S\\·eden ha,; claims. and will probably be con:-;itlered by the Executive 

Committee :1s a lll<lst suitable place. D. X. D. 

THE T. S. IX ECROPE (IRELAXD). 

13, Et:ST.\CE STREET. DCBLI~. 

Trm public meeting,; at the Central Hall were brought to a clo,;e 

for the session with a lecture on lri.!lz Faeries, by :\Ir. P. Cregan, \Yhich 
proved to he one of the most interesting of the series. A large audi­
erice assembled to hear thi,; fascinating subject discussed, which shows 
that. despite the materialistic tendency of the day, there lingers ,;till in 

the hearts of many a strong regard for the .. goocl people," and a belief 

that thoug·h the k.~entb and stories current as to their doing,; may 
appear f:tJita:-;tic. there is yet a substratum or· truth in them. 

kuBT. E. Cu.\TES. Hon. Sec. 

l'rinte<l on ''TIIF IRJSII TlfEOSOP!!IST'' Press. 13. J·:ustan· ~trc:et, Dnhlin. 



VOL. V. No. w. 

The Irish Theosophist. 

A THOuGHT ALONG THE ROAD. 

Tlzcy torture me also.-KRISHNA. 

THE night was wet: and, as I 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 
travelling. E\"ery now and then a transfer would take place, and some 
of the moving shadows in the street would begin walk,ing about in the 
clear interior light. The children of the city, crouched in the door­
\Yays, or racing through the hurrying multitude and flashing lights, 
began their elfin play again in my heart; and that was because I had 
heard these tiny outcasts shouting with glee. I 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 fascinat~on of my own life. In 
imagination I 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 I was pondering anew, for a 
face I had seen flickering through the warm wet mist haunted me; it 
entered into the realm of the interpreter, and I was made aware by the 
pale cheeks, and by the close-shut lips of pain, and by some inward 
knO\vledge, that there the Tree of Life was beginning to grow, and I 
wondered why it is that it always springs up through a heart in ashes: 
I wondered also if that which springs up, which in itself is an immortal 
joy, has knowledge that its shoots are piercing through such anguish; 
or again, if it was the piercing of the shoots which caused the pain, 
and if e\"ery throb of the beautiful flame darting upward to blossom 
meant the perishing of some more earthly growth which had kept the 
heart in shadow. 
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Seeing too how so many thoughh ,;prin~ up frum such a simple 

thing, I questioned whether that which started the impube had any 
share in the outcome. and if these musings of mine in any way affected 

their subject. I then bc:~an thinking about those secret ties on which 

I have speculated before. and in the darkness my heart grew sndclenly 
warm and glowing, for I had chanced upon one of those shining im:1gi­

n:1tions which are the weCJ.ltb of those who tr:1vel upon the hidden w:1ys. 

In describing that \Yhich come,; to ns all at once, there is CJ. ditliculty in 

clwosing- hetwet.:n what is first and what i:-; la,;t to ,;ay: but. interpreting 

a,; best I can. I seemed to behold the on w:1rd mu\·ement of :1 Light, 

one amonc; nl:ln\· Lights. all living. throbbing. now dim with perturba­
tion,;, and no\\' ag:1in clear. and all subtly \\'0\Tn tog·ether, outw'arclly 

in ,;ome more shadowy shining, and in\\'anlly in a gre:1ter fire, which, 

though it \Y:ls im·i:-;ible. I kne\\· to be the Lamp of the \Vorlcl. Thi's 

Light which I beheld I felt to be a human ;-;uul. and these perturbations 

which dimmed it were its struggles and passionate longings for some­
thing, and that wa,; for a more brilliant shining of the light within 
itself: it was in lo,·e with its own beauty, enraptured by its own 

lucidity ; and I saw th:1t :1s these things were more belo\·e<l they grew 
paler, for this light is the lo\·e which the Mighty Mother has in her 

heart for her children. and she me:ms th:1t it shall go through each one 
unto all. and whoe,·er restrains it in himself is himself ,;hut out; not 
th:tt the great heart has ce~tsed in ih l<l\·e for th~tt soul, but that the 
-;oul has shut it:-:df off from influx, for eyery imagination of man is the 

opening- or the clo,;ing of a door to the di\·ine world: now he is soli­

tary, cut ofT. and. seemingly to him~;elf, on the desert and distant verge 

of thing,;: and then his thought throw,; open the swift portals; he 

he:lPi the chant of the seraphs in his he:ut, aml he is made luminous 
by the lighting of a sudden aureole. This soul \Yhich I watched seemed 

to l1~we learned at last the secret loye: for, in the anguish begotten by 

its loss, it followed the departing- glory in penitence to the inmost 

shrine where it ceasecl altogether; and because it seemed utterly lo,;t 

and hopeless of att:1inment and capriciously denied to the seeker, a 
profouml pit\· aro;;e in the soul for those who, like it were seeking, but 
still in hope, for they hacluot C'ome to the vain end of thei1· endeanmrs. 

I understood that such pity is ~he last of the precious essences which 

make up the elixir of immortality, :md when it is poured into the cup 

it is rea<[, li!r drinkin,c;. And so it ·was with this soul which grew 

brilliant with the p:tssage of the etemal light through its new purity of 
selt'-ohli\·ion. :md joyful in the compreheihion of the mystery of the 
secret lu,·e, wl!id1. tlwugh it ha,; hc·en declared m:my times by the 



A THOn~IIT .\LO~G THE ROAD. 

greatest of teachers among men, is yet never known truly unless the 
Mighty .\Iother has herself breathed it in the heart. 

And now that the soul had divined this secret, the sh::ldowy shining 
which w:l:-' woYen in bonds of union bet\\·een it and its fellow-lights 
grew clearer; and a multitude of these strands were, so it seemed, 
strengthened and placed in its keep'ing: 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 ibelf 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 more openly its heart that a profounder love from 
the .\lother Nature might pass through upon the rest. I knew this was 
what a teacher. who wrote· long ago, meant when he said: "Put on the 
whole armour of God," which is love and endurance, for the truly 
diYine children of the Flame are not armed otherwise: and of those 
protests, sent up in ignorance or rebellion against the whisper of the 
wisdom, I 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 drew these souls upward to an understanding and 
to share in the o\·ershadowing nature: and this is part of the plan of 
the Great Alchemist, whereby the red ruby of the heart is transmuted 
in to 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 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-crowned 
brows, which perceived only in its last agony the retribution due to its 
tormentors, and cried out, "Father, forgive them, for they know not 
what they do." 

Now although the love of the few may alleviate the hnrt due to 
the ignorance of the mass, it is not in the power of anyone to withstand 
for e\·er thi,; warfare; for by the perpetual wounding of the inner 
nature it is so wearied that the spirit must withdraw 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 wh ieh 
means, for a while, release. and a deep rest in regions beyond the para­
dise of lesser sunls. So, withdrawn into the Divine Darkness, vanished 
the Light of m~· dream. And now :it seemed as if this \\"onderfnl weft 
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of ~ouls intertwining as one being must come to naught; and all those 
who through the gloom had nouri,;hed a longing for the light would 
stretch out hands in vain for guidance: but that I did not understand 
the love of the ~Tother, and that although few, there is no decaying of 
her heroic brood; for, as the ~eer 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 I may say that the love of the Mother, which, acting through 
the bumi,;hed will of the hero, is wrought to highest uses, is in reality 
e\·er:nvhere, and pervades with profoundest tenderness the homeliest 
circumstance of daily life; and there is not lacking, e\·en among the 
humblest, an understanding of the spiritual tragedy which follows upon 
every effort of the di,·ine 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 the pain which is over­
come. I recall the instance of an old Irish peasant, who, as he lay in 
hospital wakeful from a grinding pain in his 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 cruci­
fixion, where, amicbt much grotesque symbolism, were some tracings 
which indicated a pnrely beautiful intuition; the heart of this crucified 
figure, no less than the brow, was wreathed about with thorns and 
radiant with light: "For that," said he, was where he really suffered." 
\\"hen I think of this old man, bringing f0rgetfulness of his own bodily 
pain through contemplation of the ,.;piritual suffering of his Master, 
my memory of him shines with something of the transcendent light he 
himself percei\·ecl : for I 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 un­
n um he red spears yet burning with undying love. 

Though much may be learned by observance of the superficial life 
and actions of a spiritual teacher, it is only in the deeper life of medi­
tation and imagin~ition that it can be truly realized; for the soul is a 
midnight blossom which opens ib leaves in dream, and its perfect 
bloom is unfolded only where another sun shines in another heaven: 
there it feels what celestial dews de,;cend on it, and what influences 

dra\\' it up to ib divine archetype: here in the shadow of earth root 
interc()ils with ruot and the finer distinctions of the blossom are not 
perceivecl. If we knew. also who they really are, who sometimes in 
silenCL', and ,;ometimes with the eye,; of the worhl at gaze, take upon 
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them the mantle of teacher, an unutterable awe would prevail; for 
underneath a bodily pre~ence not in any sen~e beautiful may burn the 
glory of some ancient divinity, some hero who has laid a~ ide hi~ sceptre 
in the enchanted lanu to rescue old-time comrade~ fallen into oblivion: 
or again, if we had the insight of the simple old peasant into the 
nature of this enduring loH:. out of the exquisite and poignant emo­
tions kindled would ari:-;e the flame of a passionate love which would 
endure long <eons of anguish that it might shield, though but for a 
little, the kingly hearts who may not shield themselves. 

But I too. who write, ha\·e launched the rebellious spear, or m 
lethargy ha,·e ofttimes gone clown the great drift numbering myself 
among those who not being with mu~t needs be against~ therefore I 
make no appeal; they only may call who stand upon the lofty moun­
tains; but I reveal the thought which arose like a star in my soul with 
such bright and pathetic meaning, leaving it to. yon who read to 
approve and apply it. 

..£. 

AX INTERESTIXG LETTER. 

( Condudcd from p. Ij.J.) 

As TO the broader scope of the work, tlwt comes from united effort 
of the whole mass of units. It embraces the race, and as we cannot 
escape from the destiny of the race we have to dismiss doubt and con­
tinue at work. The race is, as a whole, in a transition state, and many 
of its units are kept back by the condition of the whole. \Ve find 
the path difficult because, being of the race, the ?;eneral race tendencies 
Yery strongly affect us. This we cannot do aw:1.y with in a moment. 
It is useless to groan over it; it is also selfish, since we in the di~tant 
p:1.st h:1.cl a hanJ. in making it what it now is. The only way we can 
alter it is by such action now as makes of each one a centre for good, a 
force that makes "for righteousness," and that is guided by wisdom. 
From the gTe:l.t power of the general lndness we each one have a 
greater fight to wage the moment we force our inner twture up beyond 
the dead level of the worhl. So before we attempt that forcing we 
slwuld, on the lower plane, accumulate all that we can of merit by un­
selfish acts. by kind thoughts, by detaching our minu,.; from the allure­
ments of the worltl. This will not throw u~ out of the world, but will 
make us free from the gre:1.t force which is c:J.llecl by Boehme the 
"Turba," by \\·hich he meant the immense pm\·er of the unconscious 
and material bac;is of our nature. That material base being cle\·oid of 
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soul is more inclined on this plane to the lower things of life than to 
the higher. 

Hence until we have in some degree conquered that it is useless for 
us to be wishing, as so many of us do, to see the :.rasters and to be 
with them. They could not help us unless we furnish the conditions. 
and a mere desire is not the needed condition. The new condition calls 
for a change in thought and nature. 

So the ::-.rasters have said this is a transition age, and he who has 
ears to hear will hear what has thus been said. \Ve are working for 
the new cycles and centuries. \Vhat we do now in this transition age 
will be like what the great Dhyan Chohans did in the transition point 
-the midway point-in e\·olution at the time when all matter and all 
types were in a transition and fluid state. They then gave the new 
impulse for the new types, which resulted later in all the vast \·arieties 
of nature. In the mental development we are now at the same point; 
and what we now do in faith and hope for others and for ourselves will 
result similarly on the plane to which it is all directed. Thus in other 
centuries we will come out again to go on with it. If we neglect it 
now so much the worse for us then. Hence we are not \Vorking for 
some definite organization of the new years to come, but for a change 
in the :Manas and Bucldhi of the race. That is why it may seem in­
definite, but it is, nevertheless, very defined and very great in scope. 
Let me refer you to that part of Tltc Secret Doctrine, penned by ~laster 
himself, where the midway point of evolution is explained in reference 
to the ungulate mammals. It should give you a glimpse of what we 
have to do, and remove all vain longings for a present sojourn with our 
unseen guides and brothers. The world is not free from superstition. 
and we, a part of it, must h::t\'e some traces left of the same thing. 
They have said that a great shadow follows all innovations in the life 
of humanity; the wise one will not bring on that shado\V too soon, and 
not until some light is ready to fall at the same time for breaking up 
the darkness. 

1\Iasters could give no\\· all the light ami knowledge needed, but 
there is too much darkness that would swallow up the light, except for 
a few bright souls, and then a greater darkness would come on. ~rany 

of us could not grasp nor understand all that might be gi\·en, and to us 
would result a danger and new difficulty for other liyes, to be worked 
out in pain and sorrow. It is from kindness and love that :\lasters do 
not blind us with the electric flash of truth complete. 

But concretely there is a certain object for our general work. It is 
to start up a new force, a ne\\' current in the world. wherehy great and 



THE FO.L\'DI::--;G OF F:IL\I=" :IL\CHA. 

long-gone Gn~1nis or wise ones w:ill be attracted back to incarnate 
among men here and there, and thus bring back the true life and the 
true practices. Just now a pall of darkness is over all that no G nfm i 
will be attracted by. Here and there a few beams strike through this. 
E\·en in India it is clark, for there, where the truth is hicl, the thick veil 
of theological dogma hides all, and though there is great hope in it the 
Masters cannot pierce through to minds below. \Ve have to educate 
the west so that it may appreciate the possibilities of the east, and thus 
on the waiting structure in the east may be built up a new order of 
things for the benefit of the whole. \\'e ha.-e, each one of us, to make 
or ourselYes a centre of light; a picture-gallery from which shall be 
projected on the astral light such scene,;, such inf1uences, such thoughts, 
as may influence many for good, shall thus arouse a new current, and 
then finally result in drawing back the great and the good from other 
sphere,; 1Jeyoncl the earth. This is not spirituali,.;m at all, for it has no 

reference to the denizens of the spook-land in any way. 
Let us then have gre::tt faith and confidence. See how many h::t\·e 

gone out from time to time from your centre to many and distant parts 
of the worlcl, and how many will continue to go for the good and the 
gain of man of all place,;. They hJYe gone to all parts, and it must be 
that even if the centre should be disrupted by causes outside of you, 
its power and reality will not be destroyed at all, but \Yill ever remain 
e\·e11 after all of it may have gone as far as bricks and mortar are 
concerned. 

I gi ,.e you my best wishes and brotherly gredings for the new vear 
arHl for e\·er,· year that is to come.--Atl'ectiunately yours, 

\nLLL\:11 Q. Jl'DGE. 

THE FOu~DI~G OF E~L\IX ~L\.CH~-\.. 

So LO~G is it since the great Qneen l.Iacha lived ancl ruled in Eire 

that her name. her wars and the founding of Emain l.Iacha, that old 
city we now call Armagh, are almost unknown to EirC's people. 
Prophetess and seeress also, wisest of her generation. perchance in 
future years she will come again, to lead and rule our island r::tce as in 
those ancient days. 

The three chief kings of Eire. Aeclh Rn::tidh, Dithorba. and the 
wise young .Kim baoth. son of the still wiser Fin taun, met together. 
They were th<.: rulers of the north, the west. and the .~outh of Eire, but 
Kimbaoth. the southern king, had sent ,.,,,·ift messenc;ers to Aedh and 
Ditlwrha. sa\·ing: 
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"Come to my dun by Loch Le11, for I would speak with you of a 
project I ha,·e in my mind for the welfare and ach·ancement of our 
subjects, whereby they may be united and desolating war avoided." 

The twilight of spring had merged in to the dawning of summer 
when, at the close of the leng-thening day, two brilliant fbshing- hosts 
were discerned travelling along the mountain p1sse,;. First came the 
Olnemacian king, Dithorba, attended by his five sons and num<.::rou,; 
casters of the javelin and spearmen. Their war-chariots glittered with 
finclruiney and sih·er, but the warriors bore the white shields of the 
feast. Then came Aedh Rnaiclh, with his only child, hi,; daughter 
:Yiacha of the ruddy hair, be:mtiful, fierce as the warlike l:awk, yet 
gentle as the soft white fawn that played in the woods of ).lurthe:nney. 
Their retinue was greater than that of Dithorba, for Aedh was the con­
quering Ultonian king, and besides the chiefs and men of battle came 
also noble youths in fosterage and royal druids and jesters, poets. 
harpers and the players of the pipes, with many more of the house­
hold of Aeclh. Lofty in stature and of noble appearance were all 
the people of the distant north, and. the bright- haired 1bcha. though 
but a girl, was tall as the tallest warrior among them. Often the people 
of Ulla compared her to some clear-shining star that men lo\·ed and 
·watched afar off. desiring to draw near to, but because of its radiant 
beauty daring not to approach. 

Kimbaoth had prepan:cl a great feast for his guests, p:lrtlY because 
he wished to honour ::\Iacha, whom before he had ne\·er seen, but the 
fame of whose loveliness and great deeds had re~1ched him. Macha 
that evening sat on the high seat on the right of the southern king, 
and next to her was the royal hard, while beyond him were the harpers 
of the king-,·isitors and those belonging to Kimbaoth. Among the 
latter was a youth, dressed in white lena and g<Jlcl-emhroitlere(l green 
bratta, with golcl·bands round his o•:herwise bare leg~. Tangled locks 
of red hair dropped low on his neck and fell over his forehead. His 
eyes had caught some of the sunlight he 10\·ecl so much, and golden­

brown they shone as he stood up there, gazing straightly before him as 
one who is in an ecstasy and perceives not the things surron1Hling hi111; 
but, on looking closer, a humorousness an(l merriment coul<l be dis­
cerned !urkiug deeply in them. Art wa.s the youth's name, and, 
though not the chid harper, he wa:; the king's fanmrite, for his wilcl 

pranks and merry speeches, with a certain power of good-natnred 
mimicry, made him dear to all. Ytt he was a wayward youth, and his 
merriment altern:1ted with strange abstraction,;, when he would absent 
himself from the dun and w:lll<ler into the ,,-,lo<ls, listening to the 
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nlll:-;ic that chnse for its harp-strings Jca,·es and flmn~rs and tall sway­

ing grasses, and watching gigantic figures sweep across the leagues of 

night-sky far abo\·e him. From one of these nocturnal strayings he 

had just returned. and silently he stood there amid the others, in his 
ecstasy delicately touching- his harp, bringing therefrom a sweet faery 
music which the king- delighted to hear. 

