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EOPLE usually wish that their friends shall have a happy new
¢:$ year, and sometimes “ prosperous” is added to “happy.” It is

not likely that much happiness or prosperity can come to those
who are living for the truth under such a dark number as 1888 ; but
still the year is heralded by the glorious star Venus-Lucifer, shining so
resplendently that it has been mistaken for that still rarer visitor, the
star of Bethlehem. This too, is at hand ; and surely somecthing of the
Christos spirit must be born upon earth under such conditions. Even if
happiness and prosperity are absent, it is possible to find something
greater than either in this coming year. Venus-Lucifer is the sponsor
of our magazine, and as we chose to come to light under its auspices, so
do we desire to touch on its nobility. This is possible for us all
personally, and instead of wishing our readers a happy or prosperous
New Year, we feel more in the vein to pray them to make it one worthy
of its brilliant herald. This can be effected by those who are courageous
and resolute. Thoreau pqinted out that there are artists in life, persons
who can change the colour of a day and make it beautiful to those with
whom they come in contact. We claim that there are adepts, masters
in life who make it divine, as in all other arts. Is it not the greatest art
of all, this which affects the very atmosphere in which we live? That
it is the most important is seen at once, when we remember that every
person who draws the breath of life affects the mental and moraj
atmosphere of the world, and helps to colour the day for those about
him. Those who do not help to elevate the thoughts and lives of others
must of necessity either paralyse them by indifference, or actively drag
them down. When this point is reached, then the art of life is converted
into the science of death; we see the black magician at work. And no
one can be quite inactive. Although many bad books and pictures are
produced, still not everyone who is incapable of writing or painting well
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insists on doing so badly. Imagine the result if they were to! Yet so
it is in life. Everyone lives, and thinks, and speaks. If all our readers
who have any sympathy with LUCIFER endeavoured to learn the art
of making life not only beautiful but divine, and vowed no longer to be
hampered by disbelief in the possibility of this miracle, but to commence
the Herculean task at once, then 1888, however unlucky a year, would
have been fitly ushered in by the gleaming star. Neither happiness nor
prosperity are always the best of bedfellows for such undeveloped
mortals as most of us are ; they seldom bring with them peace, which is
the only permanent joy. The idea of peace is usually connected with
the close of life and a religious state of mind. That kind of peace will
however generally be found to contain the element of expectation. The
pleasures of this world have been surrendered, and the soul waits
contentedly in expectation of the pleasures of the next. The peace of
the philosophic mind is very different from this and can be attained to
early in life when pleasure has scarcely been tasted, as well as when it
has been fully drunk of. The American Transcendentalists discovered
that life could be made a sublime thing without any assistance from
circumstances or outside sources of pleasure and prosperity. Of course
this had been discovered many times before, and Emerson only took up
again the cry raised by Epictetus. But every man has to discover this
fact freshly for himself, and when once he has realised it he knows that
he would be a wretch if he did not endecavour to make the possibility a
reality in his own life. The stoic became sublime because he recognised
his own absolute responsibility and did not try to evade it ; the Transcen-
dentalist was even more, because he had faith in the unknown and
untried possibilities which lay within himsclf. The occultist fully
recognises the responsibility and claims his title by having both tried
and acquired knowledge of his own possibilities. The Theosophist who
is at all in earncst, sees his responsibility and endeavours to find know-
ledge, living, in the mecantime, up to the highest standard of which he is
aware. To all such LUCIFER gives grecting!  Man’s life is in his own
hands, his fate is ordered by himself. Why then should not 1888 be a
year of greater spiritual development than any we have lived through ?
It depends on ourselves to make it so. This is an actual fact, not a
religious sentiment. In a garden of sunflowers every flower turns
towards the light. Why not so with us?

And let no one imagine that it is a mere fancy, the attaching of
importance to the birth of the year. The earth passes through its
definite phases and man with it; and as a day can be coloured so can a
year. The astral life of the earth is young and strong between
Christmas and Easter. Those who form their wishes now will have
added strength to fulfil them consistently.
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TO THE MORNING STAR.

Lucifer, Lucifer Son of the Morning,
Trembling and fair on the opening skies,

Heralding, truly, a day that is dawning,
Telling the “ Light of the World” shall arisc.

Lucifer, Lucifer, all through the Ages

Weary hearts struggled and watched for the light,
Now it is coming, and thou the forerunner,

Mystical prophet, the herald of Right.

There in the desert of Night where thou dwellest,
Round thee in myriads the feebler lights stand ;
Lucifer, Lucifer, cver thou tellest
The glorious Kingdom of Right is at hand.

Rising and setting, O, Star of the Morning!
Strangely prophetic, thou atom of light ;

Revealing in silence the law of creation.
Out from the unseen abyss of the night,

Into a world where the stars, sympathetic,
Scem to be fraught with a pulsating breath

Britliant, yet shining like tcar-drops pathetic,
But sinking at last in oblivion of death!

Sinking, but wrapped in the shroud of the Morning,
Folded in splendour as light shall arisc;

Lucifer, herald of Truth that is dawning,
Ride through thy glorious pathway, the skies !

Soon in the cast, with a splendour triumphant,
Morning shall break like a great altar-fire,
Ignorance, darkness, and gross superstition,
Shall melt in its beans, and in silence expire!!
HELEN FAGG.

. . . “THE faith that you call sacred—*sacred as the most delicate or manly or
womanly sentiment of love and honour’—is the faith that nearly all of your fellow men
are to be lost. Ought an honest man to be restrained from denouncing that faith be-
cause those who entertain it say that their feelings are hurt? Yousayto me: ‘There
is a hell. A man advocating the opinions you advocate will go shere when he dies’ [
answer : ‘ There is no hell, the Bibie that teaches itis not true.’ And you say: ‘How
can you hurt my feelings ?’”—R. G. INGERSOLL.— Secular Review.
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“TO THE READERS OF ‘LUCIFER.”

UR magazine is only four numbers old, and already its young life
is full of cares and trouble. This is all as it should be ; ze., like
cvery other publication, it must fail to satisfy a// its readers, and

this is only in the nature of things and the destiny of every printed organ.
But what scems a little strange in a country of culture and freethought
is that LUCIFER should receive such a number of awouymous, spiteful,
and often abusive letters. This, of course,is but a casual remark, the
waste-basket in the office being the only addressee and sufferer in this
case ; yet it suggests strange truths with regard to human nature.®

Sincerity is true wisdom, it appears, only to the mind of the moral
philosopher. It is rudeness and insult to him who regards dissimulation
and dcceit as culture and politeness, and holds that the shortest, easiest,
and safest way to success is to let sleeping dogs and old customs alone.
But, if the dogs are obstructing the highway to progress and truth, and
Society will, as a rule, reject the wise words of (St) Augustine, who
rccommends that “no man should prefer custom before reason and
truth,” is it a sufficient cause for the philanthropist to walk out of, or
even deviate from, the track of truth, because the selfish egoist chooses
to do so? Very true, as remarked somewhere by Sir Thomas Browne
that not every man is a proper champion for the truth, nor fit to take
up the gauntlet in its cause. Too many of such defenders are apt, from
inconsideration and too much zeal, to charge the troops of error so
rashly that they “remain themselves as trophies to the enemies of truth.”
Nor ought all of us (members of the Thecosophical Society) to do
so personally, but rather leave it only to those among our num-
bers who have voluntarily and beforehand sacrificed their personalities
for the cause of Truth. Thus teaches us one of the Masters of Wisdom
in some fragments of advice which are published further on for the
benefit of the Theosophists (see the article that follows this). While
enforcing upon such public characters in our ranks as editors, and
lecturers, etc., the duty of telling fearlessly “the Truth to the face of LIE,”
he yet condemns the habit of private judgment and criticism in every
individual Theosophist.

Unfortunately, these are not the ways of the public and readers.
Since our journal is entirely unscctarian, since it is neither theistic
nor atheistic, Pagan nor Christian, orthodox nor heterodox, therefore, its
cditors discover eternal verities in the most opposite religious systems
and modes of thought. Thus LUCIFER fails to give full satisfaction to
either infidel or christian. In the sight of the former—whether he be

* «“VErRBUM SAP.” It is not our intention to notice anonymous communications, even though
they should emanate in a round-about way from Lambeth Palace. The matter ** Perbum Sap"
refers 1o is not one of taste ; the facts must be held responsible for the offence ; and, as the Scripture
hath it, ** Woe to them by whom the offence cometh ! "
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an Agnostic, a Secularist, or an Idealist—to find divine or occult lore
underlying “ the rubbish ” in the Jewish Bible and Christian Gospels is
sickening ; in the opinion of the latter, to recognise the same truth as in
the Judeo-Christian Scriptures in the Hindu, Parsi, Buddhist, or
Egyptian religious literature, is vexation of spirit and blasphemy.
Hence, fierce criticism from both sides, sneers and abuse. Each party
would have us on its own sectarian side, recognising as truth, only that
which its particular Zs does.

But this cannot nor shall it be. Our motto was from the first, and ever
shall be: “ THERE 1S NO RELIGION HIGHER THAN—TRUTH.” Truth
we search for, and, once found, we bring it forward before the world,
whencesoever it comes. A large majority of our readers is fully satisfied
with this our policy, and that is plainly sufficient for our purposes.

It is evident that when toleration is not the outcome of indifference
it must arise from wide-spreading charity and large-minded sympathy’
Intolerance is preeminently the consequence of ignorance and jealousy.
He who fondly believes that he has got the great ocean in his family
water-jug is naturally intolerant of his neighbour, who also is pleased to
imagine that he has poured the broad expanses of the sea of truth into
his own particular pitcher. But anyone who, like the Theosophists knows
how infinite is that ocean of eternal wisdom, to be fathomed by no one
man, class, or party, and realizes how little the largest vessel made by man
contains in comparison to what lies dormant and still unperceived in
its dark, bottomless depths, cannot help but be tolerant. For he sees
that others have filled their little water-jugs at the same great
reservoir in which he has dipped his own, and if the water in the
various pitchers seems different to the eye, it can only be because it
is discoloured by impurities that were in the vessel before the pure
crystalline element—a portion of the one eternal and immutable truth—
entered into it.

There is, and can be, but one absolute truth in Kosmos. And little as
we, with our present limitations, can understand it in its essence, we still
know that if it is absolute it must also be omnipresent and universal ;
and that in such case, it must be underlying every world-religion—the
product of the thought and knowledge of numberless generations of
thinking men. Therefore, that a portion of truth, great or small, is
found in every religious and philosophical system, and that if we would
find it, we have to secarch for it at the origin and source of every such
system, at its roots and first growth, not in its later overgrowth of
sects and dogmatism. Our object is not to destroy any religion but
rather to help to filter each, thus ridding them of their respective
impurities. In this we are opposed by all those who maintain, against
evidence, that their particular pitcher alone contains the whole ocean.
How is our great work to be done if we are to be impeded and harassed
on every side by partisans and zealots? It would be already half
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accomplished were the intelligent men, at least, of every sect and system,
to feel and to confess that the little wee bit of truth they themselves
own must necessarily be mingled with error, and that their neighbours.
mistakes are, like their own, mixed with truth.

Free discussion, temperate, candid, undefiled by personalities and
animosity, is, we think, the most cfficacious means of getting rid of
error and bringing out the underlying truth; and this applics to publica-
tions as well as to persons. It is open to a magazine to be tolerant or
intolerant ; it is open to it to err in almost every way in which an
individual can err; and since every publication of the kind has a
responsibility such as falls to the lot of few individuals, it bchoves it
to be ever on its guard, so that it may advance without fear and without
reproach. All this is true in a special degree in the case of a theoso-
phical publication, and LUCIFER feels that it would be unworthy of that
designation were it not truc to the profession of the broadest tolerance
and catholicity, even while pointing out to its brothers and neighbours
the errors which they indulge in and follow. While thus keeping strictly,
in its editorials, and in articles by its individual editors, to the spirit and
teachings of purc thecosophy, it nevertheless frequently gives room
to articles and letters which diverge widely from the esoteric
teachings accepted by the cditors, as also by the majority of theoso-
phists. Readers, thercfore, who are accustomed to find in magazines
and party publications only such opinions and arguments as the editor
believes to be unmistakably orthodox—from his peculiar standpoint—
must not condemn any article in LUCIFER with which they are not
entirely in accord, or in which expressions are used that may be offensive
from a sectarian or a prudis/ point of view, on the ground that such are
unfitted for a thcosophical magazine. They should remember that
precisely because LUCIFER is a theosophical magazine, it opens its
columns to writers whose views of life and things may not only slightly
differ from its own, but even be diametrically opposed to the opinion of
the editors. The object of the latter is to elicit truth, not to advance
the interest of any particular zsm, or to pander to any hobbies, likes or
dislikes, of any class of readers. It is only snobs and prigs who, dis-
regarding the truth or error of the idea, cavil and strain mercly over
the expressions and words it is couched in. Theosophy, if meaning
anything, means truth ; and truth has to deal indiscriminately and in
the same spirit of impartiality with vessels of honour and of dishonour
alike.  No theosophical publication would ever dream of adopting
the coarse—or shall we say terribly sincere—language of a Hosea or a
Jeremiah ; yet so long as those holy prophets are found in the Christian
Bible, and the Bible is in every respectable, pious family, whether
aristocratic or plebeian ; and so long as the Bible is read with bowed
head and in all reverence by young, innocent maidens and school-boys,
why should our Christian critics fall foul of any phrase which may
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have to be used—if truth be spoken at all—in an occasional article
upon a scientific subject? It is to be feared that the same sentences
now found objectionable, because referring to Biblical subjects, would
be loudly praised and applauded had they been directed against any
gentile system of faith (Vide certain missionary organs). A little charity,
gentle readers—charity, and above all—fairness and JUSTICE.

Justice demands that when the reader comes across an article in this
magazine which does not immediately approve itself to his mind by
chiming in with his own peculiar idecas, he should regard it as a problem
to solve rather than as a mere subject of criticism. Let him endeavour
to learn the lesson which only opinions differing from his own can teach
him. Let hine be tolerant, if not actually charitable, and postpone
his judgment till he extracts from the article the truth it must contain,
adding this new acquisition to his store. One ever learns more from
one’s ecnemies than from one’s friends; and it is only when the reader
has credited this hidden truth to LUCIFER, that he can fairly presume
to put what he believes to be the errors of the article, he does not like,
to the debit account.

@B e,

ADAPTATIONS.

WEe have been asked to give permission for Mr. Gerald Massey’s lines on
LuciFer, Lady of Light, to be “adapted ” and sung to the “ Lord Jesus Christ ”
in a chapel. This is flattering for both parties concerned. The editors have
no objection, but Mr. Massey is obdurate enough to refuse his permission and
sufficiently unfeeling to have called the pretty ‘“adaptation” a paroby. The
* Lady of Light” was to have run in this wise :—

‘* Star of the Day and the Night,
Star of the Dark that is dying,
Star of the Dawn that is nighing,
Jesu, our Saviour, our Light!" etc.

But how truly appropriate it would be if Mr. Massey’s lines on Shakspeare
were also *adapted ” and applied to the Lord Buddha.

