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THE LADY OF LIGHT.

(Written for LUCIFER.)

StAR of the Day and the Night!
Star of the Dark that is dying ;
Star of the Dawn that is nighing,

Lucifer, Lady of Light! *
* *
Still with the purest in white,
Still art thou Queen of the Seven ;
Thou hast not fallen from Heaven
Lucifer, Lady of Light!
* *

How large in thy lustre, how bright
The beauty of promise thou wearest !
The message of Morning thou bearest,

Lucifer, Lady of Light!
* .

Aid us in putting to flight
The Shadows that darken about us,
[llumine within, as without, us,

Lucifer, Lady of Light!
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Shine through the thick of our fight ;
Open the eyes of the sleeping ;

Dry up the tears of the weeping,
Lucifer, Lady of Light!
» .

Purge with thy pureness our sight,
Thou light of the lost ones who love us,
Thou lamp of the Leader above us,

Lucifer, Lady of Light!
* »
Shine with transfiguring might,
Till earth shall reflect back as human
Thy Likeness, Celestial Woman,
Lucifer, Lady of Light!
» »

With the flame of thy radiance smite
The clouds that are veiling the vision
Of Woman's millennial mission,

Lucifer, Lady of Light!
» »

Shine in the Depth and the Height,
And show us the treasuries olden
Of wisdom, the hidden, the golden,

Lucifer, Lady of Light!

GERALD MASSEY.

* The reader well versed in symbology and theogony is, of course, aware that every
god and goddess of the ancient pantheons is androgynous in his or her 'genealogy.
Thus our Lucifer, the “ Morning Star,” being identical with Venus, is, therefore, the
same as the Chaldean Istar, or the Jewish Astoreth, to whom the Hebrews offered cakes
and buns, addressing her as the Lady of Light and the Queen of Heaven. She is
the “ great star,” Wormwood, whom the misanthropical St. John sees falling down to
the earth in Revelation (Chapter viil.), as her great rival is Aéma, the fruitful mother,
or the third Sephiroth Binah (IHVH ALHIM, or the female Jah-hovah), the “woman with
child,” in Chapter xii. of the same.
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THE SIGNS OF THE TIMES.

T is intensely interesting to follow season after season the rapid
evolution and change of public thought in the direction of the
mystical. The educated mind is most undeniably attempting

to free itself from the heavy fetters of materialism. The ugly cater-
pillar is writhing in the agonies of death, under the powerful efforts of
the psychic butterfly to escape from its science-built prison, and every
day brings some new glad tidings of one or more such mental births to
light.

As the New York “Path” truly remarks in its September issue, when
“ Theosophical and kindred topics . . . . are made the texts for novels,”
and, we may add, scientific essays and &rockures, “ the implication is that
interest in them has become diffused through all social ranks.” That kind
of literature is “paradoxically proof that Occultism has passed beyond
the region of careless amusement and entered that of serious enquiry.”
The reader has but to throw a retrospective glance at the publications
of the last few years to find that such topics as Mysticism, Magic,
Sorcery, Spiritualism, Theosophy, Mesmerism, or, as it is now called,
Hypnotism, all the various branches in short of the Occult side of nature,
are becoming predominant in every kind of literature. They visibly in-
crease in proportion to the efforts made to discredit the movements in
the cause of truth, and strangle enquiry—whether on the field of theo-
sophy or spiritualism—by trying to besmear their most prominent heralds,
pioneers and defenders, with tar and feathers.