The night passed on. and whetl the stars were at the third hour 
before their paling the chief bard arose with his golden harp. and he 

sang of the clay,; when the gods dwelt and mo\·ecl on the hills and in 

the \·al!t:y:-; of Eirt:. He sang, too, of the grc:1l muther of the gods­
that ancient one whom men call the :\Ior Reeg-:1-and of the time \\·hen 
she shclllld return to the world and ruk. grc:1t as of long-gone years, 

with the rule and the heart of one truly godlike. Then the llruidic fire 

a\\·oke in the barcl, and he became fir-seeing ancl far-hearing. \Vith a 
fiery hand he struck the chords, and Iiftecl up hi:-; voice in a chant to 

the gods, for he saw that the hall of the dfm was filled with shining 

beings invisible to most there, ancl he saw also one of these shining 
ones, the mightiest of all. standint~ by Macha, inclined towards her. 
And as he sang these things men's voices grew hushecl and silenct:d 

was their laughter; e\·en the tall white candles burned steadily and 

slowly, without a flicker, as though 
secret peace that filled the vast hall 

out of the night and twittered for a 

they too were enwrapped in the 

A little restless bird fiutterecl in 
moment as it flew down the hall, 

then sat <tnietly on a bare brown twig projecting from the tree-made 

side of the clfm. Still Ih·aen the bard ,.;ang on. and the magical mur­
mur of hi,; song tilled the warriors' ears and their ht:arts until they too 

beheld tho,;c whose glory he chantetl; then. a,; the vision of the :\Ior 

Reeg-a fla,.;hccl clear upon them, the dun w:b filkd and far uut into the 
night tra\·elktl on<c: long shout of joy tlwt this should happen in their 

midst. Ilvaen ceased; the vision passed; and Kimb:wth npro,.;e and 

with a silver kingly wantl struck the glittering canopy abo\·e his ht:acl. 

He spoke, and solemnly sounded Lis voice down the bronze-pillared 
hall. 

"Far-journeying king-; and warriors, and you my people, who ha\·e 
seen this night a vision which for centuries has not been seen in Eire: 
long ago it was foretohl that the l\.Ior Reega would reiippt:ar on earth, 
and be a rul<c:r ant! leader of men, but \\·ht:ther the time is hL·re I cannot 

say. for I am a mortal ancl do not understand the minds of the hidden 

ones of the hills. \Vhat the coming of the grc1t <tueen portends I 
know not; but whether she comes with the shit: it! antl the cath-harr of 
hattie. or the shimmering rohe of pe:1ce. thl' hero<c:,.; nf Eire will e\·er 
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be really to follO\\' her bidding, for she alone be,;tows high courage and 

\\·arlike ardour upon those of noble heart. Kow let each depart to his 
own quarters. for to-morrO\\' we haYe many things to discuss concern­

ing the welfare of our island." 

Still with the awe of tlwt diYine presence upon them each man 
unhooked his shield from the \\',lll and walked slowly and broodingh· 

through the unclosed dour . .; of the dun into the stillness of the night. 
each to his own tent or wattled house; there to dream, perchance. 

that in :\Iaclw they could discern the might, the beauty allli the wisdom 

of the great queen. 
The morning broke clear O\'er the hilb and woods and water . .; of 

the southern king's territory. As the sun rose high the warriors 

assembled outside the dun. and sweet was the musical ringing and 
tinkliug uf their shields and spears as they mo\·ecl about, laughing and 

talking one \\·ith another; for the awe of the preceding e\·ening had 

somewhat worn off in the sunlight of the morning. which h:ui filled 

them with lightheartedness and joy. Then a herald c:une forth from 
the dfm, and blew three blasts on the trumpet, and with the blowing 

of the third blast all had moved inside the dun, '\Vhere the three kings 
sztt on the high seat ztt the northern end. Royal was the ztppeztrance of 

the kings that morning, in their brattas of ever-changing colours. and 
though Kimbaoth was the young-e"t of the rulers, yet more brilliant 

were the hue,; of his bratta, more shining- the golden wheel-brooch on 
hi" brea,;t awl the righ-b:1rr encircling his noble head. Surely. 0 

Kirnb:wth, thou too wert of that race, famorb in song, who fought at 
:VIoyturzt for freedom from the dark Fumorian tyrant,;! 

\Vhen the murmur of voices and the sou!l(l of mo1·ing feet had 

ceased Kimbaoth mac Fintann arose and propounded the project which 
in sleep had entered and shaped itself in hi,; miwl. and this was that 

henceforth Aedh and Ditlwrbzt aml himself should not rule separately 

o\·er a divided land, but should make a compztct to rule each for se\·en 

years, so that the people of the isbnd would be united and tribal wars 
a\·oided. And he furthermore suggested that Aeclh Ruaiclh should 

reign first, for his fame as a warlike and just king was throughout the 
isle. But as he harang-ued the assembly a murmur of dissensinn came 
from some there, and when Kimhaoth ceased one of his warriors arose 

and said : 

.. It please:; us not to be subject to any king sa\·e you, 0 Kinrhaoth 

son of Fintanrr. This thing we do not like, for if pe:tce reigns in Eire 
she IYill no lun.ger haYe need of warrior.c;; the b,tttle-charioh will grm\· 
ru:;t1 and ttseles:i. the s1wars atHl shields \\·ill dc·C:tY in i<llenes,;, and 
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we-\\·e ,;hall become as women, and ,;pend our time in brooding and 

speaking of tho,;e clays when we were indeed warriors. \\' e do· not 

want to become a nation of bards or druids, for far dearer to us than 
the singing of men is the singing of demon,; as they accompany u,; 

forth to the battle. Let us remain a,; aforetime, to battle and fea,;t as 
of yore." 

Loud then rang the ,;]wnt:i of th,~ southern giants through the great 

hall, and echoed amid the ma,;:;iYe pillars and the far-away rafters sup­

portinc; the dimh·-seen roof. At that ,;lwut the brows of Aedh ami 

Ditlwrh:l and their followers darkened. awl it needed only a word to 

set the spear,; flashing and the shie::cls clanging. llut round the head 
of 1-:.imhanth the righ-barr gleamed l!lore brightly, :1nd undi:;turbed was 

his countenance. In his clear voice he spoke :1g;1in, and chid his 

rebellious people. and subdued the \\·ar-:-;pirit burning in them. 
"\\-ould you then always be in :1rm,; 0 " he (jtte,.;tioned. "::-.lot thus 

lie,; the road to the gods you swear by: to immortal Angu,.; and :\Ian­

nan~'ln, to Lu Lamfada and the :\for Reeg:1. Since you elected me for 
Anl-Rie have I mi,.;lcd or ill-a,h·ised you once, and have you not trust 

in me now? Peace must altenwte with war, and this I know, your arms 

"·ill not grow rusty throug-h unuse. Before me in the future I see a g-reat 
hattie, such as has not been fought in Eire within remembrance. So 
make yourselYes strong, and train up the youths in slinging, in spear­

cac>ting, in chariot-dri\·ing and the unfolding of the battle-scythes. 
that when ~hat day comes we may not be beaten in ignominy from the 

pbins of war. :\Iore of this future clay I cannot say, nor how nor why 
the h:1ttle \Yill ari,;c, but it will surely hc." 

Hi,; people \\Tre silenced, for the king was :1 seer and knew of the 
thing,; to be. So the compact was made whereby Aedh should reign 
his ~eYen ye:1rs, Ilithorba his se\·en. and Kimbaoth last of all, :1t his 

own re(1uest, he being the youngest, though wisest. But when the two 

elder kings had reigned thrice sc\·en years, and Kimbaoth was ruling 

for the third time, Aedh Ruaidh. dreaming one day in the hot sunlight 
\\"here the Erne falls and breaks intJ rainbow-coloured spray by Dally­

shannon. heard voices calling to him from the water: "A.edh, Aedh 
H.uaidh, we await thee. we SUlllnwn thee hence." And in his dre:1ming 
he arose, and fell into the to,.;sing waters, since then called from him 
the F:tib ot· .-\,.;s:1roe. 

L\ox. 
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THE THREE GODS OF ~IAX. 

Tf"lio could !iz·c. zc/10 could brcallit', zf tlzc lzeart of Being a•,.,-,· not Joy. 

IT is a shallow age. this century of ours: a bushel of words to a 
grain of thought, and that no such deep one, after all. How well we 
know how to look down on other times, and point to our own supe­
rioritie:;, :1s the li\·ing dog to the lion dead. 

Hear us talk of how other men wor,;hippecl God. di:;secting their 
souls to adorn our pages; making the ignomim· of some old divinity 
our academic onwment. These and tho:-;e sa\·age,, we say, bowed down 
to sticks and stones; while those others were deluded into re\·erencing 
some sacred hill. and one pitiable tribe thought there was something 
divine in storm and sunshine, or even in the earth',; green mantle and 
the forest trees. And so we, who have ne\·er known an hour of honest 
reverence in our lives. make a mock of these dead men, who must ha\·e 
been low indeed were they not better than ourselves; and so we find in 
faded faiths. as in all thing,; else. a confirmation for our favourite mood 
of smug self-gratulation. \Ve are the people, and wisdom will die with 
us-it is to be hoped, at least, that that kind of wisdom will. 

If we were just a little les,; self-,;atisfied, and were disposed to see 
a little deeper into these things, we might come to learn that there 
ha\·e been many faiths upon the earth. thou!-',"h but one Faith; and that 
among them all, the lowest, basest, and least honourable to our lm­

manity is the faith we ourselves practically hold, whatever we may say 
of our gre:1t ideals. \Ve talk of saYa!-',"es and their beliefs, and say: 
This and this were the errors of primitive man. \\"hat the first shining 
races of our kind did worship, woulcl probably fail to find room within 
our narrmv minds and limp imagin::.tions at all; and even the thought 
of the worshipping sa\·age often eludes us-and not always hecanse 
that thought is too low. 

\Ve are always ready to take forms and outward masks for reali­
ties ; to lose sight of thoughts in their expressions. \\'t:re it not so, 
we should have sooner seen that the one thing all of us sincerely 
worship. whether sa\·age or ci\·ili~.ed, is power; whatever outward 
appearance: that power may take. I find it harcl to believe that there 
were any such sayages as our books of science tell \l:i, who worshipped 
the weathc:r; who really adored ra:in-cloud:; and wreaths of mist. the 
grey of the dawning, and the purpl~,; dume O\'er all; they may have 
delighted in the,;e things, with a sincere g:1iet:· which ml11ld he riches 
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to ns; bnt what they worshipped was not that beautiful face of things, 
:-;miling or stern, bnt power, the power of the world underneath it. 
And their practical aim in life was to keep on the sheltered side of that 
power; to be where broken rocks fell not, and floods broke not; but, 
above all. their worship wa,; winged exnltation in it all. ,.;nch as we 
ourselves felt in those young ye::us when we li\·ecl O\·er again our own 

days of long ago. 
And when, by \vhat we call a progress, though we might well call 

it a fall, men came to elwell in cities, and no more in the wide, free air; 
when they le::nnt the arts of putting into other things the powers they 
should have kept within themseh·es, they still worshipped power, but 
no longer in the same exult:mt and clear-eyecl way. All their art:; and 

dwellings were so many contri:vances to keep away and outwit the 
power of the ~vorlcl ; they built ~valls between them anll the sun and 
wind; the~· shut out nature, in order to discover man. 

Then they began to worship their second gl)d; and the reality of 
it. whatever its name, was the power of man. For the earlier stages of 
these worshippers the trihe or race or clan was the whole of m:m; all. 

at least, that they could get within their sympathies. And everyone 
outside the tribe was the enemy; something to be guarded against, as 
they had guarded formerly aga.inst Hood and storm, falling rocks and 
inundations. Each man no longer lived for him-;elf in nature, but for 
the tribe. the race, the whole of mankind whom he could understand 
and feel for; so much of universal brotherhood as his imagination 
could permit. And, had the world run smoothly, we should ha\·e come, 
along that path, to a true universal brotherhood; a happy family of 
man upon this earth. But things did not run smoothly, and there is 
little prospect that they will for ,.;ome time yet. For mankind, that is 
to say, we ourseh·es, fell from th:lt not ungracious social religion to one 
of individualism, where each man worships his amiable self. That 
god of self-complacency I will not include among the three divinities, 
though he has, indeed, received m•Jre genuine service and more rapt 
devotion than any other in these latter cla\·s, and especially in this 
century of ours; and I suspc:ct that he has still a considerable lease of 
popularity to run. 

Our own self-complacency is the true god of our li\·cs, whether we 
call our pursuit commerce, or politics, or whatever it be; and the same 
cynical divinity is not quite unwout to wear such re\·erecl masks as 

science or art. There are men, in these btter days, who !on~ truth and 
beauty for lu\·e of beauty and truth: there an~ abo some who Jon~ these 
thing" for the sake of na1!le,.; on title-page,.;, and for a place in the cata-
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logues of the devotees of the pure sublime. And the .follower of 
wealth may exist. though we have not so far found great re::J.son to b~­
lieve it, who prosecutes his task from a sheer and disinterested 10\·e of 
the precious metals and their admired molecular structure. cap:1city of 
reflecting light. hardness. brittleness, and so 011. But. on the other 
hand, we do know, and sincerely believe in. the seeker for weJ.lth who 

lays himself out from the beginning to capture his own genuine ad­
mimtion-and find,; the task a h:.lfcler one than he imagined. He 
gathers stocks and share,; not for lo1,·e of them; he builds him house:-;, 
not as an o!Tering to the arb of form; he founds a family. not from 
sheer affection for young human animals; but indeed dob all these 
things that he may say: I am Somewlwt! I indeed am a }.Ian ! 

The poets haye given up the theme of love-making, in these our 
self-conscious days, so I may say, \vithout fear of incurr_ing their cli,;­
pleasure, that even !m-e-making ibelf is not so free from that gn<l, 
self-complacency, and his worship, as one might wish to belie\'e. It is 
sardonic to say: but two young people, g:-tzing into each other's eye,;, 
see the image there, not oi the beloved, but of themselve,;. It is so 
nice to feel that one i:-; nice enough to be the chosen of so nice a 
person. There is wisdom in the saying that such and such a maiden 
has won an admirer, rather than a lover. And I do not believe that 
the use of the looking-glass is confined to one sex; in this. at least, 
the gods are good. 

\Vell, after a while people grow weary of this, and cry themseh·es 
out of it, saying they are very mis•::rable. They are, in many senses, 
still one would rather see them laugh themseh·es into wisdom. It 

would be more likely to last. Then they may come, in a happ~' mood, 
to worship the last and highest of the powt:rs: the power of lift:, of the 
eternal. 

That august di,·inity it was that stood behind the first of our three 
gods, the power of the world; and it was the joy, lying at the heart of 
that, that kindled delight in the rainbow's jewels, the shining feathers 
of the sun, as he scatters the soft clouds; it was that joy that made our 
life in nature glad and strong, and death e\·en an exultant thing. with 
a heart of joy. And in our stiffer and more stilted city life there was a 
gladness too; the honour of the tribe, the service of our land, were 
good and pleasant things; though never, I think. full of such :self­
abandonment of bliss as the naked savage could draw from the cool 
wave bre1king· over him. or the keen wind around his body. These 
earliest days were the day,.; of our delight. 

\Ve, who h:l\'e made all thing-s sentimental, are e\'er ready to sym-
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pathize with. the hardships of the wiJ,l, open-air dweller, the fighting 

pa.triot, the sen·ant of his land; I think it is safer for us, the sym­

pathizers, that these robust folk ar·~ dead, else, I suspect, they might 

resent our tears. \Ve are so certain that we ourselves are miserable­
and this, as I have said, with justest cause-that we cannot belie\·e but 
that others were poor apologetic people too, sad while they li\·ed, and 

sorry when they died. 
The end comes, e\·en of our mi,;ery, and we pass under the third 

and greatest of the gods-the power ot the eternal. Of the passing to 

that :1ew allegiance, and the new tl:.ings that come to us under it, \Ye 
shall ,;peak another time. 

Crr.\RLES JorrxsTox. 

SPIRIT A~D :-L\ TTER. 

THERE is a measureless void bet\\·een the vi,;ihle universe aml the 

in \'isible world that surrounds the 111ani fested and material worlds, and 
it is from its nature a realm of coiirdinating forces, or the play-ground 
of the emanations that each ,;ystem throws off and in and towards each 

other. This is denominated Pluto's kingdom. or the sharlowy lim hus 

of the church. It is not a negativ<~ state of being, but an actin~ and 
powerful adjunct to the world of causes. as well as the world of effects. 
It is not to be understood until the rationale of its existence is ex­
plained. It onl\· persists because of the nece,;sity tint exists for a 

realm \\·here the balance of forces liLlY he gradually established, ancl 

the elements of evolution in the material may heconte harmonized with 
the supreme O\'l'Lihadmving will that call,; all lit'e into existence, and 
where that which does not conform to the orig-inal design may be re­

·m~mded to a further effort in the sphere from ;vltence it came. The 
orderly hannony of all the spheres of activity in matter is secured 

through this balancing re:tlm. and never can there he a lapse of the 

interchange of forces through it \1·hile the tmi\·erse exists; and not 

until the smallest particle of matter has given up its last atom of re­
spon~iveness to the force that gave it birth, will there be :m end to the 
orderly evolution of the materi:1l towards the spiritual fore..:: that made 
it po,.;sible to assume manifest~,tion. Kama Loka and all the se\·en 

stages of progression in thi,.; intermediary plane, are the successive 

efforts of our Egos to eliminate the gT'J,;ser ptrh and rise superior to 

the clog,; th:1t matter wea\·cs around the 1li1·ine thought. The return­

ing indi\·iduality brings back as clear a m:mifestatiun as its inherent 

force hac; made it possible for it to reprec;l'nt. That it does not continue 
011\\·:n<ls :md ll]>l\':lnb and break thl· thrv:ul th:lt CI>IJ!lects it with the 
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material world, is because it has not assimilated all its possibilities, and 
cannot of itself comprehend the totality of experience which makes 
spirit what it is, infinitely powerful and infinitely \Vise. 