“FOR HIM NO MARTYR-FIRES HAVE BLAZED,
NO RACK BEEN USED, NOR SCAFFOLDS RAISED;
FOR HIM NO LIFE WAS EVER SHED
TO MAKE THE CONQUEROR’S PATHWAY RED.
OUR PRINCE OF PEACE IN GLORY HATH GONE,
WITHOUT A SINGLE SWORD BEING DRAWN ;
WITHOUT ONE BATTLE-FLAG UNFURLED,

TO MAKE HIS CONQUEST OF OUR WORLD.
AND FOR ALL TIME HE WEARS HIS CROWN
OF LASTING, LIMITLESS, RENOWN;

HE REIGNS WHATEVER MONARCHS FALL,
HIS THRONE IS AT THE HEART OF ALL.”
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SOME WORDS ON DAILY LIFE.
( Written by a Master of Wisdom.)

¢ T is divine philosophy alone, the spiritual and psychic blending of
I man with nature, which, by revealing the fundamental truths
that lic hidden under the objects of sense and perception, can
promote a spirit of unity and harmony in spite of the great diversities
of conflicting creeds. Theosophy, therefore, expects and demands from
the Fellows of the Society a great mutual toleration and charity for
each other’s shortcomings, ungrudging mutual help in the search for
truths in every department of nature—moral and physical. And this
ethical standard must be unflinchingly applied to daily life.

“ Theosophy should not represent merely a collection of moral verities,
a bundle of metaphysical ethics, epitomized in theoretical dissertations.
Theosophy must be made practical ; and it has, therefore, to be dis-
encumbered of useless digressions, in the sense of desultory orations
and fine talk. Let every Theosophist only do his duty, that which he
can and ought to do, and very soon the sum of human misery, within
and around the areas of every Branch of your Society, will be found
visibly diminished. Forget SELF in working for others—and the task
will become an easy and a light one for you. . . . . .

“Do not set your pride in the appreciation and acknowledgment of
that work by others. Why should any member of the Theosophical
Society, striving to become a Theosophist, put any value upon his
neighbours’ good or bad opinion of himself and his work, so long as he
himself knows it to be useful and beneficent to other people? Human
praise and enthusiasm are short-lived at best ; the laugh of the scoffer
and the condemnation of the indifferent looker-on are sure to follow, and
generally to out-weigh the admiring praise of the friendly. Do not
despise the opinion of the world, nor provoke it uselessly to unjust
criticism. Remain rather as indifferent to the abuse as to the praise of
those who can never know you as you really are, and who ought, therefore,
to find you unmoved by either, and ever placing the approval or con-
demnation of your own Jnner Self higher than that of the multitudes.

“Those of you who would know yourselves in the spirit of truth, lcarn
to live alone even amidst the great crowds which may sometimes surround
you. Seek communion and intercourse only with the God within your
own soul ; heed only the praise or blame of that deity which can never
be separated from your zrue self, as it is verily that God itself : called
the HIGHER CONSCIOUSNESS. Put without delay your good intentions
into practice, never leaving a single one to remain only an intention—
expecting, meanwhile, neither reward nor even acknowledgment for
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the good you may have done. Reward and acknowledgment are in your-
self and inseparable from you, as it is your Inner Self alone which can
appreciate them at their true degree and value. For each one of you
contains within the precincts of his inner tabernacle the Supreme Court
—prosecutor, defence, jury and judge—whose sentence is the only one
without appeal ; since none can know you better than you do yourself,
when once you have learned to judge that Self by the never wavering light
of the inner divinity—your higher Consciousness. Let, therefore, the
masses, which can never know your true selves, condemn your outer
selves according to their own false lights. . . . . ..

“The majority of the public Areopagus is generally composed of self-
appointed judges, who have never made a permanent deity of any idol
save their own personalitics—their lower selves; for those who try
in their walk in life, to follow their iuner light will never be found
judging, far less condemning, those weaker than themselves. What does
it matter then, whether the former condemn or praise, whether they
humble you or exalt you on a pinnacle? They will never comprehend
you one way or the other. They may make an idol of you, so long as
they imagine you a faithful mirror of themselves on the pedestal or
altar which they have reared for you, and while you amuse or benefit
them. You cannot expect to be anything for them but a temporary
fetish, succeeding another fetish just overthrown, and followed in your
turn by another idol Let, therefore, those who have created that idol
destroy it whenever they like, casting it down with as little cause as they
had for setting it up. Your Western Society can no more live without
its Khalif of an hour than it can worship one for any longer period ; and
whenever it breaks an idol and then besmears it with mud, it is not the
model, but the disfigured image created by its own foul fancy and which
it has endowed with its own vices, that Society dethrones and breaks.

“ Theosophy can only find objective expression in an all-embracing
code of life, thoroughly impregnated with the spirit of mutual tolerance,
charity, and brotherly love. Its Socicty, as a body, has a task before it
which, unless performed with the utmost discretion, will cause the world
of the indifferent and the selfish to rise up in arms against it. Theo-
sophy has to fight intolerance, prejudice, ignorance, and selfishness,
hidden under the mantle of hypocrisy. It has to throw all the light it
can from the torch of Truth, with which its servants are entrusted. It
must do this without fear or hesitation, dreading ncither reproof nor
condemnation. Theosophy, through its mouthpiece, the Society, has to
tell the TRUTH to the very face of LIE; to beard the tiger in its den,
without thought or fear of evil consequences, and to set at defiance
calumny and threats. - As an Association, it has not only the right, but
the duty to uncloak vice and do its best to redress wrongs, whether
through the voice of its chosen lecturers or the printed word of its
journals and publications—making its accusations, however, as impersonal
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as possible. But its Fellows, or Members, have individually no such
right. Its followers have, first of all, to set the example of a firmly out-
lined and as firmly applied morality, before thecy obtain the right to
point out, even in a spirit of kindness, the absence of a like ethic unity
and singleness of purpose in other associations or individuals. No
Theosophist should blame a brother, whether within or outside of the
association ; neither may he throw a slur upon another’s actions or
denounce him, lest he himself losc the right to be considered a Theo-
sophist. For, as such, he has to turn away his gaze from the imperfec-
tions of his necighbour, and centre rather his attention upon his own
shortcomings, in order to correct them and become wiser. Let him not
show the disparity between claim and action in another, but, whether
in the case of a brother, a neighbour, or simply a fellow man, let him
rather ever help one weaker than himself on the arduous walk of life.

“The problem of true Theosophy and its great mission are, first, the
working out of clear unequivocal conceptions of cthic ideas and duties,
such as shall best and most fully satisfy the right and altruistic feelings
in men ; and second, the modelling of these conceptions for their adapta-
tion into such forms of daily life, as shall offer a field where they may
be applied with most equitableness.

“ Such is the common work placed before all who are willing to act
on these principles. Itis a laborious task, and will require strenuous
and persevering exertion ; but it must lead you insensibly to progress,
and leave you no room for any sclfish aspirations outside the limits
traced. . . . Do not indulge personally in unbrotherly comparison
between the task accomplished by yourself and the work left undone by
your neighbours or brothers. In the fields of Theosophy none is /held
to weed out a larger plol of ground than lis strength and capacity will
permit im. Do not be too severe on the merits or demerits of one
who seeks admission among your ranks, as the truth about the actual
state of the inner man can only be known to Karma, and can be dealt
with justly by that all-seeing LAwW alone. Even the simple presence
amidst you of a well-intentioned and sympathising individual may help
you magnetically. . . . You are the free volunteer workers on the fields
of Truth, and as such must leave no obstruction on the paths leading to
that field.

“ The degree of success or failure are the landmarks the masters kave to
Sollow, as they will constitute the barriers placed with your own hands =
between yourselves and those whom you lhave asked to be your teackers.
1e nearer your approach to the goal contemplated—ithe shorter the dis-
tance between the student and the Master.”
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TDHE BLOSSOM AND THE FRULT:
THE TRUE STORY OF A MAGICIAN.
(Continued.)

By MaBEL COLLINS.

CHAPTER VIL
|THE cloud lifted to reveal Fleta’s face. Shec was bending over him ;

she was at his side ; she was almost leaning her face on his.

“ My dear, my dear,” she said in a soft whispering voice, “ has
the blow been too great? Tell me, Hilary, speak to me? Have you
still your senses ?”

“ And you love that man?” was Hilary’s sole answer, fixing his eyes
in a cold strange gaze on her. .

“Oh! Hilary, you talk of what is unknown to you! I love him, yes,
and with a Jove so profound it is unimaginable to you.”

“And you tell me this! You tell this to the man who loves you, and
who has already devoted his whole life to you! Do you want a madman
for your service?”

“A life!” exclaimed Fleta, with a strange tone that had a ring as of
scorn in it. “ What is a life? I count it nothing. Our great aims lie
beyond such considerations.”

Hilary raised himself and looked into her face.

“ Then you are mad,” he said, “and if so, a madman in your scrvice
is but fit. Nevertheless, my Princess, do not forget with what forces you
have to contend. I am but a man; you have accepted my love. Only
just now you have made me a murderer at heart—in desirc. How soon
shall I be one in reality? That depends on you, Fleta. The next time
I see your gaze fixed on that man’s face as I saw it but now I will kill
him.”

. Fleta rose to her full height and lifted her face to the sky; as she

stood there a sort of shiver passed through her, a shiver as of pain.
Instantly Hilary’s humour changed. *You are ill,” he exclaimed. She
turned her cyes on him.

*“When that murderous mood is on you, it will not be Father Ivan
that you kill, but me, whom you profess to love. Do you understand
that?”

“Ah!” cried Hilary, uttering a sound as if his heart was bursting
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under the torture, “ that is because you love him so! Well, I can only
long and serve. I have no power to protest. Yet I ask you, oh!
Princess, is it fit to use a man’s heart to play at your queenly coquetries
with? A king, your betrothed—a mysterious priest, the man you love
—are not these enough but that you must take a boy, obscure and un-
taught in such misfortunes, and trample on his love? It is unlike the
nobility I have seen in you. Good-bye, for this, Princess! I am never
your lover again as I was before. 1 can never believe in your pure
sweet heart—only this morning it seemed to me as a pearl, as a drop of
limpid water. Good-bye, my idol! Yet I am your servant to obey
always, for I gave you my life to do with as you would. Call me, and I
come, like your dog ; but I will not stay by you, for no longer is it any-
thing but pain to do so.”

With these wild, fierce reproaches, which seemed to stir the quiet air
of the woodland, and make it scethe and burn with passion and despair,
he turned and went from her. Fleta stood motionless, and her eycs
drooped heavily ; only she murmured, “ We were born under the same
star !”

Her voice was very low, yet it reached Hilary’s ear. The words seemed
to lash his heart.

“ Under the same star!” he repeated, in a voice of agony, standing
suddenly still. “No, Fleta. You are the queen, I the subject. Not
only so, but you know it, and use your power to the full. Did you not
promise yourself utterly to me to be mine?”

“1 promised to give you my love for yours; I promised to give you
all that you can take of me. My love is greater than you can even
imagine, else I would not have listened to one word of your reproaches.
They have humbled me, but I have borne it.”

“Ah, Fleta! you talk enigmas,” exclaimed Hilary, moving rapidly
back to her side ; “you are enough to madden a man; yet I cannot but
love you. Why is this? Every act of yours proves you heartless, faith-
less,and yet I love you! Why is this? Oh, that I could read the riddle
of your existence! Who are you?—What is this mysterious place >—
Who is that priest whose rule you acknowledge? I wé// know !”

Fleta turned on him a sudden sweet smile, that seemed to light up his
inner being as the flame of a lamp illumines a dusky room.

“Yes,” she said, “find out. I cannot tell you, yet I desire you—oh!
indeed, I desire you to know. Compel the secret—force it. Yes, yes,
Hilary !”

She spoke eagerly, with a bright ring in her voice that thrilled his soul.
He forgot the Princess, the conspirator, the religieuse—he only remem-
bered the girl he loved—young, fresh, flower-like, with the fair sweet face
close to his own. With an unutterable cry of love he held out his arms
to her.

“Oh, my dear, my love, come ! ” he said, in trembling tones that vibrated
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with his passion. But Fleta turned away without a word and walked
through the tall ferns, her robe trailing on the ground. No backward
glance, no turn of the head, not even a movement of those white
statuesque hands which hung at her sides. In one was a long grass
which she had plucked before she came to him. Even that, though it
fluttered in the wind, had a strangely stiff air, as if it had become a
part of that statue which but a moment since was a woman. Hilary
stood gazing after this retreating figure, powerless to move, powerless to
rouse in his mind any thought but one; and that was not a thought.
It was knowledge—consciousness. He knew, he felt, that he dared
not follow Fleta and address her as men address the women they love;
he dared not woo her with the fever on his lips that burned there. And
why? Not because of her royal birth, or her beauty, or her power.
He knew not why—he could not understand himself. It was as though
a spell were cast on him that held him silent and motionless.

When at last she was out of sight a sudden reaction took place. The
whole burning force of the strong young man’s nature broke loose and
raged wildly through his whole system; he no longer was capable of
thought, he only felt the blood that rushed to bhis head and made his
brain reel as though he had drunk strong wine. He suddenly became
aware that he had aged, grown, become a new creature in these last
moments of experience. He had called himself a man five minutes ago;
but now he knew that when he had uttered those words, he was only a
boy. Across a great gulf of feeling he looked back at the love that was
in him when he had so spoken. Now his passion burned like a fire on
the altar of life ; every instant the flames grew stronger and mounted
more fiercely to his inflamed brain.

The savage had burst forth. The savage untamed man, which
smoulders within, and hides behind the cultivated faces of a gentle age.
One strong touch on the chord of passion, and Hilary Estanol, a
chivalric and courteous product of a refined time, knew himself to be a
man, and knew that man to be a savage A savage, full of desire, of
personal longing, thinking of nothing but his own needs. And to
Hilary this sudden starting forth of the nature within him seemed like a
splendid unfolding. He remained standing, erect, strong, resolute.
His scething mind hastily went over his whole position and Fleta’s.
Everything suddenly bore a new, vivid, stirring aspect.

“ This is a nest of conspirators!” he exclaimed to himself. *That
man, Ivan, is a conspirator or worse, else he would not hide here. What
crowned head is it that he threatens? He is a criminal. I will dis-
cover his secret ; I will rescue Fleta from him ; by the strength of my
love I will win her love from him; I will make her my own. Come, I
must calm myself—I must be sober, for I have to find out the meaning
of this mysterious place.”

He walked slowly through the wood, trying to still the throbbing in
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his brain, to check the fierce pulsations of his heart and blood. He knew
that now he needed all hi5 instincts, all his natural intelligence, all his
power of defence ; for, in his present humour, he walked as an enemy to
all men; by his new tide of feeling he had made every man his enemy.
The young King Otto had a prior right to the Fleta whom he desired to
make his own ; King Otto was indeed his enemy. Ivan had her love;
how bitterly did Hilary hate that priest! And Adine, the false Fleta—
what was she but a mere tool of the priest’s, a creature used to baffle and
blind him? She was the one most likely to trip his steps, for she defied
even the knowledge which his love gave him of Fleta’s face!

He was full of energy and activity, and his blood desired to be stilled
by action. He had quickly decided that he must immediately do two
things : inspect the whole exterior of the house, so as to get some notion
of what rooms were in it, and what their uses; and explore the outer
circle of the grounds, to see if there was any difficulty about leaving
them. As the latter task involved most exercise, he chose to undertake
it first, and swiftly, with long strides, made his way through the wood-
lands in the direction where the boundaries must liec. It did not take
him long to traverse a considerable distance ; for he felt stronger than
ever in his life before. He had been a delicate lad, now he knew himself
to be a strong man, as if new blood ran in his veins. The moon was
high in the heavens, it was nearly full, and its light was strong. By it
he soon discovered that the strange place in which he was had a more
cunning and effective defence than any high wall or iron barrier. [t was
surrounded by tangled virgin woodland growth, where, as it seemed, no
man'’s foot could have ever trodden.

Hilary found it hard to believe that such wild land existed within a
drive of the city. But it was there, and there was no passing through
it, unless he worked his way with a wood-axe, inch by inch, as men do
when they make a clearing. Such a task was hopeless, even if he had
the tools, for it was impossible to tell in what direction to move.

He returned at last, after many fruitless efforts ; there seemed to be
no vestige of a path. He had discovered the gate by which their entrance
had been made; and discovered also that it was guarded. A figure
moved slowly to and fro in the shadow of the trees; not with the air of
one strolling for pleasure, but with the regular movements of a sentry.
It was an unfamiliar figure, but dressed in the garb of the order.

Hilary went quietly along by the side of the path that led to the
house. it was useless to waste more time on this investigation ; quite
clearly he was a prisoner. And it scemed to him equally clear that unless
he could eseape, no information would be of any use to him. He must
be able to carry it to the city, where he would be free to take it to
Fleta’s father, or even to other crowned heads in other countries, ac-
cording to its nature. As he walked quietly on, revolving his position,
he saw that the task he had set himself was no light one, even for a
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strong man possessed by love. These monks belonged to an extraordi-
narily powerful order, and were men of great ability.

Here he was, in the very heart of one of their secret centres, which
was, presumably, political. Fleta and King Otto were under their
influence. And they were magicians; very certain he felt that they
knew some of Nature’s secrets, and had trained Fleta in her mysterious
powers. And from this hidden and carefully guarded place he was
determined to escape, taking with him its secret—and Fleta! Fleta,
his love, his own, yet whom he had to win by his strength.

CHAPTER VIIL

IN the long corridor through which Fleta had led Hilary to Father Ivan’s
room there was another door, which was fastened in a very different
manner. It was held in its place by iron clamps which would puzzle the
beholder, for they fastened on the outside as though they secured the door
of a prison instead of being any protection for the inhabitant of the room
beyond. It was inside this door that Fleta was now lying down to rest
for the night. Had Hilary known this what agony would have torn
him! He would have felt that he must break those bars and release
the prisoner within them, however supernatural the strength might be
which would be needed. He was spared the sharp pain of knowing
this, however, and he was not likely to learn it, for a strange sentinel
patrolled the long corridor with even step—Father Ivan himself. With-
out any pause he went steadily to and fro.

It was about midnight that Father Ivan went into his room and
glanced at a clock on the chimney-piece ; not quite midnight, but very
nearly. Hilary was lying awake in his room, tossing to and fro on a
very luxurious and tempting bed, which gave him, however, no hope of
rest. He had wandered round and round the house a dozen times, only to
find himself bewildered by its strange shape, and the shrubberies which
grew up close to the walls, and disheartened by the solid barricading of
those windows which it was easy to approach. And yet at last he found a
window wide open, and a room brightly lit; a lamp stood on the table
and showed the pleasant room, well-furnished, and with a bed in it, dressed
in fine linen and soft laces such as perhaps only members of an ascetic
order know how to offer to their guests. Hilary stood a moment on the
threshold, and then suddenly recognised it as his own room, It gave
him an odd feeling, this, as if he had been watched and arranged for;
treated like a prisoner. Well, it was useless to evade that dark fact—a
prisoner he was. Recognising defeat for the moment, Hilary determined
to accept it as gracefully as might be. He entered, closed his window
and the strong shutters which folded over it, and then quickly laid
himself down with intent to sleep. But sleep would not come, and he
found all his thoughts and all his interest centred on Father Ivan. He
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tried to prevent this but could not ; he chased Fleta’s image in vain—
he could scarcely remember her beautiful face! What was its shape
and colour? He tortured himself in trying to recall the face he loved
so dearly. But always Father Ivan’s figure was before his eyes; and
suddenly it struck him that this vision was almost real, for he saw Ivan
raise his hand in a commanding gesture which scemed to be directed
towards himself. A moment later and he fell fast asleep, like a tired
child. At this moment Ivan was standing in his own room, looking for
an instant at the clock. He stood, perhaps, a little longer than was
needed in order to see the time ; and a frown came on his fine clear
forehead which drew the arched eyebrows together. Then he turned
quickly, left his room, and closed its door behind him. He went to the
door which was so strongly barred, and noiselessly loosened its fastenings,
which swung heavily yet quxte softly away from it. He opened the
door and went in.

In a sort of curtained recess was a low divan, which quite filled it,
rising hardly a foot from the ground. This was covered with grcat rugs
made of bear and wolf skin. Fleta lay stretched upon them, wrapped
in a long cloak of some thick white material, which was bordered all
round with white fur, and, indeed, lined with it, too. And yet when
Ivan stooped and touched her hand it was cold as ice.

“Come,” he said; and turning, went slowly away from her. Fleta
rose and followed him. Her cyes were half-closed, and had something ot
the appearance of a sleep-walker’s, and yet not altogether, for though
they appeared dim and unsceing yet there was purpose, and conscious-
ness, and resolution in them. No one who had not seen Flcta before in
this state could have recognised those eyes, so set and strange were
they. Ivan approached a large curtained archway, and drawing the
curtain asidc he motioned to Fleta to pass through. As she did so he
touched one of her hands, as it hung at her side. Immediately she
raised it, and throwing the cloak aside showed that she held a white silk
mask. Her dress beneath the cloak was of white silk. Slowly she
raised the mask to her face and was about to put it on when a change
of state came so suddenly upon her that it was like a tropical tornado.
She opened her starry eyes wide and vivid light flashed from them ; she
flung the mask away upon the floor and clasped her hands violently
together, while her whole frame shook with emotion.

“Why must I mask myself?’ she e\clalmed “You have not told
me why.” 4 :

“1 have,” said Ivan, very quictly. “ No woman has ever entered there
till now.” )

“What then ?” cried Fleta, fiercely. “ There is no shame in being a
woman! Have I not assailed that door in vain in a different character?
Now, a woman, I demand entrance. Master, I will not disguise
myself.”
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“Be it so,” said Ivan, “yet take the mask with you lest your mood
should change again. You were willing, you remember, but a while
since.”

Fleta stood motionless regarding the mask as it lay on the floor.
Then she lifted her head suddenly and looked Ivan straight in the
eyes.

“1 will cast my s2x from me, and mask my womanhood without any
such help as that.”

Immediately that she had spoken Ivan walked on. They were in a
long corridor, lit, and with the walls faintly coloured in pale pink on
which shone somz silver stars. Yet, bright though it was, this corridor
seemed strangely solemn. Why was it so? Fleta looked from side to
side, and could not discover. There was something new to her which
she 'did not understand. Though she had been instructed in so many of
the mysteries,and so much of the knowledge of the order, she had never
entered -this corridor, nor indeed had she before known of its existence.
They slowly neared the end of it where was a high door made of oak,
and seemingly very solidly fastened ; but Father Ivan opened it easily
enough.

“My God !” cried Fleta instantly, in a low voice of deep amazement.
“Where am I? What country am [ in? Father, was that corridor
a magic place? This is no longer my own country! How far
have you carried me in this short time?”

“ A long way my daughter; come, do not delay.”

A vast plain, prairie-like, stretched before them, encircled on the right
by the narrowing end of a huge arm of mountains which disappeared
upon the far horizon. Upon the plain was one spot, was one place,
where a livid flame-like light burned, and could be seen, though the
whole scene was bathed in strong moonlight. Ivan commenced to
rapidly take his way down a steep path which lay before them. And
then Fleta became aware that they were themselves upon a height and
had to descend into the plain. She did not look back ; all her thoughts
were centred on that vivid light which she now saw came from the
windows of a great building. Then she suddenly saw that a number of
persons were in the plain; although it was so large yet there were
enough people to look like a crowd, which was gathering together from
different directions. All were approaching the building.

“Father,” she said to Ivan, who was leading the way rapidly. “Will
they goin?”

“Into the Temple? Those on the plain? Indeed no. They are
outside worshippers ; that crowd is in the world and of it, and yet has
courage to come here often when there is no light, and the icy winds
blow keen across the plain.”

“And they never enter. Why, my master, they can have no
strength.”

23
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Ivan glanced back for an instant, a curious look in his eyes.

“Itis not always strength that is needed,” he said in a low voice.
Fleta did not seem to hear him; her eyes were fixed on the temple
windows. Suddenly she stopped and cried out:

“Is this adream?”

“You are not asleep,” said Ivan with a smile. ‘

“Asleep ! no,” she answered, and went on her way with increased
rapidity.

Very soon they stood on the plain and advanced ,with great speed
towards the temple. Fleta was naturally hardy ; but now it seemed to
her that the very idea of fatigue was absurd. She could scale moun-
tains in order to reach that light. And yet what was it in it that drew
her so? None but herself could have told. But Fleta's heart beat
passionately with longing at the sight of it. Ivan turned on her a
glance of compassion.

“ Keep quiet,” he said.

He was answered with a look and tone of fervour.

“Yes: if it is in human power,” she replied.

The great crowds were slowly gathering towards the temple and
formed themselves into masses of silent and scarcely moving figures.
Fleta was now among them and though so absorbed by the idea of the
goal before her, she was attracted by the strange appearance of 'these
people. They were of all ages and nationalities, but more than two-
thirds of them were men ; they one and all had the appearance of sleep-
walkers, seeming perfectly unconscious of the scene in which they
moved and of their object in reaching it. Their whole nature was turned
inwards; so it appeared to Fleta. Why then had they come to this
strange place, so difficult of access, if when come they could neither see
nor hear? Fleta considered these things rapidly in her mind and would
again have asked an explanation of Father Ivan but that while her
steps slackened a little, his had hastened. He had already reached the
door of the temple—when Fleta reached it he was not there. Of course
he had entered, and Fleta, without fear or hesitation, put her hand on
the great bar which held the door and lifted it. It was not difficult to
lift ; it seemed to yield to her touch, and swung back smoothly. With
a slight push the great door opened a little before her—not wide ; only
as far as she had pushed it. Ah! there was the light! There, in her
eyes! It was like life and joy to Fleta. She turned her eyes up togaze
on it, and stood an instant with her hands clasped, in ecstacy.

Someone brushed lightly by, and, passing her, went straight in.
That reminded her that she, too, desired to go straight in. She nerved
herself for the supreme effort. For she was learned enough to know
that ohly the initiate in her faith could enter that door; and she had
not, in any outward form, passed the initiation. But she believed she
had passed it in her soul ; she had tested her emotions on every side
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and found the world was nothing to her; she had flung her mask away
believing her woman's shape and face to be the merest outward appear-
ance, which would be unseen at the great moment. And now it hardly
seemed as if she were a woman—she stood transfigured by the nobility
of her aspirations—and somc who stood on the step outside remaincd
there awestruck by her majestic beauty. By a supreme effort she
resolved to face all—and to conquer all. She boldly entered the door
and went up the white marble steps within it. A great hall was before
her, flooded with the clear, soft light she loved ; an innumerable number
of objects presented themselves to her amazed eyes, but she did not
pause to look at them—she guessed that the walls were jewelled from
their sparkling—she guessed that the floor was covered with flowers,
which lay on a polished silver surface, from the gleaming and the
colour—and who were these, the figures in silver dresses with a jewel
like an eye that saw, clasped at the neck? A number came towards her.
She would not allow herself to feel too exultant—she tried to steady
herself—and yet joy came wildly into her heart, for she felt that shc
was already one of this august company. But their faces, as they gathered
nearer, were all strange and unfamiliar. She looked from one to
another.

“Where is Ivan? ” she murmured.

Suddenly all was changed. The white figures grew in numbers till
there seemed thousands—with outstretched hands they pushed Fleta
down the steps—down, down, down, resist how she might. She did
more! She fought, she battled, she cried aloud, first for justice, then for
pity. But there was no relenting, no softening in these superhuman
faces. Fleta fled at last from their overpowering numbers and inexorable
cruelty, and then there came a great cry of voices, all uttering the same
words ;

“You love him! Go!”

Fleta fell, stunned and broken, at the foot of the outer step, and the
great door closed behind her. But she was not unconscious for more
than a few minutes. She opened her eyes and looked at the starry sky.
Then she felt suddenly that she could not endure even that light and
that the stars were reading her soul. She rose and hurried away,
blindly following in any path that her feet found. It did not take her
to any familiar place. She found herself in a dark wood. The moss
was soft and fragrant and violets scented it. She lay down upon it,
drawing her white cloak round her and hiding her eyes from the light.
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CHAPTER IX.

IT seemed to her that for long ages she was alone. Her mind achieved
great strides of thought which at another time would have appeared
impossible to her. She saw before her clearly her own folly, her own
mistake. Yesterday she would not have credited it—yesterday it would
have been unmeaning toher. But now she understood it, and understood
too how heavy and terrible was her punishment ; for it was already upon
her. She lay helpless, her eyes shut, her whole body nerveless.” Her
punishment was here. She had lost all hope, all faith.

A gentle touch on her hand roused her consciousness, but she was too
indifferent to open her eyes. It mattered little to her what or who was
near her. The battle of her soul was now the only real thing in life to
her.

A voice that seemed strangely familiar fell on her ears; yet last time
she had heard it it was loud, fierce, arrogant ; now it was tender and soft,
and full of an overwhelming wonder and pity.

“You, Princess Fleta, here? My God! what can have happened?
Surely she is not dead? No! What is it, then?”

Fleta slowly opened her eyes. It was Hilary who knelt beside her;
she was lying on the dewy grass, and Hilary knelt there, the morning
sun shining on his head and lighting up his beautiful boy’s face. And
Fleta as she lay and looked dully at him felt herself to be immeasurably
older than he was; to be possessed of knowledge and experience which
seemed immense by his ignorance. And yet she lay here, nerveless,
hopeless.

“What is it?” again asked Hilary, growing momently more
distressed.

“Do you want to know ?” she said gently, and yet with an accent of
pity that was almost contempt in her tone. “You would not under-
stand.”

“Oh, tell me !” said Hilary. “I love you—let me serve you!”

She hardly seemed to hear his words, but his voice of entreaty made
her go on speaking in answer :

“ I have tried,” she said, “ and failed.”

“Tried what ? ” exclaimed Hilary, “ and how failed? Oh, my Princess,
I believe these devils of priests have given you some fever—you do not
know what you are saying !”