The seeming contradiction involved in the idea that spirit mani­
fests its experience at all, while itself is all-wise, is easily explained by 
the fact that matter as a possibility only exists as the opposite pole of 
spirit, and is its necessary antithesis; anu is in a manifestation a con­
stant progressive complemt;nt of spiritual force and will. If there e\·er 
should come a time when this materia!' world should seem to lapse into 
inactivity and decay, it is only because the sum total of its experiences 
has reached a point where further progress is made impossible, unless 
physical em·ironments are changed to accommodate it to a new impulse 
from the eternal fountain of energy; and because its units of conscious­
ness have, as a mass, assumed a form that demands another environ­
ment. So, when the world's evolution is in statu quu, the change is 
more imminent than when we see the constant progress; for the day of 
its regeneration only awaits the a<h·ent of the new consciousness to 
arouse all the impending forces, and bring on the change from old and 
worn-out forms to new and happier conditions. The seeming harsh­
ness of the process is but illusory, for the mass of Egos that await the 
change are the real individualities of the present races; and the bodies 
that are manifested here are the distorted reflections of these Egos 
caught in a vortex of necessity and compelled to wait until the full 
rapport can be made in the new age. Suffering is the necessary parallel 
of the forces acting in the limbus, and the bodies of earth act only as 
patterns or matrices to carry the thoti.ght in form, from one point of 
evolution to another. If the form were lost than the purpose of ex­
perience would be nuilified, and so it is preserved, with a phantasma of 
experiences simply to bridge the chasm of the interval of inactivity. 

No speculations are of much use as to the conditions that may or 
will ensue in the new evolution, for the races will all disappear for a 
renewal under physical· conditions to which the present senses cannot 
find a parallel either in consciousness or in imagination. The only 
relief from anxiety lies in the fact that, though death rules at one pole 
of the manifestation, there must be, by.the unin:rsal law of contraries, 
life and progress at the other. Again, those units of force which have 
accumulated through the law of natural selection, the fulness of all 
experiences, are always urging the lower parts or personalities onwards, 
and developing the sphere where these Egos can respond to the new 
conditions. So, in one sense, the ach·anceu souls act as karmic agents 
of Nemesis, while they arouse the deadened sensibilities of their 
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fellows: and their advent is always a signal for the wise ones to be on 
guard and hold fast to the realities, and not to the illusions of exist­
ence. There is no escape from the general doom, but there is a refuge 
to be found in the certainty of the renewal of effort as soon as the 
crisis has been pas,;ed. IKO. 

THE SECRET HEART. 

Then from tht' fka1'1 !!tat l'ozc•t'r shall rise into flu· sixth. the middk 

rt'giVll, t/u·p!aa· hd;et'Cil !hint' tyi'S.--THE \'oiCE OF THE SIT.EXCJ·:. 

THE" Heart Doctrine" which we profess to embrace means some­
thing more than mere feeling, however lofty: it includes also true 
wisdom, real sight. spiritual perception. For the mind reflects the 
stale of the feelings, and the mental eye can see clearly only when the 
heart is pure. Tltc lroirc of tltc Si!ma speaks of "K.unclalini '' as the 
mystic power that rises to the head and gives sight. \Vhen this power 
rises from the heart, that sight is cle:tr and wisdom is attained. It is 
wrong to imagine that people who folluw the heart doctrine sacrifice 
the pursuit of knowledge and devote themselves exclusi\·ely to the 
higher sentiments. \Visdom comes from the purification of the heart, 
and thi,.; wisdom in eludes and surpasses all mere h eacl-learn ing. This 
is shown very cleariy in the quotation above, which refers to an actual 
process of initiation that takes place in the one whose heart has become 
pure; the scales fall from his eyes. No mere figure of speech : the 
human organism is a real thing, and has ib laws, its channels, ib forces. 
Some day we shall have to \·erify this fact, but meanwhile we have to 
toil and suffer until we have conquered our impurities of heart. So we 
need not fear to lose wisdom by cultivating compassion: the two are 
inseparable. \Ve do not desire the mere learning that comes from cul­
ture of the plexuses. It mereh· gives us faculties and endows us with 
gifts: it doe,; not stir us from the prison of self, nor attune us to the 
collective harmony of souls. \Ve are aware that the" K.undalini" can 
be made to rise from other centres than the heart, ~mel produce clair­
voyance and a ho,;t of other acquisitions. But we know that the brain 
is the mirror of the soul, and unless the sonl is pure the sight will be 
obscure. \Visdom-not learning-is what we seek: and wisdom teaches 
us to adjust ourseh·es to the lurmony of selves. All other knowledge 
merely adorns the self an<l swells the head. 

"If thou wouldst cross the secC)nd [hall J safely, stop not the fra­
gr:tnce of its stupefying blossoms to inhale." 

But so man\· of us are yet in the fir.~t hall. if e\·en so far, that to us 
these stupefYing blossoms seem the goaL These t1owers of life are 
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very alluring until we discover the coiled serpents under their leaves; 
then do we realize that this is only the Hall of Learning, and that 
beyond lies the Hall of Wisdom. Purity of motive is the only safe­
guard; therefore we must begin with some real desire to help our 
brothers, and to rise from selfhood to the union of hearts. 

There can be no mistake as to the true path for tis who have The 
Voice of tlzc Silmcc as a guide. It warns us against the heresies and 
snares that can come in our way, and resounds· with the keynote of 
compassion. The chief obstacle is thirst for mere acquisition. He 
whose only motive is to acquire learning and powers will acquire de­
lusion, and the most commonplace labour-unionist is further on the 
path than he; for the former works from a true motive which will one 
day bring him safe to the goal, wh:ile the latter is only accumulating 
obstacles which he will have to break down. 

Let us cease< to discriminate between compassion and wisdom, and 
recognize them as one; let us not seek the warmth of the sun in the 
fires of earth, nor its glorious light in the pale wan moon. 

H. T. EDGE. 

NOTES BY THE WAY. 

Ot:R commercial statistics inform us that only about eleven per 
cent. of the business ventures of America sncceed. Tennyson reckons 
the failures of nature as fifty to one, and is probably short of the mark. 
The lapse, as the in:mrance companies call it, is always high. The 
theosophical enterprise is no exception to the rule. "So careful of the 
type she seems, so careless of the single life." The fact is we ha\·e to 
take care of ourseh·es, and we are unskilful in the work. \Ve eat green 
apples of ambition, we sit on the damp grass of hesitation, and we wet 
our feet in the swamps of doubt. The results are vacant theosophic 
chairs, frequent theosophic funerals, as it were, with more or less 
flowers and slow music, and an extending theosophic graveyard, in 
which some of us have even gone so far as to indite the grave matter 
of our own epitaphs. 

''~- ''~-

\Ve must learn to distinguish between sentiment and brotherhood. 
One is an emotion ; the other is a principle. Have you ever sat on the 
tram-car with a score of impatient fello\v-travellers while two ladies 
make a long farewell as one rises, turns reluctantly at the door to send 
love to Cousin Kate, and pauses again on the steps to isstie an urgent 
im·itation to visit. ere she finally descends and permits the aggregation, 
as Barnum would say, to proceerl? The theosophical aggreg::ttion is 
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very fre(_[nently del:lyecl o\·er matter.~ of per,;onal c::motion, when the 
principle of brotherhood would dictak a hastY Em.:\\·ell and thL" con­

venience and advantage of other,; . 
..... :. 

\\'riting in Isis Un:·l'i!,·d twenty yc:H:i ago. H. l'. B. m:1kc:- the 

statement: 
"\Vhat will, perhap:i, still more astonish .\merican re:1clcrs is the 

fact that, in the United States. a mystical fraternit~· now exi,;ts, which 

claim,; :111 intimate relation,;hip with one of the olckst and llllht power­
ful of Eastern Drotherho•xb. It is kH0\\'11 as the: Brotherhuocl of 

Luxor, and its faithful members lnve the custody of \·cry important 
secrets of science. Its ramification,; extend widely thruu~·hout the 

gre:lt Republic of the \Vest. Thouc~h this Brotherlwod has been long 
and hard at work, the secret of ib existence has been jealously 

guarded. (II, 30-'l.) 

It has been .:iurmised by some that the remarkable hook, Flid,,rft}a. 

which has attracted such in tcn,;e interest J.mong stud en b of the llCCtdt, 
is representative of the work of suc:J a Brotfterlwod as is here referred 

to. Those who have read Etidorltpa will remember its fore.-;talment of 
the disco\·ery of argon, the Riintgen Lt\', etc. Three chapter,;, which 
were suppresscll in the H~rrrative a,.; origin:llly pnblished, h:n-c just 

been printed in Cincinnati. They de·tl with the realitY of imag-es, re­
flections. and so forth. and the problems im·oh·ed in the deflection of 

light-rays from whatever source. The argument pncticall~- :unotmts 
to this: tint we lwn' no gnarantee tlnl the suu or :itar,; exi,;l \\·here we 

suppose them to be, as we are only judging from appearances. \\'e 
may have more to leam along this line presently. 

Professor Elmer Gate,;. of \Va,.;hington, whose rcsearche,.; in hr:lin­

culture arc famous, has iuventecl a new hobby-horse. He is inYesti­
gJ.ting the sense of smell antl the culth·ation of the olfactory nerYcs. 
He In,.;, it is stated. made a culleccion. :urd has fifteen hundred dilfcrent 
smells in his laboratory. They are in bottlc:s. of course. or it i,.; prcJbable 
that the Professor \vould find it n,~cessary to alnnclon the premi,.;e,;. 
The adclitiou of a new odonr to thuse already chssified 1\·i1! be hailell 
in future like the cliscm·ery of a C()!Jic:t. · Tatt\·ic ch:lllges, rates of 
vibratiuu. ancl other occult aspects of the questilJII should contmetH! 

this new fall to geosophists gencrall:-·. 

Did the pu:HJ,lx of tritle,; C\Tr occur to yon) Th~1t is to .:i:t\·, the 

re:1son we complain about trifles is hecathL' thL"\. are so important. If 
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you really considered a trifle to be as insignificant as yon profess, yon 
would deal with it accordingly. Trifles interfere with our self-occupa­
tion, and our egotism rebels against the interruption. Until \Ve can 
deal with the trifles of life in a spirit of complete indifference, just as 
we strike a match or open a door, we shall be tied to the plane upon 
which they irritate us. 

Theosophic poetry is not yet a startling success. \Ve have one 
theosophic poet, to whom THE IRISH THEOSOPHIST does not feel at 
liberty to more pointedly refer. But of the host who lisp in numbers. 
even when the numbers fail to come, it can only be said that they are 
too numerous. Rhyme, accent, rhythm, metre, reason, are the usual 
constituents of poetry, but some acY.uaintance with contributions of 
this order lead to the belief that these matters have been overlooked. 
If ideas are weak and feeble in prose expression they grow no stronger 
in metrical form. If your prose expression be ineffectual, the chances 
are dead against your po.<':fic soul r~1aking an impression. Yet let us 
not discourage the chirping bardling, only recommend him to be very 
careful, and to be solicitous of good counsel. 

The time for work is the best time we find in our daily lives. and 
this best time is the whole time that embraces all our activities. The 
time of each person is only the waking consciousness, which must be 
filled up with the details of sustained effort towards a realization of all 
that should and would be done if-one had hut one purpose in view; 
and that to do only those things that are of necessity a part of an 
aspiration to help all that need assistance. and be one with all in spirit 
and in deed. 

THE T. S. I~ EUROPE (IRELAND). 

13, EcsTACE STREET. Dc:nr.r;-.;. 

THE \Vednesday evening meetings are continued, and informal 
discussions held. "'Priest or Hero?" by iE., has been reprinted. and is 
being sent throughout Ireland. 

We understand tiwt it is finally decided to hold ·the Third Annual 
Convention of the T. S. in E. at Stockholm. Sweden, on August 8th and 
gth, when Mrs. Tingley and :\Ir. Hargrove will probably be present. 

RouT. E. Co.\.TES, Hon. Sec. 

Printe<l on "T!!J.: IRISH THEOSOPHIST" Press. 13. Eustace Street, Dublin. 
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The Irish l~heosophist. 

THE FOUXDIXG OF E:\L\IX :\IACHA. 

(Continued from p. IOI.) 

AEDH haclnn ~ons. but his daughter :\Iaclw, skilful as any warrior 
in. casting the javelin and slinging tl1e round, polished pebbles and the 

iron balls, sat in the seat of her father. The31 Macha chimed his place 
in the sovereignty of Eire, but Dithorba and Kimbaoth consulted 
together and determined that they would have no woman to rule with 
them. Furthermore, they said that if Macha did not submit to their 
<;lecision they would devastate the fair fields of Ulb with war. This 
determination they cut in Ogham ou a willow wand and sent swiftly to 
:Macha in the north. A dread anger burned in :\I:lcha's heart when 
she recei\-ccl that message, and like the low thunclt.::r of surf on a dis­
tant shore. heard through the still ni.~h t. was the nott.:: of her voice as 
she snmmoned the Ultonians to her siclt.::, ancl read to them the words 
inscribed on the slender vvancl. Tl~.en, stanclin~ by the high seat, she 
spoke to the stern-visaged warrior:; who filled her d1m and awaited 
her words. 

"You know, Ultonians, how Aedh Ruaidh reigned long m·er yon, 
and \Vhen those who elwell in the Erne and the hill-palace close by 
called him away, you chose me after to be the holder of the royal rod. 
Only a few peaceful months I han~ been your queen, and now, because 
I would be coequal with them awl rule as my fatht.::r ruled, Ulla is 
threatened by the sontheru anrl western kings, who, unle,.;s we submit. 
declare they will make c!t.::solation lie on ,our fruitful fields. our fair 
plains all<l hills, and smoke from our burning d1ms shall rise till the 
sun' and sky are obscured. Ultonian;-;, shall we: bt.:: subject to these 
o\·erbearing monarchs? No; from e\·ery part of Ulla call in your 
spearmen and sl i ngers and chariot-figh tt:r;-;; let thert.:: be a great host­
in,c;· here of ;~ll chiefs, e:lch with his <l\\"11 peoplt.::. anrl we will striYt.:: 
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again~t these king,; tiil either we or they are the victors. Yet I think 
we shail conquer, for the }Ior Reega will embattle herself on our side, 

an<l till LJ:O with her own indomitable spirit. Let each prepare for the 

hosting." 
The bee,; of the heroc,.; gTe\\. bright as they listened to the c1ueen, 

and when ,;he declared the hosting they interchanged cheerful and 

warlike speech one with another. For as Macha spoke there ran un­
seen through the d\m a man with angry face, clad in a crimson bratta, 
and carrying a many-thonged whip in his hand, and the whip was 

made of t\\·isting, curling fire. \VlLere\·er he passed amung the ul­
tonians ht: can:-;ed the battle-arduur to rage allll S\Yell and flame with 
newer vig<mr. for he \\·as the inciter of war, the swineherd of the great 

Bo,·e Derg: but at the first sotmd of }Iacha's words he quickly jour­

neyed on the magic boar of destruction from his lake-home by the 
Shannon. Then with great speed the chiefs ha:otened away to their 

homes, to call in their fighting men, while :\Iacha returnee! a message 

of defiance to Kim haoth and Dithorba: 
"You would not have a woman to rule with you 0\·er Eire; now I 

swear by the gods I will be high queen over all the isle. and will take 
your bud and break and scatter your power." 

The two kings bughecl together when they rear! that war-breathing­
Ogham, and ,;aid: 

"'Tis on]\· a woman',; wrath. Ulla will yet be our,;, for the 

southern and \Yt:stern nation:; combined twice outnumber the warrior:; 
of :\Iacha. It will be an easy victory.'' 

Three weeks quickly passed, awl then at Macha's dfm by Slie;-e 
Fuad the Ultonians gathered. Like a myriad suns they appe:1red as 

they stood in tht:ir chariob, the gTeat wheel-bronches glo\vinc; on their 
breasts, and the long spears, enwrought \\·ith findruiney, fla,.;hing as 

they held them aloft. :\Iacl!J. herst!f, attireu in a white many-folded 

lena and a tunic of dressed ox-skin, with the rO\·al crimson mantle 
failing lonsely from her shoulders and wearing the golden cathb::nr on 

her head. led them. She carrier! shield and spear and sling, anrl noble 
ancl awe-inspiring :;he appeared as she stood by the side of her cha­
rioteer. The t·ltonians' hc:trh heat with pride and lo\·e as they looked 

at their queen, and three times they shouted her name ere the chariots 

m<wetl o\·er tht: bridge of the foss. 
Two days the C'ltnn ians jon rn eyed and two e\·en ings they en­

c:unped, hut on the third clay they receiYcd word that their enemies 

were S\Yiftl:· :Lpproaching frum the south-we,.;t. So they took up their 
pnsition on a .~T:tss~· plain h\· Loch Derg and waited, for :\I:tcha sai(l 
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there would the battle be fought and won. On the morning of the 
fourth day all preparations were complete, and such was :\Iacha':> 
eagerness to begin the battle that she sent out her slinging men to 
provoke Kimbaoth and the Olnemacian king. Then from each camp 
battalion after battalion issued forth, and ever where the fight raged 
the fiercest the golden cathbarr of :.\Iacha was seen gleaming through 
the mist and dust arising from the fury of the meeting armies and the 
trampling of the horses. The queen had not prophe:;ied falsely when 
she said the :.\Ior Reega would embattle herself on their side, for 
where\·er the Ultonians mO\·ed destruction followed them, and finally 
the ranks of the southem and western kings' warriors were completely 
broken and overthrown. At the close of day the dead of the kings 
nnmhered more than the li,·ing, and Kimbaotl~ and Dithorba were 
captives in the hands of the Ultonians. 

The next day :\Iacha, sitting in her tent surrounded by her nobles, 
ordered that the two kings be brought before her. And being generous 
and magnanimous, and not knowing a vengeful spirit, she forgave the 
kings, setting them free on condition that they gave her hostages as a 
pledge of their future conduct, and sent tribute every year. Also she 
said that from this war she would assume the rulership of Eire, which 
she had rightfully won in battle by the help of the gods of the isle. 