“I know very well,” replied Fleta; “I am in no fever. I am all but
dead—that is no strange thing, for I am stricken.” Hilary looked at her
as she lay, and saw that her words were true. How strange a figure
she looked, lying there so immovably, as if crushed or dead, upon the
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dewy grass ; wrapped in her white robes. And her face was white with
a terrible whiteness ; the great eyes looked out from the white face with
a sad, smileless gaze; and would those pale drawn lips never smile
again? Was the radiant, brilliant Fleta changed for ever into this
paralysed white creature ? Hilary knew that even if it was so he loved
her more passionately and devotedly than before. His soul yearned
towards her.

“ Tell me, explain to me, what has done this?” he cried out, growing
almost incoherent in his passionate distress. *“I demand to know by my
love for you. What have you tried to do in this awful past night?”

Fleta opened her eyes, the lids of which had drooped heavily, and
looked straight into his as she answered :

“1 have tried for the Mark of the White Brotherhood. I have tried to
pass the first initiation of the Great Order. I did not dream I could
fail, for I have passed through many initiations which men regard with
fear. But I have fajled.”

“I cannot believe,” said Hilary, “that you could fail in anything. You
are—dreaming—you are feverish. Let me lift you, let me carry you into
the house.”

“Yes, I have failed,” answered Fleta dully ; “failed, because I had not
measured the strength of my humanity. It is in me—in me still! I am
the same as any other woman in this land. [, who thought myself
supreme—I, who thought myself capable of grcat deeds! Ah, Hilary,
the first simple lesson is yet unlearned. I have failed because I loved—
because I love like any other fond and foolish woman! And yet no
spark of any part of love but devotion is in my soul. That is too
gross. Is it possible to purge even that away? Yes, those of the
White Brotherhood have done it. I will do it even if it take me a
thousand years, a dozen lifetimes !”

She had raised herself from the ground as she spoke, for a new fierce
passion had taken the place of the dull despair in her manner ; she had
raised herself to her feet, and then unable to stand had fallen on to her
knees. Hilary listened yet hardly heard; only some of her words
hurried into his mind. He bent down till his face touched her white
cloak where it lay on the grass, and kissed it a dozen times.

“You have failed because of love? Oh, my Princess, then it is not
failure! Men live for love, men die for love! It is the golden power of
life. Oh, my Princess, let me take you from this terrible place—come back
with me to the world where men and women know love to be the one great
joy for which all else is well lost. Fleta, while I doubted that you loved
me I was as wax ; but now that I know you do, and with a love so great
that it has power to check the career of your soul, now I am strong, I
am able to do all that a strong man can do. Come, let me raise you
and take you away from here to a place of peace and delight !”

He had risen to his feet and stooed before her, looking magnificent in
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the morning sunshine. He was slight of build, yet that slightness was
really indicative of strength; when Hilary Estanol had been effeminate
it was because he had not cared to be anything else. He stood grandly
now, his hands stretched towards her ; a man, lofty, transformed by the
power of love. Fleta looking at him saw in his brilliant eyes the gleam
of the conquering savage. She rose suddenly and confronted him.

“You are mistaken,” she said abruptly. “It is not you that I love.”

Then, as suddenly as Fleta had moved and spoken, the man before
her vanished, with his nobility, and left the savage only, unvarnished,
unhumanised.

“ My God,” gasped Hilary, almost breathless from the sudden blow,
“then it is that accursed priest?”

“ Yes,” answered Fleta, her eyes on his, her voice dull, her whole form
like that of a statue, so emotionless did she seem, *“it is that accursed
priest.”

She moved away from him and looked about her. The spot was
familiar. She was in the woodland about the monastery. She
could find her way home now without difficulty. And yet how
weak she was, and how hard it was to take each footstep! After
moving a few paces she stood still and tried to rouse herself, tried to use
her powerful will.

“Where are my servants?” she said in a low voice. “Where are
those who do my bidding?”

She closed her eyes, and standing there in the sunlight, used all her
power to call the forces into action which she had learned to control.
For she was a sufficiently learned magician to be the mistress of some
of the secrets of Nature. But now it seemed she was helpless—her old
powers were gone. A low, bitter cry of anguish escaped from her lips
as she realised this awful fact. Hilary, terrified by the strange sound
of her voice, hastily approached her and looked into her face. Those
dark eyes, once so full of power, were now full of an agony such as one
sees in the eyes of a hunted and dying creature. Yet Fleta did not
faint or fail, or cling to the strong man who stood by her side. After
a moment she spoke, with a faint yet steady voice.

“Do you know the way to the gate? ” she asked.

“Yes,” replied Hilary; who indeed had but recently explored the
whole demesne.

“ Take my hand,” she said, *and lead me there.”

She used her natural power of royal command now ; feeble though
she was, she was the princess. Hilary did not dream of disobeying her.
He took the cold and lifeless hand she extended to him, and led her
as quickly as was possible over the grass, through the trees and
flowering shrubs, to the gateway. As they neared it she spoke:

“You are to go back to the city,” she said. “Do not ask why—you
must go ; yet I will tell you this—it is for your own safety. I have
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lost my power—I can no longér protect you, and there are both angels
and devils in this place. I have lost all! all! And I have no right to
risk your sanity as well as my own. You must go.”

“ And leave you here ?” said Hilary, bewildered.

“1 am safe,” she answered proudly. *“No power in heaven or earth
can hurt me now, for I have cast my all on one stake. Know this,
Hilary, before we part; I shall never yield or surrender. I shall cast
out that love that kills me from my heart—] shall enter the White
Brotherhood. And, Hilary, you too will enter it. But, oh! not yet!
Bitter lessons have you yet to learn! Good-bye, my brother.”

The sentinel who guarded the gate now approached them in his walk ;
Fleta moved quickly towards him. After a few words had passed
between them he blew a shrill, fine whistlee Then he approached
Hilary.

“Come,” he said, “ I will show you the way for some distance and
will then obtain you a horse and a guide to the city.”

Hilary did not hesitate in obeying Fleta’s commands; he knew he
must go. But he turned to look once more into her mysterious face.
She was no longer there. He bowed his head, and silently followed the
monk through the gate into the outer freedom of the forest.

Fleta meantime crept back to the house through the shelter of the
trees. Her figure looked like that of an aged woman, for she was
bowed almost double and her limbs trembled as she moved. She did
not go to the centre door of the house, but approached a window which
opened to the ground and now stood wide. It was the window of
Fleta’s own room ; she hurried towards it with feeble, uncertain steps.
“Rest! Rest! I mustrest!” she kept murmuring to herself. But on
the very threshold she stumbled and fell. Someone came immediately
to her and tried to raise her. It was Father Ivan. Fleta disengaged
herself, tremblingly yet resolutely. She rose with difficulty to her feet
and gazed very earnestly into his face.

“And you knew why I should fail?” she said.

“Yes,” he answered, “I knew. You are not strong enough to stand
alone amid the spirit of humanity. 1 knew you clung to me. Well
have you suffered from it. I know that very soon you will stand alone.”

“ Of what use would that mask have been?” demanded Fleta, pursu-
ing her own thoughts.

“None. If you had obeyed me and worn it you would have been of
so craven a spirit you could never have reached the temple, never have
seen the White Brotherhood. You have done these things, which are
more than any other woman has accomplished.”

“I will do yet more,” said Fleta. “I will be one of them.”

“Be it so,” answered Ivan. “ To do so you must suffer as no woman
has yet had strength to suffer. The humanity in you must be crushed
out as we crush a viper beneath our feet.”
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“ It shall be. [ may die, but I will not pause. Good-bye, my master.
As I am a queen in the world of men and women, so you- are king in
the world of soul, and to you I have done homage ; that homage they
call love. It is so, perhaps. I am blind yet, and know not. But no
more may you be my king. I am alone, and all knowledge I gain I
must now gain myself.” :

Ivan bowed his head as if in obedience to an unanswerable decree,
and in a moment had walked away among the trees. Fleta watched
him stonily till he was out of sight, then dragged herself within the
window to fall helplessly upon the ground, shaken by sobs and strong
shudders of despair.

CHAPTER X.

1T was late in the day before Fleta again came out of her room. She
seemed to have recovered her natural manner and appearance; and
yet there was a change in her which anyone who knew her well must
see. She had not been into the general rooms, or greeted the other
guests ; nor did she do so now. Her face was full of resolution, but
she was calm, at all events externally. Without going near the guest
rooms or the great entrance hall, she made her way round the house to
where a very small door stood almost hidden in an angle of the wall.
It was such a door as might lead to the cellars of a house, and when
Hilary had explored the night before he had scarcely noticed it. But
it was exceedingly solid and well fastened Fleta gave a peculiar
knock upon it with a fan which she carried in her hand. It was imme-
diately opened, and Father Amyot appeared.

“Do you want me?” he asked.

“Yes; I want you to go on an errand for me.”

“Where am I to go?”

“I do not know ; probably you will know. I must speak to one of
the White Brotherhood.”

Amyot’s face clouded and he looked doubtfully at her.

“ What is there you can ask that Ivan cannot answer?”

“Does it matter to you?” said Fleta imperiously. “You are my
messenger, that is all.”

“You cannot command me as before,” said Father Amyot.

“ What! do you know that I have failed? Does all the world
know it?”

“The world?” echoed Amyot, contemptuously. “No; but all the
Brotherhood does, and all its servants do. No one has told me, but I
know it.”

“Of course,” said Fleta to herself. “I am foolish.” She turned away
and walked up and down on the grass, apparently buried in deep
thought. Presently she raised her head suddenly, and quickly moved
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towards Amyot, who still stood motionless in the dim shadow of the
little doorway. She fixed her eyes on him; they were blazing with an
intense fire. Her whole attitude was one of command.

“@Go,” she said.

Father Amyot stood but for a moment ; and then he came out slowly
from the doorway, shutting it behind him.

“You have picked up a lost treasure,” he said. “You have found
your will again. I obey. Have you told me all your command?”

“Yes. 1 must speakto one of the White Brothers. What more can
I say? I do not know one from another. Only be quick!”

Instantly Amyot strode away over the grass and disappeared. Fleta
moved slowly away, thinking so deeply that she did not know any one
was near her till a hand was put gently on her arm. She looked up, and
saw before her the young king, Otto.

* Have you been ill,” he asked, looking closely into her face.

“ No,” she answered. “] have only been living fast—a century of
experience in a single night! Shall I talk to you about it, my
friend?”

“1 think not,” answered Otto, who now was walking quietly by her
side. I may not readily understand you. I am anxious above all to
advance slowly and grasp each truth as it comes to me. 1 have been
talking a long time to-day to Father Ivan; and I feel] that I cannot yet
understand the doctrines of the order except as interpreted through
religion.”

“ Through religion? ” said Fleta. “But that is a mere externality.”

“True, and intellectually I see that. But I am not strong enough to
stand without any external form to cling to. The precepts of religion,
the duty of each towards humanity, the principle of sacrifice one for
another, these things I can understand. Beyond that I cannot yet go.
Are you disappointed with me?”

“ No, indeed,” answered Fleta. “ Why should I be.”

Otto gave a slight sigh as of relief. “I feared you might be” he
answered ; “but I preferred to be honest. I am ready, Fleta, to be a
member of the order, a devout member of the external Brother-
hood. How far does that place me from you who claim a place among
the wise ones of the inner Brotherhood.”

Fleta looked at him very seriously and gravely.

“1 claim it,” she said; “but is it mine? YetI will win it, Otto;
even at the uttermost price, I will make it mine.”

“And at what cost?” said Otto. “What is that uttermost
price?”

“1 think,” she said slowly, “I already feel what it is. I must
learn to live in the plain as contentedly as on the mountain tops. I
have hungered to leave my place in the world, to go to those haunts
where only a few great ones of the earth dwell, and from them learn




362 LUCIFER.

the secret of how to finally escape from the life of earth altogether.
That has been my dream, Otto, put into simple words ; the old dream
of the Rosicrucian and those hungerers after the occult who have always
haunted the world like ghosts, unsatisfied, homeless. Because I am a
strong-willed creature, because I have learned how to use my will, be-
cause I have been taught a few tricks of magic I fancied myself fitted
to be one of the White Brotherhood. Well, it is not so. [ have failed.
I shall be your queen, Otto.”

The young king turned on her a sudden look full of mingled
emotions. “Is that to be, Fleta? Then may I be worthy of your com-
panionship.” :

Fleta had spoken bitterly, though not ungently. Otto’s reply had
been in a strange tone, that had exultation, reverence, gladness, in it ; but
not any of the passion which is called love. A coquette would have
been provoked by a manner so entirely that of friendship.

“Otto,” said Fleta, after a moment’s pause, during which they had
walked on side by side. “1 am going to test your generosity. Will
you leave me now?"”

“My generosity ?” exclaimed Otto. “ How is it possible for you to
address me in that way?” Without any further word of explanation
he turned on his heel and walked quickly away. = Fleta understood his
meaning very well ; she smiled softly as she looked for a moment after
him. Then, as he vanished, her whole face changed, her whole expres-
sion of attitude, too. For a little while she stood quite still, seemingly
wrapt in thought. Then steadily and swiftly she began to move across
the grass and afterwards to thread her way through the trees. Having
once commenced to move, she seemed to have no hesitation as to the
direction in which she was going. And, indeed, if you had been able to
ask her how she knew what path to take, she would have answered that
it was very easy to know. For she was guided by a direct call from Amyot,
as plainly heard as any human voice, though audible only to her inner
hearing. To Fleta, the consciousness of the double life—the spiritual
and the natural—was a matter of constant experience, and, therefore,
there was no need for the darkness of midnight to enable her to hear a
voice from what ordinary men and women call the unseen world. To
Fleta it was no more unseen than unheard. She saw at once, conquer-
ing time and space, the spot where she would find Father Amyot at the
end of her rapid walk ; and more, the state she would find him in. The
sun streamed in its full power and splendour straight on the strange
figure of the monk, lying rigidly upon the grass. Fleta stood beside
him and looked down on his face, upturned to the sky. For a little
while she did nothing, but stood there with a frown upon her forehead
and her dark eyes full of fierce and changing feeling. Amyot was in one
of his profound trances, when, though not dead, yet he was as one dead.

“ Already my difficulties crowd around me,” exclaimed Fleta aloud.
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“ What folly shall I unknowingly commit next? My poor servant
—dare I even try to restore you—or will Nature be a safer friend? ”

Full of doubt and hesitation, she turned slowly away and began to
pace up and down the grass beside the figure of the priest. Presently
she became aware that she was not alone-—some one was near her.
She started and turned quickly. Ivan stood but a pace from her, and his
eyes were fixed very earnestly upon her.

He was not dressed as a priest, but wore a simple hunting dress, such
as an ordinary sportsman or the king incognito might wear. Simple it was,
and made of coarse materials ; but its easy make showed a magnificent
figure which the monkish robes had disguised. -His face had on it a
deep and almost pathetic seriousness; and yet it was so handsome, so
nobly cut, and made so brilliant by the deep blue eyes, which were
bluer than their wont now, even in the full blaze of the sun—that in fact
as a man merely, here stood one who might make any woman’s heart,
queen or no queen, beat fiercely with admiration. Fleta had never seen
him like this before ; to her he had always been the master, the adept in
mysterious knowledge, the recluse who hid his love of solitude under a
monkish veil. This was Ivan! Young, superb, a man who must be
loved. Fleta stood still and silent, answering the gaze of those ques-
tioning, serious blue eyes, with the purposeful, rebellious look which
was just now burning in her own. The two stood facing each other for
some moments, without speaking—without, as it seemed, desiring to
spcak. But in these moments of silence a measuring of strength was
made. Fleta spoke first.

“Why have you come?” she demanded. “I did not desire your
presence.”

*You have questions to ask which I alone can answer.”

“You are the one person who cannot answer them, for I cannot ask
them of you.”

* It is of me that you must ask them,” was all Ivan’s reply. Then he
added: “It is of me you have to learn these answers. Learn them by
experience if you like, and blindly. If you care to speak, you shall be
answered in words. This will spare you some pain, and save you years
of wasted time. Are you too proud?”

There was a pause. Then Fleta replied deliberately :

“ Yes, | am too proud.”

Ivan bowed his head and turned away. He stooped over Father
Amyot, and taking a flask from his pocket, rubbed some liquid on the
monk’s white and rigid lips.

“1 forbid you,” said Ivan, “to use your power over Amyot again.”

“You forbid me?” repeated Fleta in a tone of profound amazement.
Evidently this tonc was entirely new to her.

“Yes, and you dare not disobey me. If you do, you will suffer
instantly.”
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Fleta looked the amazement which was evidently beyond her power
to express in words. Ivan’s manner was cold, almost harsh. Never
had he addressed her without gentleness before. Hastily she recovered
herself, and without pausing to address to him any other word she
turned away and went quickly through the trees and back to the house.
Otto was standing at one of the windows ; she went straight to him.

“ I wish to go back to the city at once,” she said, “ will you order my
horses?”

“May I come with you?”

*“No, but you may follow me to-morrow if you like.”

(70 be continued.)

SPECULATION.
Man’s reasoning faith can outlive and can ride
O’er countless speculations. Navies float
On changeful waves, and for this ark-like boat
Winds from all quarters, every swelling tide
Will serve. By all the virgin spheres that glide
Like timid guests across sky-floor we note
Where lies the pole-star. Those who only quote
Their compass, fail, and antique charts must slide
To error, in this shifting sand of thought
And rnew-found science, where sweet isles of palm
And olive sink, that were as land-marks sought,
While others rise from Ocean’s fertile bed.
No storm, nor heat, nor cold I fear ; my dread
Is lest the ship should meet a death-like calm.

REVOLUTION.

Ah ! wondrous happy rounding universe

Where suns and moons alike as tears e’er mould

Themselves to beauteous circles! He that rolled
The planets, curved their paths ; though seas immerse
Both shattered ship and shell, naught skal/ escape

Th’ inevitable wheel that must restore

The seeming lost. The potent buried lore
Of saint and sage revives to melt and shape
Our thoughts to comeliness, and souls that leave
Earth’s shores float back as craft that cruising sails;
Each blessed gift that hourly from us flies,
God will rain down albeit in other guise ;}—
And €'en the very dew-drop noon exhales
May find again the self-same rose at eve.

MARY W. GALE.
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TWILIGHT VISIONS.

‘‘ At evening time there shall be light.”
—ZECH. xiv., 7.

THE day’s work done, [ cast my pen aside
And rose, with aching eye and troubled brain,
Thinking how oft my fellow workers here
Have suffered in the fiesh for labours wrought
In love to all mankind ; and how the world
Cares nought for words which teach not of itself;
For to the world, itself is all in all,
And nought outside it can the world conceive
As real and true. And yet this earth must cease
To be for ever to each mortal, when
The Spirit casts off earth, and, in new life
Will feel and know thz world to be the vale
Of deathly shadows compass'd round about
With ignorance and error, sin and crime,
With yearnings, longings, miseries, and griefs,
And all that makes the “ Breath of Lives” to seem
As Angels wrestling with the powers of hell.

L] » * »
A gentle Spirit with the twilight came
And rested on my soul; then hope with peace,
Long since to me as strangers, touched my heart,
And, sitting at the organ, soft and sweet
There streamed a flow of harmony, tho’ I
Scarce seemed to touch the keys, yet simple hymns
Called forth a train of Spirits bright and young,
Amongst them saw I all that I had known
And loved in days when life seem’d sweet to me.
I was a child again, and saw myself
As such—no aching eye—no troubled brain
Had that young being who in faith and hope
Sang songs of holiness, of peace and truth—
There, resting on his Mother’s breast, with arms
Clasped round her neck, with loving eyes that watched
The loving face, whereon a parent’s smile
Was ever present in the days now past,
Now buried in the dust with former things.

L * L L]
In saddened notes swelled forth “ Thy will be done!”
And then appeared a radiant spirit form
Of onc who, as a babe, was called away,
From out this world of wretchedness and sin,




366'

LUCIFER.

An infant—which scarce breathed upon the earth
Ere God, in His great mercy, took her home
To dwell with Him, and she, an Angel bless’d,
Now looks in pity on her parents here,
A weeping witness of the vacant lives
Which in the world their souls are forced to pass
As, hung’ring for the love of One in heaven
They stagger on from day to day in doubt—
In misery, which none but they can know.

* * . *
Some cursed bonds can ne’er be snapped in twain,
Save death or sin alone be brought to bear
To shatter human customs hard and vile,
And false and horrible as hell itself.
For man exists in darkness, bound by laws
Which curse and damn his very soul on earth ;
Mankind will not accept the Master’s words
Or listen to His cry within the soul.
And so the world in falsehood wanders on
And dooms the inner Man of Light again
To suffer crucifixion in the flesh ;
The Trinity—of Wisdom, Love and Truth—
THE CHRIST, is absent from this “ Christian ” World
And ignorance with hatred lies and sin
Reign rampant in their infidel abode.

L L

L L
“ Abide with me, fast falls the eventide.”
O Lord! we suff ’ring mortals here on earth
Have nought but Thee, Thou Guide of all mankind
To lead us in our wand’rings, and to turn
Our falt’ring footsteps from the way of death ;
Thy Angels true are sent to fainting souls,
And lovingly their voices soft are heard
Peace! troubled hearts, hereafter all shall be
Made up in heaven. Know that sufferings
Are sent in love that we may minister,
To all yeur needs, and bear you safely home
To that good land ordained for all mankind—
The kingdom bright—of happiness and love,
Whereon your lives shall ever be a rest
In one long summer day of light and joy.
No mortal e’er can comprehend the peace
Of God, which shall be yours, when, from the world
Your glorious inner beings stand apart
For cver! Soon shall you know all that we
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Would tell you now—yet hope and struggle on.
“ At evening time there shall be Light! and then—
The Living Light shall lead you home to God,
Home to the place which He hath made,—'tis yours
For ever! We are sent to tell you this
And by the Mighty One we do not lie!
L L L L
“ QO Glorious Angels of our Loving God !
Pray tell us if this land, we fain would know,
Contains the dear ones we have loved on earth ?
For what were heaven e’en to us, if we
Could nevermore be all in all to those
Who when on earth were all in all to us'!
A voice replied—'twas one I oft have heard
And learned to love with more than mortal love,
“ Look up. my own ! and see me with thee now
For ever on this earth. If then ’tis so,
How canst thou think that I shall ever be
Apart from thee in heav’'n—the land of love
Wherein alone life’s consummation finds
A fullness in its own eternal self ?
For God is all—thus He is life and love
And love eternal is the power that welds
Each atom in the universal chain
Of infinite expanse throughout the skies—
Which ever shows to godly men on earth
The Power of powers that reigneth over all !
- * L 2 -
Then in the gloom a glorious form appeared,
And, standing by my side, it pressed its lips
Upon the troubled brow which none could calm
On earth, save she who was beside me then.
And so an Angel from our loving God
Came down to comfort, in the eventide—
To show, by light of love, God’s holy truth,
Which from the world—in darkness—hath been hid
Because the world in darkness will exist,
And, living thus, man sins against himself
And so against his loving God of Life.
The promised Light appeared at evening time,
And by its living rays did I perceive—
Mankind to wander on in sin and shame ;
Thus HELL prevails to-day where heaven should ba . . . .
WM. C. ELDON SERJFANT.
London, 62k December, 1387. .
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ESOTERICISM OF THE CHRISTIAN DOGMA.

CREATION AS TAUGHT BY MOSES AND THE MAHATMAS.
BY THE ABBE ROCA (Honorary Canon).

[Extracts translated from the “ LOTUS” Revue des Hautes Etudes Theosophiques.
Journal of “Isis,” the French Branch of iThe Theosophical Society. December, 1887.
Paris, George Carrés, 58, Rue St. André des Arts.—VERBAL TRANSLATION.]

I

HANKS to the light which is now reaching us from the far East

through the Theosophical organs published in the West, it is

easy to foresee that the Catholic teaching is about to undergo a

transformation as profound as it will be glorious. All our dogmas will

pass from “ the letter which killeth ” to “ the spirit which giveth life,” from

the mystic and sacramental to the scientific and rational form, perhaps
even to the stage of experimental methods.

The reign of faith, of mystery and of miracle, is nearing its close ; this
is plain and was, moreover, predicted by Christ himself. Faith vanishes
from the brains of men of science, to make way for the clear perception
of the essential truths which had to be veiled at the origin of
Christianity, under symbols and figures, so as to adapt them, as far as
possible, to the needs and weaknesses of the infancy of our faith.

Strange! It is at the very hour when Europe is attaining the age of
reason, and when she is visibly entering upon the full possession of her
powers, that India prepares to hand on to us those loftier ideas which
exactly meet our new wants, as much from the intellectual, as from the
. moral, religious, social and other standpoints.

One might believe that the “ BROTHERS ” kept an eye from afar on the
movements of Christendom, and that from the summits of their
Himalayan watch towers, they had waited expectantly for the hour
when they would be able to make us hear them with some chance of
being understood. . . . ... ..

It is certain that the situation in the West is becoming more and
more serious. Everyone knows whence comes the imminence of the
catastrophe which threatens us; hitherto men have only evoked the
animal needs, they have only awakened and unchained the brute forces
of nature, the passional instincts, the savage energies of the lower
Kosmos. Christianity does indeed conceal under the profound esoteric-
ism of its Parables, those truths, scientific, religious, and social, which
this deplorable situation imperiously demands, but sad to say, sad indeed
for a priest, hard, hard indeed for Christian ears to hear, all our priest-
hoods, that of the Roman Catholic Church equally with those of the
Orthodox Russian, the Anglican, the Protestant, and the Anglo-
American churches, seem struck with blindness and impotence in face
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of the glorious task which they would have to fulfil in these terrible
circumstances. They see nothing; their eyes are plastered and their
ears walled up. They do not discover ; onc is tempted to say, they do
not even suspect what ineffable truths are hidden under the dead letter
of their teachings.

Say, is it not into that darkness that we arc all stumbling, in State
and in Church, in politics as in religion! A double calamity forming
but one for thc peoples, which suffer horribly under it, and for our
civilisation which may be shipwrecked on it at any moment. May God
dezliver us from a war at this moment! It would be a cataclysm in
which Europe would break to pieces in blood and fire, as Montesquieu
foresaw : “ Europe will perish through the soldiers, if not saved in time.”
We must escape from this empiricism and this fearful confusion. But
who will save us? The Christ, the true Christ, the Christ of esoteric
science.* And how? Thus: the same key which, under the eyes of
the scientific bodies, shall open the secrets of Nature, will open their
own intellects to the secrets of true Sociology ; the same key which,
under the eyes of the priesthoods, shall open the Arcana of the mysteries
and the gospel parables, will open their intellects to these same secrets
of Sociology. Priests and savants will then develope in the radiance of
one and the same light.

And this key—I can assert it, for I have proved it in application to
all our dogmas—THIS KEY IS THE SAME WHICH THE MAHATMAS
OFFER AND DELIVER TO US AT THIS MOMENT.1‘

There is here an interposition of Providence, before which we should
all of us offer up our own thanksgivings. For my part, I am deeply
touched by it; I feel I know not what sacred thrill! My gratitude is
the more keen since, if I confront the Hindu tradition with the occult
theosophic traditions of Judeo-Christianity, from its origin to our own
day, through the Holy Kabbala, I can recognise clearly the agreement
of the teaching of the “ Brothers” with the esoteric teaching of Moses,
Jesus, and Saint Paul.

People are sure to say : “ You abase the West before the East, Europe
before Asia, France before India, Christianity before Buddhism. You
are betraying at once your Country and your Church, your quality as a
Frenchman, and your character as a Priest.” Pardon me, gentlemen !
I abase nothing whatever ; I betray nothing at all! A member of
Humanity, I work for the happiness of Humanity ; a son of France, I
work for the glory of France; a Priest of Jesus Christ, I work for the

® “The Christ of esoteric science” is the Chrisfos of Spirit—an impersonal
principle entirely distinct from any carnalised Christ or Jesus. Is it this Christos that
the learned Canon Roca means ?—[ED.]

t+ The capitals are our own; for these “ Mahatmas” are the real Foundersiand
“ Masters ™ of the Theosophical Society.—[ED.]

24
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triumph of Jesus Christ. You shall be forced to confess it; suspend,
therefore, your anathemas, and listen, if you please!

We are traversing a frightful crisis. For the last hundred years we
have been trying to round the Cape of Social Tempests, which I spoke of
before ; we have been enduring, without intermission, the fires, the
lightnings the thunders, and the earthquakes of an unparalleled hurricane,
and we feel, clearly enough, that everything is giving way around us;
under our feet and over our heads! Neither pontiffs, nor savants, nor
politicians, nor statesmen, show themselves capable of snatching us from
the abysses towards which we are being, one is tempted to say, driven
by a fatality! If, then, I discover, in the distant East, through thc
darkness of this tempest, the blessed star which alone can guide us,
amidst so many shoals, safe and sound to the longed-for haven of
safety, am I wanting in patriotism and religion because I announce to
my brethren the rising of this beneficent star? . . . .. ..

I know as well as you that it was said to Pecter: “I will give
thee the Keys of the Kingdom of Heaven, that thou mayest open its
gates upon earth”; yes, doubtless, but note the tense of this verb : I wi/
give thee: in the future. Has the Christian Pontiff already received
them—thosc magic Keys? Before replying look and sce what Rome
has made of Christendom ; see the lamentable state of Europe ; not
only engaged in open war with foreign nationalities, but also exhausting
herself in fratricidal wars and preparations to consummate her own
destruction; behold everywhere Christian against Christian, church
against church, priesthood against priesthood, class against class, school
.against school, and, often in the same family, brother against brother,
sons against their father, the father against his sons! What a spectacle!
And a Pope presides over it! And while, all around, men prepare for a
general slaughter, he, the Pope, thinks only of one thing—of his temporal
domain, of his material possessions! Think you that this state of things
forms the Kingdom of Heaven,and say you still that the Pontiff of Rome
has already received the Keys thereof?