The humiliation of the kings was in nowise abated by the frank 
speech of 1Iacha. They coul(l not forget she was a woman, and their 
conqueror, but they gave the required hostages, and with the remnant 
of their followers departed to their distant homes. Macha, with the 
triumphant Ultonians and many spoils, returned to the north. and 
from her dtm she governed wisely the whole of Eire. caring for the 
people in e\·ery part, and making laws whereby they could fashion 
their lives. 

A few years quietly passed, when from Olnemacta came intimation 
of the death of Dithorba, who fell battling against the dwellers on the 
islands of the western sea. He left five sons, warriors of fame, and 
each demanded a share in the rulership of Eire, but :\Iacha returned 
a scornful answer to them, saying: 

"I won my sovereignty in the battle, and only by battle will it be 
torn from me. I retain it, and I deny your right to rule." 

The sons of Dithorba were enraged at the answer of the queen, 
and gathering their people together marched from the west and con­
tended with the Ultonians on the plain of :\Iurthemney, thinking they 
could compel the half-divine :\Iacha to their will. But the victory was 
not with the Olnemacian princes, for they suffered utter destruction 
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and loss of all they possessed, and themselves were taken captive by 
the Ultonians, and. in charge of some of their captors, sent as prisoners 
to a dun standing on the wild, rocky coast where Olnemacta and Ulla 
meet, there to brood and plan futilely and vainly for the recovery of 
their lands from the Ultonians and the downfall of the great queen of 
U11a. Nor did they know that the generous-hearted Macha, who had 
spared their lives, had knowledge of their plans and brooclings, and 
that in secret ways she sought to turn them from their mecl ita ted 
treachery. 

Peace was established over the whole of Eire when :\Iacha, dwell­
ing in her dun by Slieve Fuad, thought of Kimbaoth lonely in the 
south, and of the ki:1gly seat by her side unfilled since the death of 
Aedh Ruaidh. She wished that Kimbaoth should rule with her over 
Eire, for indeed ever since her visit to his dun with her father she had 
thought that the son of Fintann WD.s fairer and nobler than a11 other 
men, even the Ultonians. After long thinking she deemed it we11 to 
send this message to the king: "The seat of Aedh Ruaidh is empty. 
Shall we rule over Eire together?" ] oyfully Kimbaoth read these 
words, for he was not indifferent to ~\Iacha; her loveliness and wisdom 
had kindled a fire in his heart which the passing years and his con­
quest by Macha had not extinguished, and though he lacked not 
courage in war, he had never dared to confess his love to her, she 
seemed so great and far away and only half of earth. But now, giving 
his kingdom into charge of the tanist, he journeyed with his royal 
retinue to the north, taking with him Art, the dreamy harper, for 
Macha had spoken interestedly of Art and his strange dreamings, and 
he himself wished to be among the Ultonians at the dim of their 
queen. 

So Kim baoth became king of U1la, and well and wisely he helped 
the great queen to rule, and by all the Ultonians they were bel<)\·ed. 
::\Iacha especially. Sometimes an Ultonian, perchance returning from 
some foray, weary and wounded, haply on a dark cold night would 
stray from the chariot-road over the hills or through the woods, and 
because of his weakness and wounds despairii1g, would bid the cha­
rioteer hold the horses in check, and say that there must he rest, even 
though he perish of cold and of pain. Then from the distance would 
gleam a golden ray, and with renewed courage and hope he would arise 
and pursue his journey, kn0\vi1ig that Macha was watching over him, 
and that it was the shining of her magical golden breast-brooch he 
beheld. And for this watchfulness and care the Ultonians held ::\Iacha 
very dear. giving their li\·es willingll· in sen·ice for her. 
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Occasionally a small rebellion would break out among some far­
away tribe, which the l.Tltonians speedily quelled, making prisoners the 
seditious leaders. But in the west a greater clout! was rising. The 
son" of Dithorha. in insidious ways and by the use of the ancient 
Fomorian magic, were endeannu-ing to stir the western people into a 
torrent of fury th::1t should o\·erwhelm the north. ~Iacha had reeked 
of this for long; now she said it mu.-;t cease. Calling Kimbaoth to her 
she told him of her determination to travel alone to the forests and 
mountains of Olnemacta, where the son:s of Dithorba had their dwell­
ing, and take them captive with her own hand,.; and bring them into 
1"lla. i\or did t;:.imbaoth try to dis:stwde her from thi:s, for he knew 
that in whate\·er great or \\·arlike feat ~Iacha contemplated or per­
formed she would be guided and guarded by the immortal .:\Ior Reega. 
who was but a name to most of the dwellers in Eire. though by :\Iacha 
antl a few others. druitb chiefly, she was often see11. 

The e\·ening drew nigh 011 \\·hich :\Iacha had determined to journey 
to Olnenncta. and never \\.,1:-i evening more be:mtiful. Behind the trees 
and the hilb the sun slowly di,:appearecl, and soft rainbow-tinted clouds, 
with flaming spear:; darting through them, rose as the forerunner:-; of 
the night, parting here and there to di,close lake,; and sea,; of pale,.;t 
primro,;e-colonred sky. Macha, watching it from her grianan. com­
pared it to the garden of the god:-; as she saw the sunset-blossonh burst 
and fade, and she thought of the gods mo\'ing majestic ancl radiant in 
their unseen world, sending dreams of a hidden beauty to gbclden wear;• 
mortal hearts. Then. hearing the sound of her great war-chariot as it 
rolled to the open door of the dfm, :;he turned away from the window, 
for at the sunset-hour she must depart. 

L\ox. 
( Tu ;,,. omdudnl. l 

ROBERT BlH)\\'~IXG. 

IY.-Hrs \L\GIC 

IF it may he at all permitted to critics to classify poets. perhaps the 
least artit1ci:ll and arbitrary groups into which we can clivitlc them is 
to be fount! in the category-as old as critici:'nl itself-the poeb of man 

and the poets of nature. To most minds. at least, there is a well­
defined difference between the dramatist with his passionate portraiture 
of the life of men, and the dreamer with his passionless glimpsing of 
the he::trt of nature. To e:1ch of these order:> of poetic activitY there is 
a magic which i:-; distincti\·ely ih own. To the dramatist it is found, 
of course, ~1111id the clash ancl movement of acti\·e life, and it.~ theme 
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is the triumph of the soul against fate; it stands for the literary repre­
sentation of the heroic spirit. To the dreamer it is found in the recep­
tion within his heart of all those deep and fine impulses of Being, 
which rise out of a recognition of and an intermingling with the Yast 
and quickening life in star and cloud, in river and tree, in islet and 
ocean. In English literature we associate Shakespeare with the first of 
these, and Shelley or \Vorclsworth with the second. In Browning-of 
whom it has been well said that he is a literature rather than a poet-I 
think we find not merely endless examples of both but numerous in­
stances, say, rather, a whole underlying basis of feeling, in which both 
are welded. To the dreamer, vvho is pure dreamer and not yet seer, the 
presence of men in the mic~t of nature's quick and calm still-life is an 
irritation and a regret. To the dramatist, who is simply dramatist and 
not yet whoily a creati\·e poet, external nature can only he an accessory 
to the groupings of his fancy or the acts of his dramafis persona·. 
But to Browning the action and reaction which relate the world of 
nature to the world of movement, is re\·ealed with an intense realbm 
which is of the essence of true vision. It is not so much that the ex­
ternal universe represents itself to him as the trne setting for hum:m 
activities, as that he perceives that in the last analysb there is nothing 
external; nothing which does not partake of that greatly vague con­
sciousness wherein is enshrined all human hopes and loves, and in 
which tree and flower and rh·er are melted by the poet's passion into a 
sense of vast synthetic being, as mists at twilight merge into a deeper, 
finer play of shadow within the dark embraces of a purple summer­
night. Two stanzas from "By the Fireside," that wonderful love-poem, 
half-lyrical, half-dramatic, with its clinging to elemental nature and its 
intense comprehension of human passion, will serve to show Brown­
ing's power of presentment when dealing with the relations-to us-of 
this mystic nature-consciousness, which seems partly within the hunnn 
mind and partly a derivative from without: 

".-\. moment after, and hands unseen 
\Vere hanging the night around us fast; 
But we knew that a bar was broken between 
Life and life : we were mixed at last 
In spite of the mortal screen. 

"The forests had done it; there they stood; 
\Ve caught for a moment the powers at play; 
They had mingled us so, for once and good, 
Their work was done-we might go or stay, 
They relapsed to their ancient mood." 
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Or the,;c three sto.nzas from "Two in the C:unpa,c.;na": 

"For me, I touched a thought, I know, 
Has tanto.lizecl me man:,· times, 

(Like turns of thread the spiders throw 

l\Iocking o.cross our path) for rhymes 
To catch at and k:t go . 

.. Help me to hold it 1 First it left 

The yellowing fennel, run to seed 

There, branching from the brick1\·ork's cleft. 
Some old tomb',.; ruin: y<l!Hlcr \\·ecd 

Took up the floating weft. 

"\\.here one small oro.nge cup amas,.;ecl 

Fi1·e heetles,-blind ami green the}· grope 
Among the honey meal: an1lla;-;t, 

E1·erywhere ou the gra,;sy slope. 

I traced it. Hold it fast." 

207 

In this identification of man and nature there is more than a 

brilliant fancy; there is some waft of that uni1·ersal pantheism which 
is behind all the most magic:1l poetry, and which "see,; e1·erywhere one 

consciousnes,;. one life. one spirit; which sees nature and man as the 

primal enwnations of these, and which sees, too, some hint of a deeper 
power th:m 11·c em realize or define bincling us to G,)!l':i tlll.i\·erse by the 

gbnwur of that inward be:wty which will re1-cal ibclf fully to us only 
\Yhen \H~ arc pure enough to realize wh:lt is meant ll\· 

"Letting uatnre ha\·c her \1·a1·, 
\\.hiie he~l\·eu look,; from ib towers." 

It i" indeed in this in,;isteuce upon the: 1·.\lnl: and power of beauty 

a~ an interpreter of the true me:ming,; of life, that poetry hest fulfils its 

function. To catch from nature some hint of tenclerne,;s in the un­
fo:cliug of the flower,;, of courage in the clash of the exultant wa1·es, of 
rl:Yercnce and fidelity in the solemn-fronted cliff and lllicl;mging 

mountain-top; to tran,;late t1lc.~e cuth-voicl:s into the vernacnlar or 
common life ancl find in the J-emote,;t and most ,;hadowy beaut\· a fre,.;h 
impulse toward,.; high li,·ing-this is the work of the ideal poet, and 

here the genins of Browning fimb apt and cl!arac~nistic ,.;cope, and his 
generun,; trn,;t in life find,; free and fresl1 c:xpre,; . ..;i<lu. It is not mere\\· 

tint his jny in !Ltture is not s;1hduec1 b1· hi,; pcrceptiun from afar of the 
"stiil. ,;;](] lll\1:-iic or hnnunity," but that he lll<dnLlcl':-i this mu;,ic by a 
harlllOll\. from thv \\·oriel of deeper ,;ong. \\·hic!I hi~ ,;pirit h:b touched in 
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company with the brooding heart of nature. As the mus1c of nature 
is chastened for \Vorcbworth and for "Keats by the reminiscence of 

human pain, so the discords of life are resolved for Browning by the 
calm tones of spontaneous joy ,,·hich he hears \\·elling up within nature, 

calling men to retum to a wise and serene simplicity of life. This 
voice sountb clearer in "Pippa l':1sses ., than in any other poem I know, 

clearest of all in the imperishable ~.ong, "The Ye:u's at the Spring,'' 

and perhaps abo' in the less-quoted: 

·• Qycrhead the tree tops meet, 

Grass :ll!cl flowers ,;pring 'neath one's feet; 
There was nought abo,·e me and nought below 

My childhood had not learnt to know: 
For, what are the voices of birds 
Ay, and of beasts-lmt words, our won b. 

Only ,;o much more S\Yeet? 

The knowledge uf that with my life began. 
Bnt I had so near nJ:Hle out the sun. 

And coun tetl your stars, the se\·en ancl one, 

Like the fingers on my h::md : 
Nay, I could all but understand 
\\'herefore throngh hea\·en the \Yhite moon ranges: 

And just when out of her ,;oft fifty ch:mges 
:::\o unEuniliar face might o\·erlook me­

Suddenly God took me." 

This with its duub:e climax-c. climax in the song itself and a 

climax in the development of the drama-is magic indeed. 
It is of the e,;senee of natural magic that it ren:ab by concealment. 

Flashing upon us glimpses of its intimacy \\·ith nature, ,;]wwing the 

quickest pulses of her li1"'c, interpreting the vi•·id lightning,; of her 

laughter and her passion, it is mon' than indifferent to the search for 
aml analysis of the law .. ; hy which the mysteries of nature are laid bare 
to human thought. It tends rather to hide them, to c:tst round them a 

light so dazzling that we cannot pierce it tlnough by any intensity of 
gaze; a gbmour so clinging that we woul(l not d.isturb ib \\·itchery if 

we could. •That we gain from this love-light cast upon life for us by 
the skill of the magician far more than we lose who can doubt; but it 
remains true, the while, that for a comprehension of natur,•'s secrets, 

her modes. her laws, not glan\()\lr but in,;ight is our need. Y d it is 

a healthy instinct which induces us to turn from law t•l !iC-c itse:r, 
and though glamour 111:1\' he> a \\·eakness to arlin its c1p:1c·it,· :h inte:·-
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prckr, it J:i. nonetheless, a most f·=rtile source of inspiring emotion. 
This feeling for the magical in life and art is behind all Browning',; 
best work, and it is not surprising to know, therefore, that he found 
such rapture in music-the most magical, although in another con­
nection the most law-impelled, of the arts, or that he could express its 
secret charm so perfectly as in the,;e stanzas from Abt Vogler: 

"All through my keys that gave their sounds to a wish of my soul. 
All through my soul that praised as its wish flowed visibly forth. 
All throu~h music and me! For think. had I painted the whole. 
\\'hy. there it had stood, to set,, nor the process so wonder-worth. 
1-bd I written the same, made yer,;e-still, effect proceeds from 

can,;e, 

Ye knmY why the forms are fair. ye hear how the tale is told; 
It is all triumphant art, but art in obedience to laws. 
Painter and poet are proud, in the :lrtist"list enrolled : 
But here is the finger of God. a flash of the will that can, 
Existent behind all laws: that made them, and, lo, they are I 
And I know not if, sa\'e in thi,-;, such gift be allowetl to man, 
That out of three sounds he frame, not a fourth :iotmd but a st:u. 
Consider i~ wdl: each tone of our scale in itself is nought; 
It .is e\·erywhere o\·er the world,-lond, soft, and all is ,;aid : 

GiYe it to me to use! I mix it with two in my thought, 
And. there!. Ye have heard and seen: consider and bow the 

ht·:tcl! .. 

"::\ot a fourth sound but a star." Here is ma~ic at its ,;implest 
and pun.:s( where given elements, :re~inangecl. produce. not a mathe­
maticaliy ckdncihle equi\·alent, but an altogether greater and fairer 
result. into \\'hich i,; blent a light, a 'orm. a thou~l!t, a vision. borrowed 
from a world beyoncl. and in which the mighty largess of nature is 
aided by a sudden ai1l.ucnce of power from behind, where 

"Vi,;ibly in his garden walketh God.'' 

It wa,; his inten,;e joy in mu:;ic. in art, in the sights and sounds of 
nature, which gave to Brmn1ing-a:-; to every poet-the power of vi\·icl 
expression without which his teaching would be bare of he:mty ancl his 
impulse barren of vitality, but we must not forgel that e\·en with him 
natural ma~ic j,.; ~uborclinate e\·er to the purposes of soul. Although 
so deeplY allied by temperament to the pleasure:,; which abound to the 
lover of the \\'Oncllancl and the sea, hi,; dominant feeling is al\\'ays 
hn1n:\11 i~tic He has balanced for us fineh tht: ri\·al appeab of the 
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world uf men and the worlJl of nature in the son.C!," wi1ich clu:-;e,.; the 
first section of" Fcrishtah',.; F~mcie;," and has ca,.;t in his mn1 lot ancl 

the lot of hi:-; life's companion with the host of human soub: 

'·Round th the wild creatures, 0\·erhead the trees, 
l'nderfoot the moss tracks-life and loYe with these!· 
I to wear a fawn skin, thou to dress in flowers: 
All the long lone :-;ummer day that greenwood life of ours. 

•· Rich-pa\·ilioned, rather-still the world without­
Inside, gold-roofed silk-walled silence round about' 

Queen it thou on purple-I at watch and ward, 
Couched heneath the colnmm gne. thy sla\·e, love's gnarcl! 

"S<l, for u,; no world? Let throngs press thee to me! 

up and LJOWn allliLJmen, heart !Jy heart fare We! 
\\'cleo me sy ualid vesture, har:;h voice, hateful. face! 

Cod is soul, soub I and thou: with soub should snub h:n·e 
place." 

And having made this choice he brought to his chosen life a magic 
and a glamour zmcl a light such as has rarely been shed upon the heart 
of man : a light burrowed not alone from star and sun and from that 
other mystic source of which \Vorcbworth speaks in his " Lines on a 
Picture of Peel Castle in a Storm," but a new light of penetrating 10\·e 
and qnickening faith, struck by him,.;elf from human hearb. which 
shine,.; npon e\·ery study he has g::\-ell us of the soul in a,.;piration. 

satisfaction or defeat. and which corruscates grandly abo\·e the brows 
of all his heroes. It is this that is at last the richest, deepest kind of 

magic. this that thrilb us with his own poignant hopes and nuke:-; us 
realize intensely, 

"That he, at least, believed in God, was very sure of soul." 

o~r.\R. 
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THE \\"HITE SPJI.UT OF SOLITUDE. 

THE crescent moon shone from behind a fleecy cloudlet. The 

monotonous chant of the wanos rose softly on the evening air, as if 
singing a lullaby to all sounds that would break the quietnde. 

On a rock o\·erlooking the se:t :-.tood a woman, listening to the 10\\" 

music, which seemed to grow softer. fainter, fainter still, lingering now 

as a dying echo. ami at last like a sigh becan1e lost in the stillness. 
"I am come because I am weary a1Hl tired," said the woman, 

answering a n;ice which seemed near yet iar a\Yay; and raising her 
eyes she saw before her a radiant figure crowned with light, and robed 
111 g·:1nnenh of dazzling shimmering whitene,.;s. 