It is written, perchance, in the decrees of Providence, that these mys-
terious Keys shall be brought to the brethren of the West by the
“ Brothers ” of the East. . . . . . Such is, indeed, the expectation of all
the nations; the prophetic East sighs for the tenth incarnation of
Vishnu, which shall be the crown of all the Avatars which have pre-
ceded it, and the Apocalypse, on its side, announces the appearance of
the White Horse which is the symbol of the Christ risen, glorious and
triumphant before the eyes of all the peoples of the carth.

This is how I, priest of Jesus Christ, betray Jesus Christ, when [
acclaim the wisdom of the Mahatmas and their mission in the

N _ West!
" I have spoken of the opportuneness of the hour chosen by them for
coming to our help. I must insist upon this point.
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[The Abbé then enforces his argument by references to the position of
Modern Science, and concludes :—TR.]

“The phenomena of motion,” by means of which men of science claim
to explain everything, explain nothing at all, because the very cause of
that motion is unknown to our physicists as they themselves admit.
*Consider, say to us the Mahatmas by the mouth of their Adepts, that
behind each physical energy is hidden another energy, which itself
serves as envelope to a spiritual force which is the living soul of every
manifested force.”

And thus Nature offers us an infinite series of forces one within
another, serving mutually as sheaths, which, as d’Alembert suspected,
produce all sensible phenomena and reach all points of the circumference
starting from a central point, which is God. . . . . . .. .

IL

I can now, after these preliminaries, give an example of the trans-
formation which, thanks to the Mahatmas, will soon take place in the
teaching of the Christian Church. I will take particularly the dogma
of the Creation, informing my readers that they will find in a book I am
preparing, 7% New Heavens and the New Earth, an analogous work on
all the dogmas of the Catholic faith.

Matter exists in states of infinite variety, and, sometimes, even of
opposite appearance. The world is constituted in two poles, the North
or Spiritual, and the South or Material pole: these two poles correspond
perfectly and differ only in form, that is, in appearance.

Regarded from above, as the Easterns regard it, the universal
substance presents the aspect of a spiritual or divine emanatién ; looked
at from below, as the Westerns are in the habit of viewing it, it offers,
on the contrary, the aspect of a material creation.

One sces at once the difference which must exist between the two
intellectualities and, consequently, between the two civilisations of the
East and the West. Yet there is no more error in the Genesis of Moses,
which is that of the Christian teaching, than therc is in the Genesis of
the Mahatmas, which is that of the Buddhist doctrine. The one and

the other of these Geneses are absolutely founded on one and the same '

reality. Whether one descends or ascends the scale of being, one only
traverses, in the East from above downwards, in the West from below
upwards, the same ladder of essences, more or less spiritualised, more
or less materialised, according as one approaches to, or recedes from,
Pure Spirit, which is God.

It was, therefore, not worth while to fulminate so much on onc side or
the other, here, against the theory of emanation, there, against the theory
of Creation. One always comes back to the principle of Hermes
Trismegistus : the universe is dual, though formed of a single substance.
The Kabbalists knew it well,and it was taught long ago in the Egyptian

24*
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sanctuaries, as the occultists have never ceased to repeat it in the temples
of India.

It will soon be demonstrated, I hope, by scientific experiments such
as those of Mr. William Crookes, the Academician, that everywhere,
throughout all nature, spirit and matter are not two but one, and that
they nowhere offer a real division in life. Under every physical force
there is a spiritual or a psychic force: in the heart of the minutest atom
is hidden a vital soul, the presence of which has been perfectly
determined by Claude Bernard in germs imperceptible to the naked
eye. “This soul, human, animal, vegetal or mineral, is but a ray lent by
the universal soul to every object manifested in the Kosmos.”

“Corporeal man and the sensible universe, says the theosophical
doctrine, are but the appearance imparted to them by the cohesion of
the interatomic or inter-astral forces which constitute both exteriorly.
The visible side of a being is an ever-changing Maya.” The language
of St. Paul is in no way different : “ The aspect of the world,” he says,
“is a passing vision, an image which passes and renews itself continually
—transit figura hujus mundi”

“The real man, or the microcosm—and one can say as much of the
macrocosm—is an astral force which reveals itself through this physical
appearance, and which, having existed before the birth of this form,
does not share its fate at the hour of death: surviving its destruction.
The material form cannot subsist withont the spiritual force which
sustains it; but the latter is independent of the former, for form is
created by spirit, and not spirit by form.”

This theory is word for word that of the “ Brothers” and the Adepts,
at the same time it is that of the Kabbalists and the Christians of the
School of Origen, and the johannine Church.

There could not be a more perfect agreement. Transfer this teaching
to the genecsis of the Kosmos and you have the secret of the formation of
the World ; at the same time you discover the profound meaning of
the saying of St. Paul: “ The invisible things of God are made visible
to the eye of man through the visible things of the creation,” a saying
so well translated by Joseph de Maistre by the following : “ The world
is a vast system of invisible things, visibly organised.”

The whole of the Kosmos is like a two-faced medal of which both
faces are alike. The materialists know only the lower side, while the
occultists see it from both sides at once; from the front and from the
back. It is always nature, and the same nature, but natura naturata from
below, natura naturans from above ; here, intelligent cause ; there, brute
effect ; spiritual above, corporeal below, ctherealised at the North, con-
creted at the South Pole.

The distinction accepted everywhere in the West down to our own
day, as essential and radical, between spirit on the one hand and matter
on the other, is no lpnger sustainable. The progress of science, spurred
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on as it will be by Hindu ideas, will soon force the last followers of this
infantile belief to abandon it as ridiculous. . . . . . ..

Yes, all, absolutely all in the world is life, but life differently organ-
ised and variously manifested through phenomena which vary infinitely
from the most spiritualised beings, such as the Angels, as well known to
Buddhists as to Christians, though called by other names, down to the
most solidified of beings, such as stones and metals. In the bosom of
the latter, sleep, in a cataleptic condition, milliards of vital elementary
spirits. These latter only await, to thrill into activity, the stroke of the
pick or hammer to which they will owe their deliverance and their
escape from the Zimbus, of which the Hindu doctrine speaks as well as
the Catholic. Here lies, for these souls of life, the starting point of the
Resurrection and of the Ascension, taught equally by both the Eastern
and the Western traditions, but not understood among us.

[ The Abbé sketches in eloquent words the development of these “spirits
of the elements” and then continnes —TR.]

But as they ascend, so the spirits can also descend, for they are always
free to transfigure themselves in the divine light, or to bury themselves
in the satanic shadow of error and cvil. Hence, while time is time,
“these ceaseless tears and gnashings of teeth” of which the gospel
Parables speak metaphorically, and which will last as long as shall last
the elaboration of the social atoms destined for the collective composition
of the beatific Nirvana.

Nature is ever placing under our eyes examples of organic transfor-
mations, analagous to those I am speaking of, as if to aid us in compre-
hending our own destiny. But it seems that many men “have eyes in
order not to sece,” as Jesus said. See how in order to remove these
cataracts, science, even in the West, constantly approaching more and
more that of the East, is at work producing in its turn phenomena,
which corroborate at once the Parables of the Gospels and the teachings
of nature. [ will not speak of the Salpétri¢re and the marvels of hyp-
notism in the hands of M. Charcot and his numerous disciples throughout
the whole world. There are things which strike me even more.

M. Pictet, at Geneva, is creating diamonds with air and light. This
should not astonish those who know that our coal mines are nothing but
“ stored-up sunlight.” With an even more marvellous industry, do not
the flowers extract from the atmosphere the luminous substance of which
they weave their fine and joyous garments? And “all that is sown in
the carth under a material form, does it not rise under a spiritual form,”
as St. Paul says?

The glorious entities, which we call celestial spirits, have themselves an
organic form, It is defined in the canons of our dogma, whatever the
ignorance-mongers of ultramontanism may pretend. God alone has no
body, God alone is pure Spirit—and cven to speak thus we must con-
sider the Deity apart from the person of Jesus Christ, for in the “ Word




—

|

i
H

i

]l
¥
;
i

374 LUCIFER.

made flesh” God dwells corporeally, according to the true and beautiful
saying of St. Paul.

And it is because God has no body that he is present everywhere in
the infinite, under the veils of cosmic light and ether, which serve as his
garment and under the electric, magnetic, interatomic, interplanetary,
interstellar and sound fluids, which serve him as vehicles. . . . .. ...

And it is also becausc God has no created form that the Kabbala
could, without crror, call him Non-Being. Hegel probably felt this eso-
teric truth when he spoke, in his heavy and cumbrous language, of the
equivalence of Being and Non-Being.

All visible forms are thus the product, at the same time as they are
the garment and the manifestation, of spiritual forces. All sensible order
is, in reality, an organic concretion, a sort of living crystallisation of
intelligent powers fallen from the state of spirituality into the state of
materiality ; in other words, fallen from the North to the South pole of
nature, in consequence of a catastrophe called by Holy Scripture the
Fall from Eden. This cataclysm was the punishment of a trightful
crime, of an audacious revolt spoken of in the traditions of all Temples
and called in our dogma original sin. The primary priesthood of the
Christian church has hitherto lacked the light needed to explain this
biological phenomenon, which is an ascertained fact of physiology and
sociology, as I hope to prove. Questioned on this point, the priests have
always replied : It is a mystery. Now therc are no mysteries save for
ignorance, and the Christ announced that “ every hidden thing should be
brought to light, and proclaimed on the house-tops.”

This is why so many new lights, coming from the East and elsewhere,
enter scientifically, in our day, into the Christian mind. Glory to the
Theosophists, glory to the Adepts, glory to thc Kabbalists, glory above
all to the Hermetists everywhere, glory to those new missionaries whose
coming M. de Maistre foresaw, and whom M. de Saint-Ives d'Alveydre
lately hailed as the clect of God, charged by him to establish a
communion of knowledge and of love between all the religious centres
of the carth!

Priests of the Roman Catholic Church, we shall enter in our turn this
wise communion of saints, on_the day when we shall consent to read
anew our sacred texts, no longer in ‘“the dead letter” of their
exotericism, but in the “living spirit” of their esotericism, and in the
threefold sense which Christian tradition has always canonically recog-
nised in them.

L’ABBE Roca (Chanoine).

Chateau de Pallestres, France.

[This is a very optimistic way of putting it, and if realized would be like
pouring the elixir of life into the decrepit body of the Latin Church. But
what will his Holiness the Pope say to it >—[ED.]
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THE GREAT QUEST.
Continued from the December (1887) number.,

FINW HE Religionist, of course, denies that man can become a god or
T ever realise in himself the attributes of Deity. He may recognise
the necessity of re-incarnation for ordinary worldly men, and

even for those who are not constant in their detachment and devotion,
but he denies the necessity for that series of trials and initiations which
must cover, at all events, more than one life-time—probably many
It would appear as if the theory of evolution might be called in, to
aid this latter view. If it is acknowledged that we, as individuals,
have been for ever whirling on the wheel of conditioned existence;
if at the beginning of each manwantara the divine monad which
through the beginningless past has inhabited in succession the vegetable,
animal, and human forms, takes to itself a house of flesh in exact
accordance with previous Karma, it will be seen that (while inhabiting
a human body) during no moment in the past cternity have we been
nearcr the attainment of Nirvana than at any other. If then there
is no thinkable connection between cvolution and Nirvana, to imagine
that evolution, through stages of Adeptship, conducts to Nirvana,
is a delusion. “It is purely a question of divine grace”—says the
Religionist. If in answer to this view, it is contended that the light
of the Logos is bound, eventually, to reach and enlighten every
individual, and that the steady progress to perfection through Chelaship
and Adeptship would, therefore, be a logical conclusion, it is objected
that to assert that the light of the Logos must eventually reach and cn-
lighten all, would involve the ultimate extinction of the objective
Universe, which is admitted to be without beginning or end, although it
passes through alternate periods of manifestation and non-manifestation.
If to escape from this untenable position we postulate fresh emanations
of Deity into the lowest organisms at the beginning of cach manwantara,
to take the place of those who pass away into Nirvana, we are met by
other difficulties. Firstly, putting out of consideration the fact that
such a supposition is expressly denied by what is acknowledged as
revelation, the projection into the evolutionary process of a monad free
from all Karma, makes the law of Karma .inoperative, for the monad’s
first association with Karma remains unexplained ; and also it becomes
impossible to say what the monad was, and what was the mode of its
being prior to the projection into evolution. It must be noted that
although the law of Karma does not explain w/y we are, yet it satisfac-
torily shows /o we are what we are ; and this is the raison Jétre of
the law. But the above theory takes away its occupation. It makes
Karma and the monad independent realities, joined together by the
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creative energy of the Deity, while Karma ought to be regarded as a
mode of existence of the monad—which mode ceases to be when
another mode, called liberation, takes its place. Secondly, if the monad
in attaining liberation only attains to what it was before its association
with Karma, @ guoi bon the whole process ; while, if it is stated that the
monad was altogether non-existent before its projection, the Deity
becomes responsible for all our sufferings and sins, and we fall into
either the Calvinist doctrine of predestination as popularly conceived,
or into the still more blasphemous doctrine of the worshippers of
Ahriman, besides incurring many logical difficulties. The teaching of
our eastern philosophers is that the real interior nature of the monad
is the same as the real interior essence of the Godhead, but from
beginningless past time it has a transitory nature, considered illusive,
and the mode in which this illusion works is known by the name of
Karma.

But were we not led astray in the first instance? Ought we not to
have acquiesced in the first above given definition of the theory of
evolution? The premiss was satisfactory enough—the mistake was in
allowing the religionist’s deduction as a logical necessity. When the
religionist states that there is no thinkable connection between evolu-
tion and Nirvana, he merely postulates for the word evolution a more
limited scope than that which the Occultist attaches to it, viz, the
development of soul as well as that of mere form. He is indeed right
in stating that the natural man, while he remains such, will never
attain the ultimate goal of Being. True it is, for the Occultist as for
the religionist, that, to free himself from the fatal circle of rebirths, he
must “burst the shell which holds him in darkness—tear the veil that
hides him from the eternal” The religionist may call this the act of
divine grace; but it may be quite as correctly described as the
“awakening of the slumbering God within.” But the error of the
religionist is surely in mistaking the first glimmer of the divine
consciousness for a guarantee of final emancipation, at, say, the next
death of the body, instead of merely the first step of a probationary
stage in the long vista of work for Humanity on the higher planes of
Being!

To provide ourselves with an analogy from the very thcory of Evo-
lution which we have been discussing, is it not more logical to imagine
that, in the same way in which we sce stretched at our feet the infinite
gradations of existence, through the lower animal, vegetable, and
mineral kingdoms—between which indeed, thanks to the recent
investigations of scientific men—there is no longer recognised to be any
distinct line of demarcation—so the heights (necessarily hidden from our
view) which still remain to be scaled by us in our upward progress to
Divinity, should be similarly filled with the gradations of the unseen
hierarchy of Being? And that, as we have evolved during millions of
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centuries of earth-life through these lower forms up to the position we
now occupy, so may we, if we choose, start on a new and better road of
progress, apart from the ordinary evolution of Humanity, but in which
there must also be innumerable grades?