"I am the \\"hite Spirit of Solitude. whom fe11· mortals haye courage 

to seek,'' s::tid the figure. "\Veary iucleecl must thou be to enter my 

realm so far. \Vhat has tired thee ,;o?" he asked compassionately. 
"Life," said the \YOm::tn, aml after a pause she continued: "Life is 

hut a fleeting phantom borne on the wings of time. Its tempting S\\·eet­
ness fade,; away like the twilight when descends the night." 

The White Spirit :-;miled and in ::t voice of great tenderness said: 

"KnmY ye not that from me is born light and peace? Know ye 

not that ye entered my presence because yon brought with you the 
magic \LliHl Experience, and from its llepth,.; I weaye this crown of 
peace. Rai,.;ing his hand a shining erU\\"11 appeared. 

In silence: he placed it on her l>r<J\\·, then softly said: "Bring 
tlwnght:; that send good-will to thy fdluws and from them will shine 

the jewc:b in thy crown. The dying echo will w::tft thee gently to and 
fro. till thou can,.;t ride in thought the gulf 'twixt shore and shore." 

A lo\Y lm:;hed ,.;ound fell upon the ear:o of the woman. 

"\Vhat are men and \YOm en to thee now? " said the voice, now 
grcm·ing fainter and fainter. 

"Thoughts in me!llory," :;aid the woman, with a sigh, as she lis­
tened to the low chant of the w::t ves. 

The woman gazed long and silently at the bright stars, shining so 
far away in the great dome of space, then with a smile on her lips and 

a great peace in her heart, she turned and walked towards the flickering 
lights of the \"ilbge. 

A. P. n. 
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ABRA:\I TEGNER: A XARR.--\TI\'E. 

1L\.XY long years have passed since the day that a single wanderer 
appeared where now the broad waters of Puget Sound spread between 
the craggy hills and mountains of that far-off corner of the far west. 
The days of ancient glory that were hers in a long distant age had left 
no trace of their existence, and only the memory of the traveller could 
see that there had e\·er been a race of people there who once ruled the 
world of thought and endeavour. But such was the fact, and this man 
had returned to the ancient seat of his race to again people the spot 
with the images of the long-forgotten clays. His advent was the re­
newal of settlement and the impulse to a development of the forces that 
had so long slept unused and unknown. His mission accomplished he 
departed as unnoticed as his arrival, and the lapse of time has oblite­
rated any records, if such existed, that he had e\·er been there. 

But now that the opening of the new age has prepared some to 
know of this circumstance, it is to be here recorded who he was, and 
why he was there. The man was Abram Tegner, an old Dutch trader. 
who sailed from Rotterdam in the year 1836 to Java, and from thence to 
the little town of San Diego. where he visited some Indian chiefs, with 
whom he was connected by a mutual tie of friendship in a certain work 
that does not depend upon any very close physical relationship. 

Having prepared the way for certain things that must at some 
future day be disclosed, he sailed up the coast and finally entered the 
Sound where his principal work was to be accomplished. He was of a 
family that had always been in union with the eastern school of magic, 
and his boyhood had been spent in the far east, where his father was 
engaged in a large trade with the islands of the Indian Archipelago, 
and he had in his pursuit of the same business been informed of the 
facts of some of his previous incarnations, and of his relationship to 
the coming change in the destiny of the white race. His soul had 
blossomed out in a way that made him an instrument for great designs, 
and he accepted his lot as a pupil shquld, diligently and obediently. 
striving to perform the will that called him, to the course that he after­
wards so steadfastly pursued. His first impulse when being directed 
was to hasten his steps to the new world and await the time of his final 
effort: but this he saw was unwise, and so he remained quietly indif­
ferent until he saw that the day was approaching for him to accomplish 
the final effort of his task. 
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His journey had for its object the destruction of a last sole monu­
ment of the ancient (l:lys, which if it had remained ,;tanding \Yotlld 
have disclosed a fact that it was not wise the worlll ,.;lwuld know until 
the proper ti:ne was ripe. Thi,.; monument \\·a,; situatecl 011 a large 

promonton that jutted out frum the north :;ide of the southern enclos­

ing heacllanll of the Suund, and is the only ptlint where the imtniry or 
curiositv of a new settlement has not cared to penetrate. 

\\'hen he arri\·ed a vast and silent \vilclerness inclosed the deep 
purple waters of thi,.; \\·onderfnl cha.;m, that stretche,.; its tortuous way 

so many miks between the hills. and which is an imperishable testi­
mony of the titanic force that rL'nt asunder ib rocky \Valb at the la,.;t 
final effort of the earth to repel the approach of an unwelcoJlle destiny. 
The days of old contain many buri;:cl secrets, hut none more terrible 

than the one repo,;ing where tlti; cloum-writ glyph spreads its fateful 
record before the face of man. 

The hours oi Tegner·s stay were short, hut what he ,;aw and did 

are now to lJe disclosed. Hi.-; party landed at the foot of a cliff of 
almost perpendicular L1ce tlnt m.se from the (hrk waters to the height 

of some se\·en hundred feet, and then retreated to a cli,.;tance of a 
hullllrell and fifty feet. rising again from thence to an altitude of a 
thousand feet more, ending in a lenJ stunmit of about twenty acres in 
extent and lwllowed a little in the centre, where a wall or \Tin of quartz 

seemed t~J lclrl!l a ring or bonuclary. 
\\'hen Tegner arriYed on this spot, h:n·ing~ left his comp:miuns at 

the terrace of the cliJT, he found standing before him a man of majestic 
a,;pcct, clad in a white tnnic that reached to his knees and was confined 
at his \\~aist by a belt of purple,. and clasped by a bmacl lmckle that had 

in its centre a single large diamond cut in a triangular form and which 
blazed with a shimmering opalescent light. Hi-; :ums were hare nearly 

to the ,.;hou!clcrs, and on his right breast ~hone a se\·en-pointcd star of 

gold with a huge sapphire in its centre. Over his slwulders hung a 
cloak of purple tint. and round hi,.; neck a golden chain supported on 

his breast a large image of a human heart in lapis lazuli, with an enor­
mous ruby in its centre. His Jcg~s \\~ere hare, but his feet \\·ere Ctl\'Cred 
by sandab curiou,.;ly decorated with eagle's Cl:t\\~s inlaill in .gtlld. and 

forming clasp:-; for the" thongs of leather that buund them tu his feet. 
Hi:i hair w:1s long and wavy and of a tawny gol(len l111e. and hi,; skin 
was of a curious bronze or copper) tint that glmre(l with the fire of 

perfect he"alth and vigour. His eye;, large, dark. an(l luminous, shone 

with kindly Cl:din:~, and hi,; face, absent of he:1rd. glowell \\·ith the 
spirit of an indo:::i~:1hk \\·ill, and though ,;twn:_:· an(l coniiiLlJHling was 
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full of a nohle tenderness that could not escape the most careless 
ob,;cn·ation. 

He advanced a few step,; and made a peculiar sign. which Tegner 
immediately an,;wered, and then the two cla,;ped hand,; and talked long 
and earnestly. At last he turned and led Tegner to a small octagon­
shaped building of red porphyry that stood in the centre of the basin 
already referred to, and stooping entered the low door that was in the 
side approached. The building ibelf was about twenty feet in diameter 
and eight feet high. co\·ered with a roof of stone slabs that rose to a 
point in the centre from each one of the facets of the prism, which the 
buihling formed. In the centre of the room, which had no light save 
that of the open door, was a stone pillar that supported the roof, and in 
front of it, nearest the light, was an altar of onyx, a perfect cube in 
form. and on the flat top was inlaid a triangular plate of gold, bearing 
on its surface a drawing of the zodiac, and around the circle the Sans­
krit, Egyptian, Phcenician, and Celtic hi~ratic alphabets. The stranger 
directed Tegner to remove the plate and conceal it about his person, 
which Tegner did, and then led him out of the edifice and to the 
further· confine,; of the plateau on the side ·opposite the sea, and pointed 
to a large white rock that towered abo,·e its fellows on the side of a 
mountain directly south to them. As he did so, a fire suddenly blazed 
forth on it,; summit and was answered by others to the south as t~n· as 
the eye could see, and the stranger, turning to Tegner, g<1\·e hi_m a little 
package and bade him lay it on the altar where the first fire of the ne\v 
age shoulll be kindled in rS<:Ji, as a memento and sign of that day and 
meeting. He then bade adieu to Tegner, who remained calm and un­
disturhed, and tra\·ersing the slope beneath him was soon lo,;t to view. 
Tegner retraced his steps, summoned his crew, and de1i.10lished the 
little temple. burying the stones at various spots on the terrace. and 
then returned to his ship and sailed away. 

This temple was the last memorial of the great first American race, 
and \\"as erected when they were obliged to leave the land to wander in 
the earth to a land on whose surface they coulci snb.-;ist. Its site is a 
great centre of force, and will, when the time is ripe. be used as a land­
mark of a<h·ancement towards a more perfect e\·olution. 

There is no further record of Tegner except that he \\":tS seen in 
London early in r89h in company with an Indian Rajah, and had with 
him the identical tablet of 18,36 .. He is a man of medium height. 
apparently about fifty years of age, aml has a long beard that falls O\"Cr 
hi~ chest in rippling \\"~l\·e~ of black. His b.:aring is kindly and his 
ho<ly erect and ,-ig-oron~. 
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He \\·ill. it would seem, be of sen·ice hereltler to some who have 

in Yiew the preparation for a better age, and he will then reveal his 
true personality and pnrpo,.;e. 

ROLLO. 

[~OTE.-The ancient Americans were not, as some suppose. the 
earliest offshoot of a prior race. but were a primeval race that was the 
et11orescence of a prior cycle. and ;:heir mission was simply to start a 
new impulse in the fe\\" remaining fragments of humanity that remained 
as a ,;ee<l for the present world',; populatiun. They ha\-e disappeared as 
a race. but their effort is behind all the cle\·elopment,; of our modern 
progTe,;,.;, and their work is not yet accomplishecl, for the present change 
of types of men i,.; their handiwork and their mission. They haye for 
long ye:1rs. through the selected few, been preparing for a great effort 
to ,.;et hack the tide of materialism, and to cli\·ert into nature the forces 
that will destroy the mass, but lea\-e the few to go on untrammelled by 
the bitter strife for gain that characterizes the present degraded con­
dition of all nations and all societie~;. 

The seat of their work has lately been removed to the new world ; 
and when the hour for the change. now rapidly approaching, is come, 
they will appear through chosen ittstruments and direct the final en­
cle:n·our that has, for its object, the rescue of tho,.;e of our fallen 
brothers that may remain to look for he! p when the tidal wa \'es and 
earthquake,; haYe finished their awfL1l \Hlrk.-RIJU.o.J 

T\nl :-.rr-::-; walk together through the comnwn :n·ocations of life. 
Their details arc almost exactly similar: their ficl<l uf action lies among 
the easy le\-eb of the commonplace. 

Neither of the two strike the casual beholder as being in any way 
removed from the general mass of humanity which follows such herd­
like similarity of thought and deed. Yet between the two a difference 
exists which is nothing short of that which sep:trates the bulk of man­
ki ncl from its heroes. 

Let us follow them, \\·ith open eyes, in their daily walk. and learn 
something. if we can. of th': process by which heroes are made. Such 
stud\· i,.; sublintch· instructiYe, and it lies \\·ithin our reach dail;:, hourly, 
had we the learning heart. 

The fir.;t rnan has all the \·irtue:' am! mo,.;t of the failings resulting 
from that meritorious combination of pnhlic school, professional and 
,.;oci:ll lii"c. \\·hich m:1ke-; np the etruipment ol· the moclern ·• gentleman." 
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Beyond the easy requirements of his well-mastered profession he has 
not thought a thought an inch deep. His life is smooth, simple, and 
straight sailing; his ruling passion-nonetheless paramount because 
he is generally unaware of it-is a desire to stand well with his fellow­
men. Nevertheless, e\·en if none but himself existed on this planet, I 
doubt if he would ever be tempted to infringe the instincts of "good" 
behaviour, because such men as he have self-love so deeply ingrained 
that it forms a substitute for principle, scarcely distinguishable even by 
the most analytical mind. 

Virtue, good beha\;iour, and respect for the proprieties of life have 
been jammed so tightly into the brains of the present generation, side 
by side with their Greek and Latin and what smattering of science is 
necessary for a Government examination, that such things h::we become 
as much a part of the respectable man as the laws which regulate his 
behaviour in a drawing-room. Regular attendance at church has given 
him enough religion to enable him to find his places readily in the 
Prayer Book, and even, on the delivery of the morning text, to recall 
the context without the trouble of looking it up. Beyond this he has 
no occasion to go, for some of us to .. day have not the instinct of devo­
tion so strongly developed as our brothers of the Soutli Sea Islands. 

Nevertheless, our man has many qualities to which we feel we 
ought to be very kind. The life that centres and closes around his 
little personality is pure and healthy anc,l of good repute. He is as 
particular about his pleasures as about his linen, and with the same 
result-that they are spotless and often renewed. Our modern respect­
able lives a life which he is not ashamed for the most punctilious to 
look into. His business is well done; his small self-indulgences pro­
duce no palpably harmful effect either on mind or body. He lives, if 
he has an aim at all, for the hours that come when the office-door is 
closed. Pleasure is to him the great summum bollum, and in pleasing 
himself he does not fail to give pleasure to others, for he is essentially 
an agreeable, courteous, and well-conditioned soul. By-and-bye, after 
a few indiscretions, too unimportant even to be remembered in a lady's 
drawing-room, he marries, and reaches thereby his very apotheosis of 
respectability. The cares and joys of family life age him a little-we 
will not say mature, for he has not yet become acquainted with any 
condition that implies growth-his temper is less sunny than it used 
to be before babies and bills became unyielding factors in his hitherto 
easy experience. Nevertheless, he loves his \\;ife and children with the 
love that is begotten of a keen sense -nf ownership, and they in return 
look up to him as the foant of every earthly blessing-. 
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Sumetimes it saclly happens that such as he are cut off in their 
bodily prime, and the world laments, for a moment, what it is pleased 
to call a valuable loss, and qu~stions the wisdom of PrO\·iclence in not 
len·ing the blameless to lea\Tll a \\·orld of initFtity. But the large 
majority of our respectable men lin! on to a respect:1ble old age, when 
they seem to sink out of life from sheer cli;;inclination to keep them­
seh·es going any longer. I suppoca::, ha\·ing come to the end of the 
straight rut in which they have been complacently running all their 
liH!:-i, they ha,·e no recourse but to ,;tep out of it into--? Ah well! 
such is much of our national life in the year of the Diamond Jubilee! 

Xow onr second man is equally commonplace, but with a differ­
ence. He, too, lns passed through the triple combination of experi­
ences before-mentioned. but it has contributed little to his actual 
formation. In his c:1se there was a ,.;trong substratum of incli\·iclnality 
ready fa,;hioned and coloured, before education began it,; stamping and 
obliterating process, with the result that he enters life with clear and 
definite ideas upon it. Out\\·anlly our two men do not diifer. Each 
has his a\·ocations, his pleasures, his standing iu the world. Both con­
form to the conventi<JIJalities of the exi,.;ting social order; but only the 
wise can detect the deep gulf th~1t lies between those brother-souls. 
For the man we are now drawing is a true man-a man alive. E\·er 
since he was old enough to formulate an ab,;tract thought. he has not 
stopped working at the (to him) most natural question of what he was 
meant for. He w:1s intelligent enough, at the outset, to see around 
him many different ways of living the same life. He studied hi,; re­
spectable neighbour, ancl the result was unsatisfactory from the point 
of view of incentive and enlighteument. He asked of his church for 
the meaning of life, :1ml got it in one vague worcl-hea\·en. 

This dnJ\·e him further hack into the safe region of hi,; own 
thoughts. If life w:1s the outcome of thought, then by thought alone 
could life's meaning be revealed. "He himself-the eternal He, from 
who,;e pressing consciousness there was no escape-\Yhat did he repre­
sent in a uniyerse whose many part:-; seemed but to radiate to himself 
as a common centre? By-aJHl-bye he saw it: faintly at first, then with 
a clearness which inspired him with purpo,;e. He knew he was at 
wurk on a structure who,;e lines were laid long back by him, the same, 
the age-long worker; a structure out-riYalling in intricacy and daring 
grandeur of design the mightiest product of a human brain. That 
structure was self, and-ah. when he him,;elf \\·as finished. who could 
say what ebe had not also reo;ulted from th:1t g-odlike attainment, the 
building of a man? 
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Thi~ tlwught took root and grew, filling hi~ life with the majesty 

of great possibilities. In his glowing imagination he ,;aw the growth 

of a race dependent on his growth, his endeavours, his e:tger grasp at 
what seemed to him the truth. And who shall say he wa,; wrong) 

But fate was not kind to our enthusiast sa\;e that she hatl gin:n 
him a nature that instinctin:ly balanced true. She took care to shmY 

him that his present ,;p:m of work was merely to chip and slwpe his 
stones, and lay them prosaically into a plain and le\·el foundatinn. 

\Vhereupon he checked his high entlmsia,;m, anti forgot the growth of 

the r:tce, sa,·e as a dist:tnt, sub-conscious incenti\·e to the patient task 
of laying brick on brick, with the aid of 8. line am] plummet. So he 
droppetl. a,; we haYe seen, into the commonplace gro,)ve to which his 
fate 8.ssign eel him, 8.nd el howed his respectable neighbour in church, in 

bu,.;iness, and in society; spe:tking the language of cl8.ily thing,;, but 
with 8.n accent that \\·as music8.l with a great beauty of trust. For he 

knew that fate had better and greater things in store for him who was 
faithful in the lesser. He knew-for he had felt the pressure of the 
deeps within him-that he, the humble member of a sm8.ll English 

community, W8.S but the temporary cover of something whose greatness 
was not to be measured or confined by terms of man-made enYiron­
ment. And so he rests satisfied with a quiet place, pros:tic, unspiritual, 

as many of us count spirituality; devoid of the glamour of "R'Jod 
works'' and noisy ;:tpprobation. He: rcg;:ucb hi,; profession less as a 
mean,; of money-g;etting than 8.S a furtherance of the weal of the com­

munity. The ,;oci:ll life in which he participates is a reflection-often 

distorted-of that innate notion of brotherhood \\·hich. is at the hcarb 
of all men. For this reason he is sociable deliberately, and with a 

purpose other and higher than self-gratification and worldly expedi­
ency. His home is a centre th8.t calls out the heart c1ualities of all who 

come within its beneficent radius. for the potent reason that its occu­

pants are regarded not as possessions but 8.S souls, living forces dra\\·n 
to him by the power of affinity, teachers, lovers and friends. 

He conforms to the current religion wheneyer he fincb opposition 

to be harmful or useless. hut his faith is not to be found between the 
co\'ers of any one book. hm1·e1·er hoary. Deep within his heart of 
heart he !.:nozcs what he seeks, and where; he feels the core of true 

religion to lie in 8.n inner attitude, a deep aspiration, 8.11 unceasing 
de1·otion to a greatness within anLl beyoml him. The precise object of 

thi,; faith. this de\·<ltion, he could not tell yon in so many words, for he 
is a plain man, nnnsecl to rhapsodical fl.ig;hh, kno11·ing only that there 
exisb, as a \·en· p:trt of himself, a Light wh,,;c mirror is the homely 
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waters of the daily round, in whose reflection all common things grow 
beautiful. 

He is no ardent philanthropist, this quiet liver-plunging about 
the world to do good, he knows not how or to whom. His one purpose 
is so to live that the real life in him is developed day by day a little 
more. trusting to the outtlowering of that life to bring about all neces­
sary .. good" to himself and all around him. 

And so he mO\·es through his appointed sphere, an incarnated 
peace, because he has seen his life smile upon him in its true meaning 
of a divine manifestation, and has subordinated all desires to a quiet 
purpose-the purpose that comes to one who knows himself to contain 
the seed-life of an unthinkable future. CHARLOTTE E. \\'oons. 

COXYE~TIO~ OF THE T. S. E. (ENGLA~D). 

THE Third Annual Convention of the T. S. E. (E.) was held at the 
Hardman Asse.mbly Rooms, Liverpool, on Monday, August 2nd. There 
was a good attendance of delegates and members, and E. T. HargrO\·e 
was present from America, bringing with him the good wishes of the 
Society there, and also a message expressing Mrs. Tingley's regret at 
her una\·oidable absence. During the Convention a telegram of greet­
ing was received from the Leader. 

Dr. Keightley was elected permament chairman, ant~ under his able 
hands the business part of the proceedings \vas soon got through. One 
very satisfactory announcement made was that the number of Branches 
and members had trebled itself during the past year, a fact which 
speaks volumes for the energy and enthusiasm of our English brethren. 
One of our Swedish brothers carried a greeting from the. Christiana 
Lodge, and D. N. Dunlop and F. ] . Dick spoke for " ould Ireland," 
while Miss Neresheimer brought greetings from her father, receiving 
the heartiest of welcomes from the Convention. Various reports were 
read and various committees formed, and then the whole Convention 
cheerfully and smilingly submitted to a quarter of an hour's purgatory 
in a broiling sun while having its photograph taken. 

During tire afternoon session the election of officers took place, 
and is as follows: Pn·sidt:nt, Dr. A. Keightley; I "ia-Prcsidmt, S. G. P. 
Coryn; Treasurer, E. Adams; Librarian, Miss Kate Lambert. Then 
followed a discussion of Activities, Literature, etc. As at the other 
recent Conventions, music ·was an important feature. In the evening 
a conversazione was held at the house of H. :\iilton Savage, secretary 
of the Everton Centre, which proved a very pleasant ending to the 
Conven tinn. 
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A most succe~,;ful public meeting was held on the preceding Sun­
day eYening, ,,-hen a large auclience li;-;tened attenti1·ely, and by their 
applause showed that the spirit and purpose of Theosophy are be­
ginning to be recognized as acceptable and worthy of ,;upport. Dr. 
Keightley, Dr. Coryn, S. Coryn, E T. HargrO\·e. and D. "X. Dunlop 
were the speaker:-;, and the speeche:o, especially the last tiYO, were 
heartily applauded. 

All through the Convention was animated by a feeling of good 
felluw:ohip, which ,;hows that the >;pirit is growing equally \Yith the 
body; and one felt that the links between Branche:-; and member::; were 
being welded more firmly and closely together. It is good to· see old 
friends, good to make new ones,· and for this, if nothing more, one 
woulcl hail an occasional C01n·ention a:-; :1 1·ery good thing indeecl. 

NOTICE. 

~Ir-:s. CtE.\THER. appointed by :\Irs. Tingley as Home Cru;-;acler for 
Europe, desire,; to commence work in September. Branches and 
Centres anywhere who wish to :n-ail themselYes of her ,;en·ices, either 
publicly or at their own meetings, are reqne::;ted to commtmicate with 
me at once, so that a programme may be immediately arranged. 

The expen::;es of the Home Cru::;ade are considerable. including 
cheap and free liter:J.ture f<?r distribution at the meetings. Donations. 
snull and large. will be gladly recei\·ecl, and will in some part be de­
voted during the winter to providing brotherhoud :onppers in \·arious 
place:-;, at which ~Irs. Cleather will ,,peak. 

(J_1 , Queen A IIIII' ,)'tnd. 

Caz'oldisiL ,)'rJiiilrl', Lo11:!on. If~ 

HERBERT CORYX, 
Director o/ Home Crusad(. 

THE T. S. I~ Et;ROPE (TREL\SD\. 

13. EcsT.\CE S:-REET. Dn1ux. 

THE Dublin Lodge has been very quiet for the past month, owing 
to many of the members being away in different parts ()f the couutry, 
but soon it will be in full activity again, as the session begins shortly. 
It has had the benefit oC visits from three active member,; of Eng­
lish Branches-the \-ice-l're~ident of the Cardiff Lodge, the Presi­
dent of the Portsmouth Lodge, and the Treasurer of the Romfonl 
Lodge. It grieveth us exceedingly that, with these among us, the time 
for unr pnblic lectl~res w,ts nut. RoBT. E. CtHTES . .!Jon. Stc. 

Printctl 011 "THE lRIS!f THEOSOPHIST" PrPSS, l.). Eustace Stn·ct, ])uhlin. 
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The Irish l""'heosophist. 

THE F0SXTAINS OF YOUTH. 

I HL\RD that a strange woman, dwelling on the western coast, who 

had the repute of belling by faery power, said a little before she died, 

"There's a cure for all things in the well at Ballykeele": and I know 
not why at first, but her words lingered with me and repeated them­
selves again and ag:1in, and by degrees to keep fellowship with the 
thought they enshrined came more antique memories, all I had heard 
or dreamed of the Fountain,; of Youth; for I could not doubt, haYing 

heard these fountains spoken of by people like herself, that her idea 

had a druid ancestry. Perhaps she had bent over the pool until its 
darkness grew \Y:ln :1nd bright and troubled with th<..: movements of a 
world within and the agitation:i of :1 tempe;-;tuous joy; or she had 
he:ud, as m:1ny still hear, the wild call to" Come aw:1y,'' from entreat­

ing lips and flame-encircled bees, or was touched by the star-tipped 
fingers, and her heart from the faery world Gtme nc:ver b:1ck ag:1in to 

dwell as before at ease in this isle of grey mi,;b and misty sunlight. 
The~e thing,; are not fable only, for Ireland is still a land of the gods, 

and in out of the way place:i we often happen on- wonderlands of 

romance and mystic be:~ut;:. I haYe spoken to people who have half 
parted from their lo\·e fur the: world in a longing for the pagan pamclise 
of Tir-na-nog, and nwny who arc outwanlly obeisant to another reli­
gion are altogether pagan in their hearts, and Me:tve the Qllcen of 
the \Vestern Host is more to them than ~Iary Queen of He~n·-:n. I w:ts 

told of this ::\I eave that lately she \Vas seen in vision by a pc:asan t, who 
made a poem on hc:r, calling her "The Be:mt\· of :11l Beauty" : and the 
man who tole! me this of his friend lucl him-;elf seen the jdted foun­
tains of firc:-mist winding up in ,.;piral whirls to the --;k\·, and he tou hacl 

heard of the Funnt:tins of Youth. 
The natuul longing in ev<..:n- hc::1rt that ih ynHLh shall not perish 
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nwke,; onL: ponc!L:r and sigh over this magical pa,;t when youth, ecsta,;y, 

and beauty welled from a bountifu·1 nature at the sung appeal of her 
druid children holding hand in bmd around the sacred cairn. Onr 
heart,; remember : 

.-1 z,:ind b!u~.·s b_F us jicding 
A lung !IlL· real_!' strand: 

And suddoz uur hearts arc beating 
Again in fhL' druid-land . 

. ~1 II sih•cr-pa!c, enchant a(. 

Tlzc air-:i'orld lies 011 tlu kills, 
And the fields of light arc planted 

rr-itlz flzc da;:cn-ji-ail daffodils. 

Tlze yellu;:,• lca:'I'S arc blu~.·ing 

The hour z<·lzoz the ;:eind-gud ;:,·ew;.•cs, 

And hides tlzc stars and their glou:•ing 
In a mist of dajfodil lcaz·cs. 

Tf "L· stand in glimmaing ;:e/zitencss. 
Eadz j(uc like tlzc da_v-star fair, 

And ra_l'<'d about in its brightness 
TI!tlz a da<i'll of d(Vfodil air . 

. ~1 nd tlzrouglz each w!.~ifc robe gleaming . 

. -lnd zmdc-r eadz sno'Z<'-7i'hitc breast, 
[; a goldm dream-light strmming 

Li!.:c c;:·c tlzrough an opal 7£'est. 

On!' lzand to !ftc lzeart, anot!tcr 

.Ill: raist to !ht da;;•u on high; 
For tile wn in t!tc heart is brother 

7~> tlu· sun-lzmrt of the sA~!'. 

A ~z:;;!tt comes rising and falling, 
As ringed in the druid choir 

H~· sing to tlzc sun-god, cailing 

By !tis JWJJIC of )'diou: fire. 

T!tc !ouch ol t/z,; dczt'-ZI.'d grassts. 
Tlu· brca!lt of the da~.~n-cool 7<'ind, 

TT'illi t!tc da;:en of tlte god-l~s-l!t p,rssrs 

.·1 nd t/11· <t•or/d is /cfi !>dtind. 
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TFe drink of a fountain giz·ins 
Tile Jox of tile gods. a 11d t!tcJl­

Tiu Land of tile Ez·tr-li~·ing 
Has passof from us again. 

Passed jar btyond all saying, 
}·or 17tCJIIOJ)' 0/l~l' 7t'UlZ'tS 

Oiz a silz·er dazi'll oulra_rillg 

.~ doud of daffodil ltaz·cs. 

And not indirectly through remembr:mce only, but when touched 
from within by the living beauty, the soul, the anc'ient druicl m nwn, 
renews its le:~gue with the elements; ancl sometimes as the twilight 
vanishes and night lays on the earth her tender brow, the woods, the 
mountains, the clouds that tinted like ser:~phim t1oat in the v:~st. and 
the murmur of water, wind and trees, melt from the gaze and depart 
from the outward ear and become internal rcn:rics and contemplations 
of the spirit, :111Cl are no more separate but are part of u,;. Yet these 
vanishings from us and mo\·ement:' in worlds not realizecl, leave us 
only more thirsty to drink of a deeper twture where all things arc dis­
solved in ecstasy, and heaven and earth are lost in God. So we turn 
seeking for the traces of that earlier wi,;dom which guided man into 
the Land of Immortal Youth, and assuaged hi,; thirst at a more brim­
ming flood at the Feast of A:-;-e, the ban<!llet which :\Ianannin the 
Danann king in:-;tituted in the haunt of the Fire-god, ancl whoe\·er 
partook knew thereafter neither wearine,;,;, decay, nor death. 

These mysteries, all that they !eel to, all that they promised for the 
spirit of man, are opening to-clay for us in clear light, their fabulous 
distance J...,ssens. and we hail these kingly ide:lb with as in ten,.;e a trust 
aud with more joy, perhaps, than they dicl who were boru in those 
purple hours, because we arc emerging from ccnturie,; incle,.;cribably 
meagre and squalid in their thought, ami every new revelation has for 
lt:-i the sweetness of sunlight to one after the tears and sorrow of a 
prison-house. The well at Ballykede is, perhaps, a humble starting­
point for the contemplation of such mighty mysteries; but h·~lT where 
the enchanted world lies so clo,.;e it is never safe to say what narrow 
path may not lead through a visionary door into Moy Arg:ltnel. the 
Silver Cloudland of :\Iauannau, where 

" Feet of white bronze 
Glitter thronc;h beautiful ages." 

The Ihn:mn king with a quaint particularity tells Bran 1n the poem 
from which the,.;e lines arc qn"kd, that 
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"There is a wood uf bt::llltiful fruit 

rnder the prmY of thy little skiff." 

\\'hat to Bran ,,·as a spZJ.ce of pale light was to the eye of the god 

a land of pure glory, Iltlatlwch the ::\Iany-coloured Land. rolling- with 
ri,·ers of golden light ami dropping with de\vs of silnT flame. In 
another poem the Brugh by the Boyne, outwardly a little hillock. is 
thus described: 

"Look. and yon will see it is the palace of a gocL" 

Perlwp,.; the mystic warrior,; of the Red Branch saw supernatural 
pillars blazoneLl like the sunset, and entered through great doors and 
walked in lnfty halls with sunset-tinted bt:ings sp<::Jking a more be:mti­
ful \\·i:-:Llom than earth',;. And they there nw~· ha\T ,.;een those famous 
god,; \Yho hac! \\·ithdrawn generations 1Je!ore from Yisible Eire: l\Ianan­

n~1n the dark biu<: king. Lu Lamfada \\·ith the ,.;unri,.;e on his brmY and 

his sling. a wreath of rainbow flame, coiled around him, the Goddess 
Dana in ruhy brilliance. :\uada sih·er-handed, the Dagda with floating 
locks of light shaking from him radiance and song, Angus Oge, around 
whose head the e\·er-\Yinging birds made music, and others in who"e 

company these antique heroes must ha\·e felt the deep joy of old com­
panionship rene\Yetl. tor were not the Danann hosts men of more 

primeval cycles become di\·ine and movers in a divine worlrl. In the 

Brug-h too \Y:ls a fountain. to what uses applied the mystical imagina­
tion \\·orkin,c;· on other legends may ::n:lb~ clcarer. 

The \\"dl of Connla, the parent fountain of m:m\· stream,; Yisible 

and im·isible. \\·a,; the most sacred wcll kno\Yn in ancient Ireland. It 

lay itself bel<JW clccp waters at the source of the Shannon, and these 
waters \\·hich hid it were also mysticaL for they lay between earth am! 
the Lam! of thc C·ods. Here, when stricken suddenly by an internal 

fire, the sacred hazels of \Yisdom and inspiration unfolded at once their 

lc:n·es ancl blo,.;soms ami their scarlet fruit. which falling upon the 
waters dyed them of a royal purple : the nuts were then de\·otuecl by 

Fintann thc Salmon of Knowleclge. and the wisest of the druids par­
took also. This was perhap,.; the greatest of the mysteries known to 
the ancient Gael, and in the bright phantasmagoria conjured up there 

is a \Yild beauty which belongs to all their tale,;. The swldenly arising 
forc:ib of g< ,JtJe:n fire, trees whose roots clrcw honey sweetness from the 

clre:un,.; of a remute divinity, the scarlc:t nub tossing on the purple 

flood. the bric;ht immortals glancing hither and thither, are pictures 
lt:ft of ,.;uml: mYstcrY we may not now unco\·cr. though to-morrow may 
rc\·c:ll it. for the <lawn-lights are glith-rinc;· t:\·crywhere in Ireland. 
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Perhaps the strange woman who spoke of the well at Ballykeele, and 
others like her, may know more about these fountains than the legend­
seekers ·who so learnedly annotate their tales. They may ha\·e drunken 
in dre:uus of the waters at Connla's well, for many go to the Tir-rw-nog 
in sleep. and some are said to have remained there, and only a vacant 
form is left behind without the light in the eyes which marks the 
presence of a soul. I make no pretence of knowledge concerning 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 beat1ty I sigh for but am not nigh to as these 
are. I think if that strange woman could have found a voice for what 
was in her heart she would ha\·e completed her vague oracle somewhat 
as I ha\·e done: 

Tl1crc's a cure for all things in tl1e ii'dl at f!ally!..·edc, 
ll'!tl'rc the scarld crcssds o' t·rhallg from the ro<i'aJt trees; 
There's a jo_J'-breath blowing from flu· Land of Yuull1 I fed, 

And car! It li.'ifh its heart at msf'. 

3/an)' aud many a sun-bright maiden smc tlu· mchautcd land 
H 'ith star:f"tues glimmer up frum tltc druid u•az•e: 
)!any al/{i man_1• a pain of /oz·c zcas soothed b_1• a fao:J' hand 

Or lost in the /on: it ga'i'C. 

Tf'hm tlu· quid with a ring of pearl shall u:ed the earth 
And the scar/L't berries buru dark b_J· the stars in tht· pool, 
Oh. it's lost and dt·cp I'll be in the jo_J•-breath and the mirtl1, 

il:(J• hazrt in the sfar-llt'arf cool. 
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THE FOL':\DI~G OF EMAIX :\IACH.\. 

(C,>ndudt·d ji·om p. _•o_::;.i 

SHE pa,;~'ed through the hall and entered her chariot-tht: chariot 
which wa,; only used when ,;ome gn:at ckul \\·as tu be accomplished. 

It \\·as made by the ancient smith Culain, whose home was in Slien: 

Fnacl. :mel who was ~o old that the valley-dwelling pt:ople said hcfore 
the mountain rose there Culain had his forge, and some said he \\·as 

the fashioner of the mountain; and half they dreaded the \Yi~t: CuLlin 

and his pO\\·er, half they lu\·ecl to ha\·e him there, though selclum seen 

by them. \\"hen he built the war-car for :\Llcha he causecl fiery birds 

and winged serpents to eYer circle around it and ,;cn·e ::ts guardians for 

its mistress, ::tnd often in the quiet night men heard the dread singing 

of the spirits and tumed away in trembling from the doors of the 

chariot-hou,;e. He had abo gi,·en to :\Iach:l t\\'O gigantic horses, not 

of mortal breed. one sil n:r ·white and sh ini n :..;·. the other black as the 

chafer which flies when dask is falling on hill an<l plain. ~ow as the 

Ultonians saw :\Iacha going forth alone, sa\·e for the charioteer, and. 

heard the singing of the birds and the low music proceeding from the 

enchanted chariot, a!lll saw the impatient restlessne:-os of the magic 

horses, they ,;aid among themseh·es that surely :\[acha wa,.; going forth 

to make some secret conctnest. 