That there will be progress for Humanity as a whole, in the direction
of greater spirituality, there is no doubt, but that progress will be par-
taken of by continually decreasing numbers. Whether the weeding out
takes place at the middle of the “great fifth round,” or whether it be
continually taking place during the evolutionary process, a ray of light
is here thrown on the statement met with in all the Bibles of Humanity
as to the great difficulty of the attainment. “For straight is the gate,
and narrow is the way that leadeth unto life, and few there be that find
it ; but wide is the gate, and broad is the way that leadeth unto de-
struction, and many there be that go in thereat” This and parallel
passages doubtless refer to the weeding out of those who are unfit to
continue the progress, on which the more spiritualized Humanity will
then have entered. The most vivid picture of the comparative handful
of elect souls, who are fit to achieve the great quest, will be obtained by
contemplating the fact already stated, that the objective universe, with
its myriads of inhabitants, will never, in the vast abysses of the future,
cease to be ; and that the great majority of humanity—the millions of
millions—will thus for ever whirl on the wheel of birth and death.

But though Nature may give us an almost infinite number of chances
to attempt the great quest, it were madness to put by the chance offered
now, and allow the old sense-attractions to regain their dominance, for
it must be remembered that the barbarism and anarchy which every
civilisation must eventually lapse into, are periods of spiritual deadness,
and that it is when “the flower of civilisation has blown to its full, and
when its petals are but slackly held together,” that the goad within men
causes them to lift their eyes to the sunlit mountains, and “to recognise
in the bewildering glitter the outlines of the Gates of Gold.”

There are no doubt realms in the Devaloka where the bliss of heaven
may be realised by those who aspire to the selfish rewards of personal
satisfaction, but these cease to exist with the end of the manwantara,
and with the beginning of the next the devotee will again have to endure
incarceration in flesh. The eighth chapter of the Bhagavad Gita does
indeed state that there is a path to Nirvana through the Devaloka, and
amongst the countless possibilities of the Infinite who shall assert that this
is not so ? but the context surely implies such a detachment and devotion
through life as is difficult for us even to contemplate, much less to
realize.

However distant, therefore, may appear to us the achievement of the
great quest, when we consider how much more closely we are allied to
the animal than to the God, it must necessarily seem an infinitely far-off
goal, but though we may have to pass through many life-times before we
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reach it, our most earnest prayer should be, that we may never lose
sight of that celestial goal, for surely it is the one thing worthy of
achievement !

To many the foregoing may appear as mere speculations, and the
firmest faith indeed can scarcely call itself knowledge, but, however
necessary the complete knowledge may be, we may at least hope that
its partial possession is adequate to the requirements of the occasion.
To us whose feet tread, often wearily, towards the path of the great
quest, and whose eyes strain blindly through the mists that wrap us
round, steady perseverance and omnipotent hope must be the watch-
words—perseverance to struggle on, though the fiends of the lower self
may make every step a battle, and hope that at any moment the en-
trance to the path may be found.

As an example of these two qualities, and also because all words that
strike a high key are bound to awaken responsive echoes in noble hearts,
let us conclude with the following extract from the Ramayana :—

“Thus spoke Rama. Virtue is a service man owes himself, and
though there were no heaven nor any God to rule the world, it were not
less the binding law of life. It is man’s privilege to know the right and
follow it. Betray and persecute me brother men! Pour out your rage
on me O malignant devils! Smile, or watch my agony in cold disdain
ye blissful Gods! Earth, hell, heaven combine your might to crush me—
I will still hold fast by this inheritance! My strength is nothing—time
can shake and.cripple it; my youth is transient—already grief has
withered up my days; my heart—alas! it is well-nigh broken now.
Anguish may crush it utterly, and life may fail; but even so my soul
that has not tripped shall triumph, and dying, give the lie to soulless
destiny that dares to boast itself man’s master.”

Nk

WHISPER OF A ROSE.

Behold me ! an offspring of Darkness and Light.
With soft, tender petals of radiant white,

With golden heart mystery, full of perfume
That is Soul of my Breath—the Secret of Bioom.

“ PILGRIM.”

Infinity’s centre is heart of the rose,
And th’ breath of Creation its perfume that flows
TErough ages and eons and time yet untold—
But the Sow!/ of the Breat 1 may not unfold.
Mora.




THE SECLUSION OF I'HE ADEPT. 379

THE SECLUSION OF THE ADEPT.

[CONTINUATION OF “COMMENTS ON LIGHT ON THE PATH,” BY THE
AUTHOR.]
‘“ Before the voice can speak in the presence of the Masters, it must have lost
the power to wound.”

T HOSE who give a merely passing and superficial attention to the
subject of occultism—and their name is Legion—constantly
inquire why, if adepts in life exist, they do not appear in the

world and show their power. That the chief body of these wise ones
should be understood to dwell beyond the fastnesses of the Himalayas,
appears to be a sufficient proof that they are only figures of straw.
Otherwise, why place them so far off ?

Unfortunately, Nature has done this and not personal choice or
arrangement. There are certain spots on the earth where the advance
of “civilisation” is unfelt, and the nineteenth century fever is kept at
bay. In these favoured places there is always time, always opportunity,
for the realities of life ; they are not crowded out by the doings of an
inchoate, moncy-loving, pleasure seeking society. While there are
adepts upon the earth, the earth must preserve to them places of
seclusion. This is a fact in nature which is only an external expression
of a profound fact in super-nature.

The demand of the neophyte remains unheard until the voice in which it
is uttered has lost the power to wound. This is because the divine-astral
life* is a place in which order reigns, just as it does in natural life. There
is, of coursc, always the centre and the circumference as there is in nature.
Close to the central heart of life, on any plane, there is knowledge, there
order reigns completely ; and chaos makes dim and confused the
outer margin of the circle. In fact, life in every form bears a more or
less strong resemblance to a philosophic school. There are always the
devotees of knowledge who forget their own lives in their pursuit of it ;
there are always the flippant crowd who come and go Of such,
Epictetus said that it was as easy to teach them philosophy as to cat
custard with a fork. The same state exists in the super-astral life ; and
the adept has an even deeper and more profound seclusion there in
which to dwell. This place of retreat is so safe, so sheltered, that no
sound which has discord in it can reach his cars. Why should this be,
will be asked at once, if he is a being of such great powers as those say

* Of course every occultist knows by reading Eliphas Levi and other authors that
the “astral” plane is a plane of unequalised forces, and that a state of confusion
necessarily prevails. But this does not apply to the “divine astral” plane, which is a
plane where wisdom, and therefore order, prevails.
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who believe in his existence? The answer seems very apparent. He
serves humanity and identifies himself with the whole world; he is
ready to make vicarious sacrifice for it at any moment—~ay living not by
dying for it. Why should he not die for it? Because he is part of the
great whole, and one of the most valuable parts of it. Because he lives
under laws of order which he does not desire to break. His life is not
his own, but that of the forces which work behind him. He is the flower
of humanity, the bloom which contains the divine seed. He is, in his
own person, a treasure of the universal nature, which is guarded and
made safe in order that the fruition shall be perfected. Itisonly at definite
periods of the world’s history that he is allowed to go among the herd
of men as their redeemer. But for those who have the power to separate
themselves from this herd he is always at hand. And for those who
are strong enough to conquer the vices of the personal human nature, as
set forth in these four rules, he is consciously at hand, easily recognised,
ready to answer.

But this conquering of self implies a destruction of qualities which
most men regard as not only indestructible but desirable. The * power
to wound ” includes much that men value, not only in themselves, but in
others. The instinct of self-defence and of self-preservation is part of
it ; the idea that one has any right or rights, either as citizen, or man, or
individual, the pleasant consciousness of self-respect and of virtue.
These are hard sayings to many ; yet they are true. For these words
that I am writing now, and those which I have written on this subject,
are not in any sense my own. They are drawn from the traditions of
the lodge of the Great Brotherhood, which was once the secret splendour
of Egypt. The rules written in its ante-chamber were the same as those
now written in the ante-chamber of existing schools. Through all time
the wise men have lived apart from the mass. And even when some
temporary purpose or object induces one of them to come into the
midst of human life, his seclusion and safety is preserved as completely
as ever. [t is part of his inheritance, part of his position, he has an
actual title to it, and can no more put it aside than the Duke of
Westminster can say he does not choose to be the Duke of Westminster.
In the various great cities of the world an adept lives for a while from
time to time, or perhaps only passes through; but all are occasionally
aided by the actual power and presence of one of these men. Here in
London, as in Paris and St. Petersburgh, there are men high in develop-
ment. But they are only known as mystics by those who have the
power to recognise ; the power given by the conquering of self. Other-
wise how could they exist, even for an hour, in such a mental and
psychic atmosphere as is created by the confusion and disorder of a
city? Unless protected and made safe their own growth would be
interfered with, their work injured. And the neophyte may meet an
adept in the flesh, may live in the same house with him, and yet be
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unable to recognise him, and unable to make his own voice heard by
him. For no nearness in space, no closeness of relations, no daily
intimacy, can do away with the inexorable laws which give the adept
his seclusion. No voice penetrates to his inner hearing till it has become
a divine voice, a voice which gives no utterance to the cries of self.
Any lesser appeal would be as useless, as much a waste of energy and
power, as for mere children who are learning their alphabet to be taught
it by a professor of philology. Until a man has become, in heart and
spirit, a disciple, he has no existence for those who are tecachers of
disciples. And he becomes this by one method only—the surrender of
his personal humanity.

For the voice to have lost the power to wound, a man must have
reached that point where he sees himself only as one of the vast multi-
tudes that live ; one of the sands washed hither and thither by the sea
of vibratory existence. It is said that every grain of sand in the ocean
bed does, in its turn, get washed up on to the shore and lie fora moment
in the sunshine. So with human beings, they are driven hither and
thither by a great force, and each, in his turn, finds the sunrays on him.
When a man is able to regard his own life as part of a whole like this he
will no longer struggle in order to obtain anything for himself. This is
the surrender of personal rights. The ordinary man expects, not to
take equal fortunes with the rest of the world, but in some points, about
which he cares, to fare better than the others. The disciple does not
expect this. Therefore, though he be, like Epictetus, a chained slave, he
has no word to say about it. He knows that the wheel of life turns
ceaselessly. Burne Jones has shown it in his marvellous picturc—the
wheel turns, and on it are bound the rich and the poor, the great and the
small—each has his moment of good fortune when the wheel brings him
uppermost—the King rises and falls, the poet is féted and forgotten, the
slave is happy and afterwards discarded. Each in his turn is crushed as
the wheel turns on. The disciple knows that this is so, and though it is
his duty to make the utmost of the life that is his, he neither complains
of it nor is elated by it, nor docs he complain against the better fortune of
others. All alike, as he well knows, are but learning a lesson; and he
smiles at the socialist and the reformer who endeavour by sheer force
to re-arrange circumstances which arise out of the forces of human
nature itself. This is but kicking against the pricks; a waste of life and
cnergy.

In realising this a man surrenders his imagined individual rights, of
whatever sort. That takes away onc keen sting which is common to all
ordinary men. )

When the disciple has fully recognised that the very thought of in-
dividual rights is only the outcome of the venomous quality in hi.mself,
that it is the hiss of the snake of self which poisons with its sting his own
life and the lives of those about him, then he is ready to take part in a
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yearly ceremony which is open to all neophytes who are prepared for it.
All weapons of defence and offence are given up ; all weapons of mind
and heart, and brain, and spirit. Never again can another man be
regarded as a person who can be criticised or condemned ; never again
can the neophyte raise his voice in self-defence or excuse. From that
ceremony he returns into the world as helpless, as unprotected, as a new-
born child. That, indeed, is what he is. He has begun to be born
again on to the higher plane of life, that breezy and well-lit plateau from
whence the eyes sce intelligently and regard the world with a new
insight.

I have said, a little way back, that after parting with the sense of
individual rights, the disciple must part also with the sense of self-respect
and of virtue, This may sound a terrible doctrine, yet all occultists
know well that it is not a doctrine, but a fact. He who thinks himself
holier than another, he who has any pride in his own exemption from
vice or folly, he who believes himself wise, or in any way superior to
his fellow men, is incapable of discipleship. A man must become as a
little child before he can enter into the kingdom of heaven.

Virtue and wisdom are sublime things ; but if they create pride and a
consciousness of separateness from the rest of humanity in the mind of a
man, then they are only the snakes of self re-appearing in a finer form.
At any moment he may put on his grosser shape and sting as fiercely as
when he inspired the actions of a murderer who kills for gain or hatred,
or a politician who sacrifices the mass for his own or his party's interests.

In fact, to have lost the power to wound, implies that the snake is not
only scotched, but killed. When it is merely stupcfied or lulled to sleep
it awakes again and the disciple uses his knowledge and his power for
his own ends, and is a pupil of the many masters of the black art, for
the road to destruction is very broad and casy, and the way can be
found blindfold. That it is the way to destruction is evident, for when a
man begins to live for self he narrows his horizon steadily till at last the
fierce driving inwards leaves him but the space of a pin’s-head to dwell
in. We have all seen this phenomenon occur in ordinary life. A man
who becomes selfish isolates himself, grows less intcresting and less
agreeable to others. The sight is an awful one, and people shrink from
a very sclfish person at last, as from a beast of prey. How much more
awful is it when it occurs on the more advanced plane of life, with the
added powers of knowledge, and through the greater sweep of successive
incarnations!

Therefore I say, pausc and think well upon the threshold. For if the
demand of the neophyte is made without the complete purification, it will
not penctrate the seclusion of the divine adept, but will evoke the
terrible forces which attend upon the black side of our human nature.
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“ Before the soul can stand in the presence of the Masters its feet must be washed
in the blood of the heart.”

The word soul, as used here, means the divine soul, or “starry
spirit.”

“To be able to stand is to have confidence ;” and to have confidence
means that the disciple is sure of himself, that he has surrendecred his
emotions, his very self, even his humanity ; that he is incapable of fear
and unconscious of pain; that his whole consciousness is centred in the
divine life, which is expressed symbolically by the term “the Masters;"”
that he has neither eyes, nor ears, nor speech, nor power, save in and
for the divine ray on which his highest sense has touched. Then is he
fearless, free from suffering, free from anxiety or dismay ; his soul
stands without shrinking or desire of postponement, in the full blaze of
the divine light which penetrates through and through his being. Then
he has come into his inheritance and can claim his kinship with the
teachers of men; he is upright, he has raised his head, he breathes the
same air that they do.

But before it is in any way possible for him to do this, the feet of the
soul must be washed in the blood of the heart.

The sacrifice, or surrender of the heart of man, and its emotions, is
the first of the rules; it involves the “attaining of an equilibrium which
cannot be shaken by personal emotion.” This is done by the stoic
philosopher ; he, too, stands aside and looks equably upon his own
sufferings, as well as on those of others.

In the same way that “tears” in the language of occultists expresses
the soul of emotion, not its material appearance, so blood expresses, not
that blood which is an essential of physical life, but the vital creative
principle in man’s nature, which drives him into human life in order to
experience pain and pleasure, joy and sorrow. When he has let the
blood flow from the heart he stands before the Masters as a pure spirit
which no longer wishes to incarnate for the sake of emotion and
experience. Through great cycles of time successive incarnations in
gross matter may yet be his lot; but he no longer desires them, the
crude wish to live has departed from him. When he takes upon him
man’s form in the flesh he does it in the pursuit of a divine object, to
accomplish the work of “ the Masters,” and for no other end. He looks
neither for pleasure nor pain, asks for no hcaven, and fears no hell ; yet
he has entered upon a great inheritance which is not so much a com-
pensation for these things surrendered, as a state which simply blots out
the memory of them. He lives now not in the world, but with it; his
horizon has extended itself to the width of the whole universe.