S\\·iftly tht: lwrses galloped o1·er the briclge spanning the deep 

fo:-;,.;, more SIYiftly than a flying birc'~ they travelled through the hours 

of the night. As the,· passed by scattered hamlets and isolated wattled 

houses. the dwellers therein. hearing the resounding· noise of the fast­

going cha:·iot. and the multitll<linous Yoice:-; and the whirr as of many 
wings rustling through the air, said the gods \\·ere abroad, :lllll turned 

on their couches ancl con~red up their faces, for these handel-dwelling 

peopk were only lahonrers of the field and herd-keepers, and did not 
possess the high courage which distinguished the warriors of Eir~. 

E1·en the element:; were not at peace, for hig·h o\·erheacl the clark 

roiling cJ, l\1< b cLuhecl to!,;dln:r, while the serpent lightning~ ,.;hot to 
the earth and Bickered on the gTeen and gold ()f the cluriot :md the 

ruddy head of the wondrous queen. .\n,l ever as :\Iacha journeye'l the 

clemons of the chariot s:mg joyfully and triumphantly, and luminons 
shapt::-i circled ronnel ht:r and unfolded before her eye,.; 1·isions of time,; 

aml c\·ent~ n:t nnb<Jfll. Sl!L: saw the L:ltoni:lll:-i of that cli,;t:tnt time. a 

heroic race, .~i,·ing birth to hL:ruL:s, and h:Hl snrL: knmded~e of her re­
appL::trann: :lllltlll)!,' them t() h:tttle f(w PlLl :1IHl the pre:oen·ation nr its 
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ancient glory. Other and greater visions were made clear to her in the 
darkne"s and thunder-crashing of the night; then. at the brightening 
of the morning, all vanished from },Iacha's sight. lea\·ing her half sad, 
half joyful, that the future held so much still to he accomplished. 

Xow the ,.;inging of the war-clemons grew louder and .\bch:l heard 
a warning ancl ominous note in it. Absorbed in thought :mel in the 
contcmpbtion of the beauty of the glowing clouds shining through 
the clark tracery of the forest trees, she was unaware of her near­
ness to the dun of Dithorba's sons. Looking up. she saw them stand­
ing on the high wall, and one of them preparing to sling, but she only 
held her shield more firmly before the charioteer and slightly smiled. 
He slung, e!nd the great stone smashed and fie'.\' all arounll, not even 
indenting her shield. Faster and faster the pebbles struck upon the 
bronze-ribbed shield. but Macha only smiled. and terror filled the 
hearts of the princes, for rather would they have seen her with fierce 
contracted brows than with softly-smiling lips and gentle eyes. Then 
one of the brothers said: " Let us fight as the ancient Fomor,.; fought 
the Dan anus long ago." So thl'y summonl'd the dark evil spirits to 
their sidl' and sent them forth against ~Iacha, and the air was full of 
In!Wing horrors and slimy creeping; monsters that stro\·e to encircle 
hl'r and paralyze her noble heart with fear. But in Macha awoke the 
gleaming dragnn of might. and before it their power departell anll they 
returned foiled to their ma:-;ters. 

\\-hen ~Iacha was near the closed g:1tes she fitted an iron bolt to 
her sling, and so great was the strength of that bolt that it broke ~he 
doors in two and the horses and chariot crashed through on to the lawn 
surrounding the dun, where the princes stood in sullen silence. As 
l\lacha alighted from her chariot one of them• in sudden rage rushed 
forward and would have struck her with hi,.; spear, but she glanced at 
him with her clear eye,.; ami his arm fell powerless by his side. An­
other moment she held the glance of all, then the only will they knew 
was the will of 1\Iacha. Now the spirits of the chariot sang softly and 
sweetly: the la,.;t of the Fomorian enchanters were conquered, 'Cila 
was free of her enemies, all Eire was at peace . 

.\Iacha tarried there but a day, then eastward ::mel northward turned, 
first setting fire to the dun, for she said e\·il demons dwelt there that 
only fire could destroy. So, standing before the dtw, she waved her 
hands, and with each waving flames leaped from the ground and en­
circled the dun; soon of tktl giant dwellin:-; only ashes woulll remain, 
and in a few nlonths the young green corn would be growing where 
Ditlwrha's "on,.; ha<l vainly pLmned. 
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Quickly the horses traversed Eire on the homeward journey, and 
now :\I::tcha noticed the beauty of the fluttering oak-leaves, bronze-red 
and golden in the sunlight, while the larches waved their feathery 
plumes o\·er her head and bowed to her in greeting, as though they too 
\Yere her subjects and knew and loved her well. A little wren flew 
from a branch and rested on the edge of her brooch, while from his 
high place in the blue heavens a lark descended and sang in her ear, 
for l\Iacha understood the song of the birds and the speech of all 
nature as well as she comprehended the subtlest meanings of men. 

It was again sunset when the watchers of :.racha's dun beheld her 
chariot emerge from the woodland road and rapidly cross the plain. 
They saw. too, the giant sons of Dithorba lying passive in it. while 
l\Iacha, calm and still-eyed. watched a strangely-shaped blue mist that 
rested on Slie\·e Fuad. Then they ran hastily and threw open the 
gates for the chariot to pass through ; and Kim baoth came from the 
hall. speaking no word of greeting to :.racha. for their love and re­
gard for each was such that they needed not the speech of mortJ.ls to 
express their gladness and joy one in another. Silently he held her 
hand as she stepped fr.om the chariot and gave the captive princes into 
the charge of some of the ultonians: then followed her to the grianan, 
for she was \·ery tired and said she would rest for a time. 

At the long table that night there was much merriment, and the 
laughter of the warriors echoed and rang amid the high rafters. for it 
made their hearts light to see the Olnemacian princes, downcast and 
quiet, sitting among them; and many times the bronze cups were filled 
and emptied of the sparkling mead as they drank to the be::mtiful 
queen. But when the evening was somewhat ach·anced Eochaidh, one 
of the l'ltonian chiefs, arose and spake of the doom \vhich should 
be the Olnemacians: 

"For," he said, "they have plotted against you, our· queen; they 
would have destroyed the peace and prosperity of Ulla and the ulto­
nians, and through that discord would have fallen on the whole of 
Eire. They would have broken the wise laws you have made for the 
government of our i:·iland race; and the hamlet-dwelling people, the 
\Yorkers in forests and fields, without those laws would be lost and 
helpless as straying lambs on a dark and stormy night, for these people 
han: no controlling or goyerning power in themselves, but require a 
wise and strong and ofttimes stern ruler. The doom for those who 
brenk certain of our laws is death, and that the sons of Dithorba haye 
done. Therefore we demand these captives, 0 :\Iacha. tlnt the doom 
of dc:lth by the cord hanging from the rafters may he theirs. so that 
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seeing- their bodies none other \vi11 dare to disobey the laws or plot the 

destruction of U11a." 
The listening Macha's eyes brightened with a sudden gleam of 

anger at Eochaid's demand, then grew soft and meditati,·e as she 
replied: 

" I wi11 not give these princes to you, Eochaidh. ::\Iy reign shall 
not be made unrighteous by the death of c:1ptives not taken in the 
battle. \Vhen they were prisoners before I saved them from the death 
which might lawfully have been meted to th<.em, exiling them instead, 
for not willingly would I deal death to anyone. But the Fomor spirit 
they inherit prompted them to use the Fomor arts, thus causing me to 
journey to the west :1nd bring them hither to :1vert the eYil which, from 
my palace here. I foresaw would surely arise in Eire if they remained 
longer in exile and matured their plans. Now I will enslave these 
princes, and they sha11 build a mighty dun for me where the oak-trees 
make their music to the westward, and this dun shall be the chief city 
of the north for ever. From it a light shall shine over Eire, and some­
times shine unseen, save by a few in whom the ancient heroes elwell 
and whom the gods protect. I foresee, too, that long hence I shall 
come again and dwell in the dun I will now have built, and from thence 
shall do battle for the Ultonians, la~t lingerers of a druid tribe. After 
that the night will fall on our island, and so deep will be the darkn<.ess 
of the night that e\'eti the gods will be forgotten. though they will still 
remain unforgetful of their people, then a scattered and wandering race. 
Yet out of the darkness I see another dawn-light breaking over Eire, 
ami the forge of Culain sending long sun-like rays o\·er all the land; 
and from remote and secret places the gods breathing forth their 
radiant spirit into the hearts of a people long shronded in the mists 
of vain imaginings and uncomprehendccl te,achings." 

There was silence in the vast pillared hall as Macha, with dreaming 
eyes and downbent head, descended from her seat and slowly passed to 
her grianan. And as she walked many there saw a lum inons beautiful 
presence floating above her, enwreathecl in ruby and violet mists, with 
delicate everchanging bloom,; of fire crowning the head and springing 
from the heart; and with each blossoming of a flower a sweet, low 
music filled the hall, so that the warriors' hearts became gentle and 
tender even towards those who would ha\'e wrecked the peace of Ulla. 
Still in the same deep silence they li:-;tened as Kim baoth spoke a few 
words ere he too left the hall. 

.. Chiefs and warriors of Ulla, surely it is the Mor Reega who is 
with us, and yet it is ::'vfacha. \Ve are children in wisdom, f(>r unknown 
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to us the clcathle,;:; queen was mo\·ing among u,; clay by clay, holcling 

herself as one of the lca,.;t wi:;e of the people of Eire. Let us ponder 

o1·er the ways of the gods. for indeed their mysteries are not kno\\·n 
to us.'' 

\\.ith unrestful minds the Cltonians sought their can·cn couches or 
talked in little groups and \\·ith wh[spering voices under the trees on 
the lawn. The \·isions they saw disquieted them, for they had nut the 
clear knowledge of ~Iacha concerning the world which \Va:o son1etime:-: 

made visible to th<.:m. and as they com·crsed togeth<.:r sorrowfully con­
fes:-.ed their ignur:mce where ~[acha \\·a,.; \\·ise. Th<.:n in thought they 
tL1Yelkd back\nnl to the time of their oldest traclitiuns, which spoke 
of mortals journeying to the immortab and returning hither with 
unboundecl \\·i,.;dom; and some of the heroes \\·i,-;hed that :\Iacha would 

lend their falkrin_g footsteps oYer the mystic waters into the shining 
Othennlrld. fur they were suddenly tired of battle,; and feastings and 

the chase. and many strange yearnings possessed their hearb. 
For a few days :\Iacha re:;tul in seeming quietude in her cltm. for 

she had much to perform that was known to only a few of the Glto­

nians. But one e\'enin~ she bade the chief warriors of Glla prep~ue to 
accompany her on the morrow, when she would mark the founcbtiuns 
of the dtm which would be their future home, and which the Olnema­

cian princes would build. \\'ith the rising of the sun the 1..·1 ton ian,; 

and th<.: son,; of Dithorha were ready and waiting for the queen. ancl 
thongh the'.' heard the singing of the invisihle binls ancl the whirr oi 
the serp<.:nt< \\'ing,.; round the magical chariot, they heeded them not. 

for their thoughb were centred on ~Iacha aml the deed they were 

to \\·iw<.:s:i. Thu1 ~Llcha-white-robe<l ancl purple-hrattaed-and Kim­

bauth ente~ed the golden-green and gk:uning chariut, and clr,J\'e a few 
mik;-; ll<lrtlm·:ud and westward of Slie\·e Fnad. and there the queen 

bade the l~ltoni:ms stup th<.:ir chariots, while swiftly she proceecled to 

trace the foundation or the dtm which should henceforth be known as 
Emain ~I:tcha. A.ml \Vhere\·er the ponderous wheels of the chariot 

rolled a river of fire followed after, springing up from the brown earth 
furrm\·s. In the centre of the almoc;t perfect circle thu:-; formecl ~Iaclu 
traced another circle round a green and purple fire-funn tain wdling; 
from the ground. and in the building on the smaller circle she said thl' 

people of E[r~ \\'Onld be taught the ancient wisdom, and tl~L're the: im­

mortal gud,; would abo come. But amazem<.:nt allll awe fell on the 
l"lt,JIJ icuJ,.; a,; th<.:y watchl'tl the wayes of flame roll along the ground. 

aHd ,;~l\\. the :-;tranc;<.: and wondrous bein.::;-; accumpanyin.~ their queen­
hein~~ tlnt \\'ere ,.;eidom :-;ecn in Eir,~. t]J<)uc;h e\·er alJiding Lhl're. .-\.nll 
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\\·hen :\Iacha had bid the foundation of fire she called the sons of 

Di tlwrba to her and g:n·e them directions for the building of the clfm : 

how the walls were to be of oak, the roof of hazel and the doors of 

yew, inlaid with the \Yhite fimirniney and set with jewels. \\'illingly 

the princes heeded her words, for though they had plotted agZlinst her 
while she was yet unkllm\·n to them. since they had been her prisoners 

they had learned to Ion: her, not because of her beauty only, but abo 

by reason of the gentleness of her heart and the subtletY of her mind. 

Scarcely had she ceased speaking to th'~ princes when Art, who 

had been gning before 11im with wonder-filled eye,;, unwrapped the 

small tympan he carried and dreamily strnck its g(Jld and sih·er chord,;, 
then began to chant concerning the thin:,;s he ,.;aw. He sang of the 

magic-\Hnking ,.;mith Culai11, a god of mcht ancient days; of the 

Ioldana. \\·ho Glllle with his sling of ligl1t ami his white-fire hound: 

of the ~on of Lir. with the roaring of innumerable s<:as ami the surging 

foam around him ; of the Great Father with his harp. whose sweet 

music entranced the Fomors at the time they sought to cotHluer the 

Danann race, and oi _-\.ngu,; his son. the singing of who~e birds filled 

the hearts of men and maidens with a faery lo\·e. He sang, too, of 

Kuada A.irgiod-L1mh. the sih·er-han<ledmagician: of Ogma. the dragon­

crested warrior-god, with his spear of blue-green flame. and many 

others. Then he chanted the ~Ior Reega, in her ruby allll purple 
sp:emlunr .~tanding by Queen .:-.Iaeha's side, \\·ith her ,;ih·er robe lightly 

girdled h\· an iricle,;cent serpent an<l the mystic trei(Jil shining at her 

bn.::ast. A11<l he had foreknowledge of much to come, for he sang of 

the dun when it \\·ould. stand in fini,-he<l beauty; of sih·er trees with 

je\\·cllccl fruit:; glowing in the fountain light, and of Macha teaching 

the people of Eire to journey to the Hy-Breasal, the Shining City of the 

ancient Cacl. Thett, with still more wotlllcrin,c;· eye:;, he cried out that 

the gods were waying shadowy hands and beckoning him away, and 

with one last lingering touch of his thin white fingers across the clwnb 

he clroppetl the tympan and sank back into the chariot. He was glad 

to go, for he was old and \\·eary anti life had many sorrows for him, ~mel 

when the gods call no mortal shall say nay. 

).Iach~l retunred to her di'm for a season, IeaYing the Olnemacian 

princes, with some Fltonians as gLwrds, to hew the giant tree,; and 

fashion the cli'lll according to her desire, and this thcy did. Though 

the length of the dun was more than two miles, and the breadth of it 

well-nigh as gre:rt, and though it was the close of summer then. ere 

the ash-tre"" \\'crc in leaf again Emain :\[acha \\';t:-i in readine,;s for the 
<[l1een and hc·r lwnsehold. And for 111:111\' yc':lr:i :\[ach~r li\·ed and 
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reigned over Eire, and the people became wise in the wisdom of the 
queen, who. as Art had foreseen, taught them to converse with the 
gods and to traverse the shining waters leading to the Otherworld. 
During those last years war was laid aside, and sorrow and grief were 
unknown in the isle until :Yiacha-not by death, but through her magic 
power-returned to the land from which she came only to teach anew 
to the children of Eire the paths leading to the immortals. 

It is long ago, and the mists of time have enshrouded the antique 
queen, yet she came again, as she had prophesied, when· Eire needed 
her; and e\·en to-day, whoever seeks for her may find her in her 
mountain-home in the west, where she dwells with other great gods of 
the Gael. 

ROBERT BRO\VNI::\G. 

V.-Hrs ART. 

IT is a truism of criticism so familiar as to be continually forgotten, 
that all scriptures should be interpreted by the same spirit which ga\·e 
them forth. To remember this would save some critics much labour 
and their readers much ineptitude. Thus, if a man please to paint 
com.mouplace life as meanly as mean men live it, there is no valid 
ground for faulting him because his writing is not idyllic. \Vith his 
object we may have quarrel, but not with his method if it fulfil his 
object. It cannot be too strongly emphasized that Browning regarded 
poetry as his true life-work, and that the mission of poetry, in his view 
of his art. was the exaltation of the real life of man, the life within. 
This. therefore, is the test whereby we must try him, and when we turn 
to look at his verse from the standpoint of art our main concern is to 
decide whether his labour, if admitted to be within the province of art, 
was faithfully performed. Now I take it that the mode of appeal which 
distinguishes art from t!1e other mental pursuits of man is in the em­
phasis which it lays upon beauty, and that the kind of beauty which we 
should look for first at the hands of a poet who comes to us with a plea 
for soul must be beauty of au inward and visionary kind. \Ve may 
freely admit against such work as Browning's much complaint of turgid 
phrasing and turbulent arrangement of uncouth rhythms and impos­
sible rhymes; obscurity of diction and truculent defiance of prosody; 
and yet claim that of the essentials of his art, the power of portraying 
the son! of thing-s. the poet has re:t: nwstery and has snrprisell life of 
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some of its most be~mtifnl secrets. and m:1.de life the more beautiful for 
his seeing; teaching us through his vision the true art of living, which 
is to strike the note of deepest beauty that we know, and, having struck 
it, to hold it until we learn a deeper. Such art is Browning's great 
heritage to u:;. and in this relation all mere technical criticism n:cedes 
to the lm,·er rank of thought to \\·hich it belongs. He was the "minister 

of healing to his time" (to use the beautiful phrase in which John 
Stuart ~Iill sums up the influence of \Vordsworth's genius, and re\·eals 
the tenderness and delicate sensibility of his own great nature), and 
nobly was his ministry fult1lled. 

"Pressing the brain which too much thought expamls. 
Back to its proper size again. aud smoothing 
Distortion down till every nelTe had soothing. 

And all lay quiet, happy ancl ,.;uppressed." 

If we cou!tl once learn truly th(: secret of ,.;nch healing. 

"I-lo\\' soon all worldly wrong \Yonltl be repaired ! 
I think how I should ·dew the earth and skies 

And sea. whe11 once again my brow was bared 
After thy healing, with such different eyes. 
A world as God has made it! All is beauty: 
And knowing this is 10\·e. and loYe i,; duty. 
\\'hat further may he sought for or declared?·· 7:-

The simplicity of such world-rc\·ealing,.; is perhap,.; half their 
charm. for the real wonders of nature are precious, not through un­
accu:otomedness, but through that gracious nearness to the deepest 
heart in us. whose very familiarity lends a ch::um to common things 
and tinge,; lite \\·ith ideal beauty. 

"As life wane". all its care and strife and toil 
Seem strangely valueless, while the old trees 
\Vhich grew by our youth',.; home, the waving mass 
Of climbing plants heavy with bloom and dew, 
The morning swallows with their :oong,; like worcb. 
All these seem clear ~uHl only worth our thoughts." 

And who kts taught th this so con\'incingly as him from whom 

these words are borrowell, ancl to whom art was ever nature steeped in 
the ,.;nnshine of spirit? 

To claim that Browning- has surprised life of beautiful secrets, and 

* Bro\vnill_~·s .. C·nar~.lian An.~eL'' one of thl' 1nost winsotne and healin.t::.· lyrics 

in E11g1i:-;h Yl'rst·. 
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has showered them about us to be o~n:-; if we will stop to gather them, 
i:-; to claim that he is an artist in the highest sense, can·ing out of the 
world-stuff the wonders it enfolds; but he who succeeds in great ta:-;k,; 
may of course fail in small one,;, and the critics are at liberty to en 11 
crude phrases and indistinct images, false rhymes and unmelodious 
cadences, if they please. arHl point to these as gm\·e flaws in technique. 
E\·en admitting all th:1t i,; im·olved in such dexterous fault-finding, we 
may still assert confidently that there is a considerable remainder of 
work arti:-;tically great accomplished by the author of ":\Ii:;conceptions," 
"A Star,'' "Tran,;fonnation," "May and Death." "Home Thought,; 
from Abroad,'' and "Amphibian," to name a few of the poems which 
are most penetrated by his piercing and lingering quality of beauty; 
we ma~· point to pa,.;,;age:; and phra:;es of poig-nant power and brooding 
gracionsnes,.;, snell lightning word-fla:;hes as: 

'' Stnng by the splendour of sudden thought." 

"God and all that chivalry of His 
The soldier saints who row on row burn upward each to his point 

of bliss." 

" How can we guard our unbelief 
l\Ltke it bear fruit to us?" 

Fancies illuminated as :;ummer sunshine like: 

'" :.rusic is like a voice, 
A lu\\. voice, calling fancy as a friend. 
Tu the green wood,; in the gay summer-time: 
And she fills all the way with dancing shapes 
\\"hich have made painters pale, and they go on 
Till stars look at them and winds call to them 
As the~· lea\·e life's path for the twilight world 
\\"here the dead gather.·· 

"Autunm has come like :'pring returned to us 
\Von from her girlishness." 

Pictures luminous as autumn moonlight, like this of John 

in the desert: 

"Only he did-not so much wake as turn­
And smile a little as a sleqJer does 
If :my dear one c:1ll him, touch his race, 
"\nd smiles and loves but will not be disturbed." 

Tlwn~hb radiant as clusters of winter ,;tar,;-such as strew 
"P:u!linL·." tint magnificent thon~~h broken arc in the heaven of 
poetrY: the:-;c. f()r instance: 
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"The blackthorn boughs 
White with coming buds like the bright side of a sorrow." 

" Old woods which 
lie qui,·ering 

In light, as something lieth half of life 
Before God's foot, waiting a wondrous change." 

If it be denied that the creator of these images was a great artist 
in yer:se, the denial m nst be made from :1 standpoint which is quite out 
of relation to any standard which Browning himself \Votlld have ac­
cepted, and which is alien too to that universal conception of the true 
signific::mce of poetry which =-.rr. Sharp has gi,·en us in his \\·onderful 
phrase, "perfect poetry is the deathless part of mortal beauty." 

Of course it will be objected that fragments torn from their sequence, 
like tho,;e quoted abm·e, do not prove much. It take,; many pines to 
make a forest. X or wonld longer extracts be more sati:sfactory, though 
I cannot forbear citing" =-.renwrabilia," and quoting at least one stanza 
(I would like to 'luote all sixl of'' Garden Fancies~ The Flower's X a me": 

"This flower ,;he stopped at, finger on lip. 
Stooped o\·er in doubt as settling its claim 
Till she gave me with pride to make no slip 
Its soft meandering· Sp<mish name. 
\\"h:tt a name? \\"as it lm:er',; praise? 
Speech half asleep or song half awake? 
1. must learn Spanish one of these days 
Only for that slow sweet name's sake." 

Yet along- with the flawless beauty of this poem, of" Transforma­
tion" and other:; named with it abo·,·e, it mu:;t be granted that in some 
of the loug-l'r P'wms~notahly "Sordello "-there arc far too many iu­
Ycr;;ions, parentheses and many snborclinate sentences, many harsh 
lines, a copious use of problematical pronouns and a great deal of 
startling license both in rhyme and structure; and if a reader who finds 
~as I do-that Browning touches him to finer issues than any other 
roet clwo~es to worship his master's foibles because they are his 
master's, he: must be content to allow the world to censure them as 
foibles all the same. That much, ho\VC"Yer, ot the censure which has 
pa~sed as Browning criticism, e:spt:cially in the earlier days of his 
authorship, is unjust no one who has caught the spirit of the great 
~ing-er"s music c:1n doubt. Is it that faiinre to apprehend his spiritual 
concepts of life: hJ.s irritated those who came to Browning for intellec­
tuality. an' l fuund not e\'en th:tl) 
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.Mr. Sharp, in his delightful little book Robert Broz,•ning (" Gn::.lt 
\\"riters' Serie:o "), compares the poet to \\.agner, and although such 
inviting paraLels are daugerous, not least because of their ease and 
apparent inevitableness, I think this comparison is capable of being 
worked out in some detail. T~oth artists felt that they were the bear.~rs 
of a mes,;<',ge, and both found that to realize their purpo,.;e they mn:.;t 
cr<:ate a uew motle. One note of the new mode was that, whibt taking 
as their masters those whose work had been most transcendental in 
their respective arts (in \Vaguer",.; ca,.;e B~:etho;-en, in Browuing',.; 
Shelley), it should modi£)·, to suit the needs of a more strenuous age. 
the artistic expression of this transcendental spirit which had haunted 
the works of the authors of Lolu:ngrin and of "Epipsychidion." The 
modification,.; of the older modes were significantly and strikingly 
similar. They lay largely in the abrupt use of antithesis, climax and 
di:-i<..Jrd. I do not know if these precise notes of these two arti,.;t­
mystics ha;-e been previously pointed out, for I am iguorant of the 
bibliography of both of them; but I must venture to emphasize the 
importance, when criticising Browning's art, of keeping well in view 
the fact that frequently, when he writes tnrgidly, he wishes the reader 
to catch in his incadenced phrasing the rush of turgid emotions ; aml 
that when he is discordant he wishes us to feel that the rhythm of 
balanced harmony which is the normal expression of thought and feel· 
ing ha,.; been disturbed by the presence of dramatic passion.· This 
dissonance, in its contrast to the even excellence with \Yhich he can 
work when his aims are lyrical, enh::mces the value of his hannonie,.;. 
ant! shows a deeper artistic sense than his critics often compreheml. 
Indeed in his use of light and shade he seems to me to be distinctly a 
creative spirit in art; and if \Vaguer has given us, as his admirers 
claim. the lead to the music of the future, I believe that Browning has 
clone the same thing for poetry, and for the same reasons, first because 
of his spiritual comprehension of his art and because of his power to 
subject it to the mooclti.ll varying needs of both lyrical atHl dramatic 
emotion. It may be claimed that \Vaguer in his music has run a wider 
grunut than Browning in his verse, tile musician lends his art so readily 
both to triumph and to tears; in some cases (notably the matTellous 
and haunting" Pilgrim's Chant" in Tann!tauscr) making the very s:une 
music motifs sub,.;erve the two purposes. Browning, on the other hand. 
with his ,.;ense of power. sometimes seems too robust to paint perfectly 
the more delicate and subtle of the expressions which dwell upon the 
face of grief. until suddenly one remembers ·• Jame,.; Lee's \\.ife." and 
su,.;pend,.; judgment. 
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One difference between music and poetry which makes the parallel 
between the two masters difficult to 'draw arises from the different 
material in which they work. \Vords are first of all the exponents of 
thought. later and less the revellers of emotion. Musical sound, on 
the other hand, is the readiest interpreter of the human heart, and 
hardly, as yet, a mode of intellectual transmission. The images of 
poetry are therefore more definite in their appeal than the imaginings 
of music; less subtle, less delicate, less deep, less rich emotionally, and 
it is therefore in his hold on the concrete that the poet as artist is apt 
to be finally judged. Enough has been said, I hope, to show that in 
Browning the feeling for concrete perfection, the Greek spirit, was finely 
developed. If further quotation were necessary in proof of this many 
passages of chastened beauty might be chosen; this from " Pauline," 
for ex:1mple. where the speaker tells his dreams of beauty: 

"They came to me in my first dawn of life, 
\Vhich passed alone with ancient wisest books 
All halo-girt with fancies of my own ; 
And I myself went with the tale-a god 
\Vanclering after beauty; or a giant 
Standing vast in the sunset; an old hunter 
Talking with gods, or a high-crested chief 
Sailing with troops of friends to Tenedos. 
I tell you, naught has been so clear 
As the place, the time, the fashion of those lives. 
I had not seen a work of lofty art, 
Nor woman's beauty nor sweet natme's face: 
Yet, I say, never morn broke clear as those 
On the dim clustered isles in the blue sea, 
The deep groves and white temples and wet caves. 
And nothing ever will surprise me now-
\Vho stood beside the naked Swift-footed, 
\Vho bound my forehead with Proserpine's hair." 

But the feeling tor concrete beauty in its most definite shapes is 
not, I think. the highest gift art brings us. Above the Greek spirit I 
must claim place for the Celtic, with its wa\·ering impulses of un­
revealed emotion, its snatches of incompleted music, its hovering sense 
of a mystical and brooding beauty; never vouchsafed for too much 
asking, but flashed on the beholder from afar in broken fragments, like 
moonlight glancing on a wind-stirred \vave, or sunshine shimmering on 
a sea-bird's wing· st:1yecl for an in,;tant in its upwanl flight. It is in 
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thi,; mode. with ib suggestions of a beauty too gre:1t to be enchained 
within any forms of art, that Browning seems to me to have done his 
best work. He himself, in" 01(1 Pictures in Florence," has contrasted 
Greek with meclizeyal art to the praise of the latter, whose \·erY imper­
fection is to him a proof of deeper insight and higher vision, and of 
inlook towards larger realms of soul than are as yet incorporated in the 
spiritual life of man. \\'hcther the contrast is itself just and conclu,.;i,·e 
or not there can, I think. be no dot:cbt that the suggestiyene,.;s of frag­

mentary beauty is more potent in its inf1uence on the spirit than any 
,.;ense of cum p lete perfection. Progression, eternal cOnlJ. nest, infinite 
attainm<.:nt-the,.;e are the ideals of inspiration whether in art or in 
life; the unopened floret and the crescent moon are fitter symbols of 
the eternal bGwty than any maturer product of nature. It is certainly 
in hi;; touch upon this eternal beauty that \H~ discc:rn most clearly the 
meaning of Browning';; life-work; hi,; de\·otion to that many-sided 
spiritual life whose hints of a greater truth and beauty than we can ex­
press is the surest proof of ib reality. Not form, then, but spirit which 
informs it, is the lesson of Bro\vnini(s art: 

·• Hold on. hope hard in the subtle thing, 
That's spirit: tho' cloistered fast soar free.'' 

Not any external semblance of loveliness, but the living breathinc; 
spirit of beauty is the Yision he wou::d gi\'e to men: and from his etfurts 
to cl<) thi,; tl1ere has resulted, if not perfect art, certainly the greate:-;t 
achie\-cment which the modern world has seen in English verse: 

"~hall to produce form out of unshaped stuff 
Be: art-and further, to eyoke a soul 
From f(Jrm be nothing? This ne\\' soul is his." 

Technical faults may abound in his verse, though some of us do 
not much care to make them our que:ot; but for the bursting of the 
sudden flowers of beauty in unsuspected places where life has appa­
rently lain barren; for touches of rare beauty pregnant with promise, 
hinting at a grandeur which can never be caught in the meshes of the 
net of art; though b. hopes, fancies, "which break through language 
and escape"; for the full, rich ardour of the artist-faith-faith in the 
unfolding of the human he:lrt. faith in the full free spiritual effiurcs­
cenc:e of man in life and in art, which is both the reA.c:ction and the in­
spirer of life. \\·hc:re shall we find a greater amung the poets of the 
modern W<lrlcl? 

0:1!.\R. 
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A STVDEXT'S NOTES. 

THOCGHT, like the eternal pulsations of the ever-living light, pro­
ceeds from the fountain of its essence in the divine consciousness of 
the great 0\·ersoul. This soul directs its forces through all the seven 
worlds of archetypal manifestation, and by their reflection discloses in 
objective form the paradigmatic emblems that we call objective worlds. 
These worlds are the recipients of all the force that can be manifested 
to our senses, and are the collective creation of the primal divine 
thought. This thought reflects itself again in all the processes of 
nature, and through nature discloses the aYenues by which the Ego 
can reach by progressive steps the absolute consciousness from which 
it started. The terms of its delay in every given plane are defined by 
its capacity to distinguish its own relations to that plane, and conform 
its desires to a translation of its experiences into the next higher plane, 
thus carrying with it the collective skandhas of all events, and thereby 
combining the sum total of its comprehension of truth. This process 
is one of difficulty· and danger, for the pitfalls of desire open wide 
along the path and drag one down unless one keeps one's gaze firmly 
fixed on the only reality and does not listen to the sweet seductions of 
the senses. No one can tell the ultimate goal which one may reach by 
effort; but all can see the star that burns above one's head and stri\·e 
towards its radiance until the day finally comes when, with aspirations 
all fulfilled, the man becomes the star, and disappears for ever from the 
plane of physical causes and lives in everlasting union with the abso­
lute will. The conflict commences in sacrifice and ends in fruition. It 

is wearisome to the flesh, hut rejuvenating to the spirit. and its victory 
makes the man a god. 

IKO. 

EDITORIAL NOTE. 

CH.\XGE is the order of the day. Is not everything in transforma­
tion, and does not fashion :ind custom rule e\·erywhere-even in the 
T. S.? :Mr. Judge changed the name of The Path, and indicated its 
course under the new name. Isis gave way to T!te Grail; Luc£(cr, we 
see, also disappears in The Tlzeosophical Rt'z•ie-z~·, and a hint has been 
given that The Theosophical JVcz<'s will undergo a change likewise. And 
the last change I have to announce is that regarding THE IRISH THEO­
SOPHIST. This mtmber closes its fifth volume, and the last under that 
name. It has been decided, for the best interests of the work, in 
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Europe particularly, to amalgamate TILL" Gmi! am! Tr-IE IRISH THEO­
SOPHIST together under a new name. Dr. Coryn all(! G. \V. Ru,_;,.;cll (.£.) 
have consented to act as joint editors. The size will not be increased 
for at least ,.;ix month:;. The magaz ne will be printed in Dublin under 
the skilful supen·ision of }Iiss Violet ~orth, and the: publi:-:hing will 
be carried on a,; before at Dublin and London. \Vhilc other theosophi­
cal periodicals have adopted a form considered more sc1itable for the 
public. this new magazine will be adapted to the rerp1irements of the 
steadily increasing number of Theosophists. 

I hope the: many friends in all parts of the world who, by their 
spontaneous expre,.;siuns of appn:ciation and practical financial help. 
macle the task i1wolved in the editing;. printing and publishing of THE 
IRISH THEOSOPHIST so pleasant and agreeable, will continue to extend 
their hearty support to the new venture, which certainly comes along 
bearing full freight of promise. 

Subscribers to both The Grail and THE IRISH THEOSOPHIST will 
be sent Tlu· illfcntationa!ist until their sub,.;cription expires. The 

subscription to Tile Grail and Trm IRISH THEOSOPHIST will be con­
sidered for thi,.; purpose equivalent: in value. The price of the new 
magazine will remain at fourpence per cop\· post free. 

D.:::\. D. 

THE T. S. I~ EEROPE (IREL.A.XDl. 

r3, EcsTACE STREET, Dcnu:'-i. 

OuR autumn sessiOn opens with a strain of sadness, for we will 
miss at our meetings the best President, the most kindly brother, and 

the hanle,.;t worker for the cau,.;e, our comrade Dnnlup. who will be in 
America ere this appears. He has lan~hed and joked with us through 
nights of innumerable cigarettes and pipe,; and discussions and m~my 
intellectual battles; and yet we have never lost through familiarity the 
sense of the bright ,.;pirit he hi ncl, whose face shone at our public meet­
ings, an1l with whose words ,.;c:emed often to bubble up the sweet waters 
of immortalit\·. They all go like that, one after another. 0 America, 
what a pupulous lodge thi,.; would be if you only restored us our own 
again 1 

The \\'edne,;cby e\·ening meeting,; continue; and for the future. for 
those cle,;irotb of more wi,.;clom and les,.; hilarity, Friday evening will 
he set apart for the study of Tltt' Sarct Doctrine. 

RoBT. E. Co.\TES, Jf,ill. 5·,·c. 

Printe<l on "THI·. IRTSI! Tl!Ic<lSOPI!TST" l'ress, 13, Eustace Strel't. lln'.JiJJ. 
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