A
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THE WHITE MONK.
By the Author of the “ Professor of Alchemy.”

PART [.—RALPH’S STORY.

“ §PT was after this manner, as they say,” began Ralph, swinging

himself on to a bench and pouring out for himself a tankard of

our good home-brewed, as I crouched in the hay opposite to
him. “Two centuries agone and thirty years or so, there dwelt in this
very house which I serve—and which one day, young master, you shall
rule —Sir Gilbert de Troyes, your ancestor, and his lady, and four fair
sons, and a lovely daughter. Of these sons, twain were at the wars, one
was in his nurse’s lap, and another was gone to Italy, to finish his
studies at Parma. Thus did the old nobles use to ruin their sons!

“This young foregoer of yours (a goodly youth !) fell in with the usual
temptations of Satan. He held, with the poets, that the world is the
best book for men to read ; and he studied it, } ween, with diligence.
Now there was a certain damsel, winsome enough, I doubt not, in the
Italian style, with black hair and the devil—save the mark!—in her
wandering eyes. So it came to pass that Master Gilbert, younger,
wooed her for his bride, like an honest gentleman, as the old tales say
he was; and so great is the power of one upright soul amongst others,
that the young witch—she was but young, poor soul! and teachable—
was charmed herself from her Italian ways, and vowed to love and follow
only him ; and the day before their marriage, she was walking with him
in the streets of Parma, by night—for Master Gilbert had a governor along
with him in Italy, who must be hoodwinked—when there chanced to
espy them one Pietro Rinucci, a clerkly fellow (with a curse upon him !)
who was cven studying also at Parma, and who loved the Italian witch
himself.

“ This Rinucci had been favoured of the girl, and only when she saw
the Englishman, with his blue eycs and his honest ways, had she
scorned her countryman and left him. Rinucci, after the manner of his
race-fellows, then dogged her steps, tracked her to her early meetings
with young Gilbert de Troyes, who was his unsuspecting friend, and
listened to their innocent ravings of love conjoined to virtue.

“ Afterward, had he gone to the damsel's poor lodging and there, with
Heaven knows what direful threats! conjured her to renounce her
honest lover and return to himself. The signorina was not like an
English girl—she neither stormed nor yielded—she cajoled and blinded
him. ¢If he would go, she would consider ; perchance she did not love
the Briton truly; perchance it was a whim ; she knew not. Might she
but think? it was a whirl, and her heart, alas! was o'er susceptible ;
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twould pass; he must leave her now, at least, and she would see.
Meantime Pietruccino should wear this pretty crimson ribbon of hers till
they met again’ After even such words, and for a kiss, he left her.
But the cunning villain was more than her match, and waited all the
next day round the corners, whence he could see her goings out and
comings in. He saw her glide to her trysting-place; he followed
cautiously ; he heard her give a signalling whispered call ; he heard it
answered by a short, low whistle; young Gilbert de Troyes swung
merrily round the corner and fell into his Italian sweetheart’s arms.

“He met his death, poor, noble young fellow! ’Tis an old tale
repeated. I need scarce have wasted all these words upon it—but that
one’s heart must needs ache at these things. In the course of nature
that Italian snake, Rinucci, was bound to finish his rival there and then.
So he got behind the unwary schoolboy—for the lad was, indeed, little
more—and stabbed him, all too deep, in the back of the neck.

“ Folk say Rinucci triumphed as he set his foot on his dying college-
mate, and wiped his dagger, with a laugh, before the horror-stricken
girl. Myself can scarcely believe it; he was too young in murder then
for that.

“Be this as it may, certain it is that he dragged away the mourning
damsel from the corpse of the man who would have saved her soul, and
took her back to himself.

“ A sickening story, boy. Wilt thou have more, young master?
Yea? Why, there is worse to come. For Mistress Italiana—no
tradition tells her name—was spirited as any gipsy woman, and full of
crafty lore, such as her race delight in. She broke her heart over her
English lover's corpse; but she had still the Southern amusement left
her of revenge. She concocted an evil greenish powder, and coloured
Signor Pietro’s sweetmeats with it.

“ The fellow ate largely, praising the daintiness of the confection.
It was deadly enough, I daresay, in all conscience, but it killed him not.
These reptiles live on poison ; morally, ’tis certain, belike, and also
physically it agreed with him. Perchance he may have felt a qualm or
two, though tradition says nought of it. Anyway, the next fytte of
this story shows us the mysterious disappearance of the Italian girl, of
whom no word hath ever since been told.

“She left behind her, whether willingly or no, a quantity of the
false seasoning, which Master Pietro had caused to be analysed, and
which he seems to have carcfully preserved.

“Some time after these events, we find Signor Pietro Rinucci
entered into the Monastery of Dominicans at Brescia, a repentant
neophyte. He had turned remorseful, no doubt, and in good time!
The fellow had ever strong imaginations. He was received in due time
as a brother; wore the garb of the Order, and cast his eyes down.

25




386 LUCIFER.

Tradition saith he was in great turmoil of soul at this time—judge for
yourself, young master, by what followed.

“One fine morning Brother Petrus was missing from his small,
damp cell, and none could tell what had become of him. None, that is,
save the poverty-stricken ropemaker who had supplied him with cords
to scale the monastery walls; and his discretion had been paid for.
The fact being, I doubt not, that discipline being ever repugnant to our
young bravo’s manners, he had fled it.

“In the meantime, the news of Gilbert de Troyes’ death had been
brought to these very doors, and certainly the grooms who then tended
the good horses of your ancestors must, even in this saddle-room, have
spent their sorrow in each other’s company. But Ambrose de Troyes,
newly back from the wars, and second-born of the family, rose in his
wrath, and swore to avenge his brother. For all might know that the
death blow had been dealt by one Pietro Rinucci, fellow-scholar of
Gilbert’s, whose absence afterward from the University had puzzled the
doctors and caused inquisition into the matter.

“So away went Ambrose, the soldier, to Parma. And mind ye,
Ambrose was no careless school-boy, no mean foe to a man, but a great,
staunch fellow who had seen service, and who was, moreover, by Nature
something stern and hard of purpose.

“But at Parma they told him Rinucci was escaped into a monastery
which they named, and showed a painted portrait of him, and did so
minutely, point by point, describe the man, that Ambrose swore he
should know him, should he meet him in Heaven, And that was a
strong assertion, note ye.

“Well, Ambrose journeyed on towards the secluded spot where the
Monastery of Dominicans lay, and was enforced to rest one night
at the village of Santa Rosa on his road. Having stabled his steed,
refreshed it and himself, and practised his arm some moments with the
good sharp sword, he slung the weapon round him and went forth fora
stroll to pass the time. '

“He came to the equivalent of what would be to us in England an
ale-house, but some way out of the village, meet for travellers to pause
and rest a moment on their way. Ambrose went in to look about him
and ordered drink for himself. He lacked a companion to pledge, but
looking round the little room saw no one but a moody man who seemed
lost in thought, though enjoying some passing sour wine. Ambrose
himself could stomach neither the fare nor the company, so he quickly
got him on his way a little further ; when, meeting with a simple shrine
to the Virgin, the God-fearing soldier took his rosary from under his
baldrick, and knelt him down to pray. For something had sore per-
plexed him; he had seemed to see in the features of that morose
comrade at the inn the most exact resemblance of Rinucci. But
Rinucci was safe at the Monastery, waiting till his time should come, and
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the avenger should denounce him. But even as he rose from prayer
did Ambrose see a mounted messenger speeding to him, who told
him breathlessly the news had just reached Santa Rosa that the
Monk Petrus was escaped and roaming at large somewhere in the
country.

“Then Ambrose de Troyes knew he had his man; and natheless, like
the large-hearted fellow he was, he would but meet him quite alone. So
he rewarded the newsbringer and sent him away. Once more he fell on
his knees before our Lady’s image, and besought that his cause might
find Heaven's favour, and his action in it be in every point just and
serviceable. (For he looked upon himself as sent to do such things as
might cause his brother’s soul to rest in peace.) Then he went rapidly
retracing his steps towards the inn again, and, led by Destiny, out came
Pietro Rinucci, unarmed, to meet him. Ambrose de Troyes looked into
the assassin’s eyes and knew him. Stranger still, the piercing eyes of
the cunning Italian saw, in the traits of this bronzed warrior, relationship
to the Gilbert who had been his friend and victim.

“ I arrest thee, Pietro Rinucci, for the murder of my brother, Gilbert
de Troyes, and, though I may not draw upon a tonsured monk (yea, I
know thece through all thy false disguises!), yet, before I hale thee to
the ecclesiastical courts, I will show thee, snake, what I think of thee,
and of all such!’

*“ And Ambrose de Troyes smote the villain a shameful blow upon the
face.

“ Even at that instant, the monk whips me Ambrose’s sword from its
scabbard, and, with the fatal dexterity of his race, ran in upon the
stately Englishman and laid him, bleeding quick to death, upon the hot
white road.

“* Oh Margaret, my sister Margaret !’ the dying man raved, as if he
thirsted for help from the hand that had been kind to him.

““A right pestilent breed of Britons! but easy to kill—easy to kill,;
quoth the Monk, as he laid down the red sword by the dying man’s side
and left him alone in his agony.

“This scene was witnessed by a terrified young country-girl, who
crouched behind a heap of stones, meanwhile, until the murderer’s
flight, and then ran to assist De Troyes, who thought she was his sister
Margaret, and said marvellous tender words, of home and of her
kindness, and of the little brother he had left in the nursery.

“ After this, there comes a period of Rinucci’s life of which we know
but little. He seems to have raced about the country, in hiding always,
but doing little harm for him. Italy, however, is debateable ground for
one of her own recreant monks, so we find Messer Pictro fleeing Justice
and coming over here to England. Whether he had had some of his heart-
searchings that he knew so often, I know not, but deem it very likely.
Here is the flaw, to my mind, in the foreigners’ constitutions. They
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recognize their sins as such, not so we English! We say our evil deeds
are fate, congenital infirmity, ignorance, negligence, or even virtues;
they say their sins are sins, and yet they do them. Had I but half the
talent of sinning that Messer Pietro seems to have owned, my faith, I
would have gloried in it! So did not he, however ; he went to a father
confessor, fell on the earth, and implored absolution—for life was still
sweet to him, he said, and he would not die yet awhile.

“ The father sent him for penance to travel as a pilgrim, in a white
penitential garb to England, there to walk to the shrine of St. Thomas
a Becket, foully slain on earth by violence.

“The father did well for his mother-country, but evilly for us.

“The monk Petrus performed at all points the penalty enjoined him,
and afterward, having no especial call to Italy again, he followed his
roving instincts and wandered about England, even till chance brought
him to this, our, town. In this country he knew no men well enough to
desire to kill them ; besides, at this period, one of his fits of penitence
seeins to have been on him. Certes, he wore the monkish habit, only
different in its white colour from that of other fraternities, and the folk
grew acquainted with his white figure as he roamed the land in deepest
meditation, with his eyes bent upon the ground.

“ Now, one day, say the chronicles (which are made up of village
tales), the White Monk, as our townsfolk called him, was sitting in a
thicket by a brook in which he was bathing his travelled feet, when
there came by the sister of his victims, even Mistress Margaret de
Troyes herself, and walked the pleasant fringes of the forest, very near
to where the wanderer sat, on the further side the elders. She was
accompanied by her mother and by another lady, both of whom were
pressing the claims of some noble suitor upon her.

“The other ladies were in deepest mourning for Gilbert and for
Ambrose, and Mistress Margaret herself, though she wore no such signs
of grief, was most plainly clad in a pale, pure garb of lavender. She
listened quietly to all they urged, then spoke and said :

“«My mother, he is a light, false man. I care not for him.’

“It was protested to her, her high birth, the respect in which he would
hold her for herself; above all, her fair beauty, would all ensure his
faithfulness. But Margaret said :

“‘] beseech ye, press me no further. Heaven knows I wish the
gentleman much good, and that he may aspire to higher things. I will
pray for him, weep for him if need be; but, ladies, though I be but a
simple English maiden, I hold myself all too good for such as he to
marry and draw down, perchance, to like thoughts with himself. I hate
all evil—not the doers, mother; but the evil We are all weak and
changeable, and I dare not come in contact of my free will with evil
influence. God might punish me by weakness of resolve against
infection.’
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“They urged her yet once more ; she might triumph and convert a
soul.

““In truth,’ confessed fair Margaret de Troyes, ‘ye wound me sorely,
dearest ladies mine! At such a time, when good Ambrose de Troyes
is scarce cold in his grave, to bid his sister make her choice amongst his
townsfolk ; and celebrate the marriage feast with a breaking heart! My
Ambrose—to think that thou, who, if I but spake of a moment’s weariness,
would quickly place a cushion for my head, and sit by the hour on our
window-seat chafing my feet, that thou should’st be bleeding in the
death-struggles, on the hard, parched road, in a foreign land, and 1 be
far away, not able so much as to raise thy dear head upon my knee!
Oh, I loved him so tenderly, strong brother of mine! 1 gloried in my
brown-maned soldier. We prayed together the night before he left on
his sacred errand, and, at his entreaty, 1 laid my hand upon his head
and blessed him in Our Lady’s name. He was a grave, good man ; and
you would have me turn my thoughts from him to that other! What
though I know Ambrose to be now one of God’s angels; yet he hath
left me behind him on the earth—the first unkindness he hath ever done
me! And his mother and mine would have me think of wedlock!’

* The fair, pale Englishwoman bent her head, and Pietro heard her
weeping.

“ Well, it is but guesswork thenceforth. Folk say, in their coarse way
of speaking, that the White Monk ‘loved ’ the lady Margaret. Forfend!
The love of such a man were an insult all too gross to offer to the
memory of any Damoiselle de Troyes. Say, rather, he kindled to the
worship of goodness in that form first of all.

“We know that from that hour when he first saw and heard her,
Rinucci, the stained wretch, wandered ever where there was a chance to
see her, even from afar. Once, indeed he even spoke with her.
Under the favour of his sacred garment he dared to near her, and
asked :

“¢Maiden, how say you? Is there mercy in Heaven for the worst
sinners, or no?’

“*Nay, holy father,” answered the damsel, smiling, “thou must be
better seen in these high mysteries than I who dwell in the world, where
we all nced mercy. We can but hope that our God is more pitiful than
are our fellow creatures to our faults.’

“¢ Maiden,” besought the White Monk further, ‘ can such as thou look
pityingly upon a vice-stained fellow man?’

“ But Margaret wept, and answered him :

“¢Qh, father, search me not over this problem. I have lost the
dearest to me in the world, two brothers, by an assassin’s hand. If that
man stood before me, tell me, conld 1 look at him forgivingly? Oh,
never, father! Human nature is too weak.

“The rencounter was over, for Pietro dared speak no more. But,













































































