The key-note for mystic and theosophic literature was Marion Craw-
ford’s “ Mr. Isaacs.” It was followed by his “ Zoroaster.” Then followed
“ The Romance of Two Worlds,” by Marie Corelli ; R. Louis Stephenson’s
“Mr. Hyde and Dr. Jekyll;” “The Fallen Idol,” by Anstey; “King
Solomon’s Mines” and the thrice famous “ She,” by Rider Haggard ;
“Affinities” and “The Brother of the Shadow,” by Mrs. Campbell
Praed ; Edmund Downey’s “ House of Tears,” and many others less
noticeable. And now there comes a fresh outburst in Florence Marryat’s
“Daughter of the Tropics,” and F. C. Philips’ “ Strange Adventures
of Lucy Smith.” It is unnecessary to mention in detail the literature
produced by avowed theosophists and occultists, some of whose works
are very remarkable, while others are positively scientific, such as S. L.
Macgregor Mathers’ “Kabbalah Unveiled,” and Dr. F. Hartmann’s
“Paracelsus,” “ Magic, White and Black,” &c. We have also to note
the fact that theosophy has now crossed the Channel, and is making
its way into French literature. “La France” publishes a strange

6'
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romance by Ch. Chincholle, pregnant with theosophy, occultism and
mesmerism, and called “La Grande Pretresse,” while La Revue politique
et litteraire (19 Feb. 1887, et seq.) contained over the signature of
Th. Bentzon, a novel called Emancipée, wherein esoteric doctrines
and adepts are mentioned in conjunction with the names of well-known
theosophists. A sign of the times!

Literature—especially in countries free from government censorship—
is the public heart and pulse. Besides the glaring fact that were there
no demand there would be no supply, current literature is produced
only to please, and is therefore evidently the mirror which faithfully
reflects the state of the public mind. - True, Conservative editors, and
their submissive correspondents and reporters, still go on slashing
occasionally in print the fair faces of mystic spiritualism and theo-
sophy, and some of them are still found, from time to time, indulging
in a brutal personal attack. But they do no harm on the whole, except
perhaps to their own editorial reputations, as such editors can never
be suspected of an exuberance of culture and good taste after certain
ungentlemanly personal attacks. They do good on the contrary.
For, while the theosophists and spiritualists so attacked, may view the
Billingsgate poured upon them in a true Socratean spirit, and console
themselves with the knowledge that none of the epithets used can possibly
apply to them, on the other hand, 00 muck abuse and vilification gene-
rally ends by awakening the public sympathy for the victim, in the right-
minded and the impartial, at any rate.

In England people seem to like fair play on the whole. Itisnot baski- -
boosook-like actions, the doughty deeds of those who delight in mutilating
the slain and the wounded, that can find sympathy for any great length
of time with the public. If—as maintained by our lay enemies and re-
peated by some naif and too sanguine missionary organs—Spiritualism
and Theosophy are “dead as a door-nail ” (s#, vide American Christian
periodicals),—aye, “dead and buried,” why, in such case, good Christian
fathers, not leave the dead at rest till “ Judgment Day ”? Andif theyare
not, then editors—the profane as well as the clerical—why should you still
fear? Do not show yourselves such cowards if you have the truth on your
side. Magna est veritas et prevalebit,and “ murder will out,” as it always
has, sooner or later. Open your columns to free and fearless discussion,
and do as the theosophical periodicals have ever done,and as LUCIFER is
now preparing to do. The “bright Son of the morning” fears no light.
He courts it, and is prepared to publish any inimical contributions
(couched, of course, in decent language), however much at variance with
his theosopical views. He is determined to give a fair hearing in any
and every case, to both contending parties and allow things and thoughts
to be judged on their respective merits. For why, or what should one
dread when fact and truth are one's only aim? Du choc des opinions
Jaillit la verité was said by a French philosopher. If Theosophy and
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Spiritualism are no better than “gigantic frauds and will-o’-the-wisps of
the age” why such expensive crusades against both? And if they are
not, why should Agnostics and searchers after truth in general, help
bigoted and narrow-minded materialists, sectarians and dogmatists to
hide our light under a bushel by mere brutal force and usurped autho-
rity? It is easy to surprise the good faith of the fair-minded. Still
easier to discredit that, which by its intrinsic strangeness, is already un-
popular and could hardly be credited in its palmiest days. “We welcome
no supposition so eagerly as one which accords with and intensifies our
own prejudices ” says, in “ Don Jesualdo,” a popular author. Therefore,
JSacts become often cunningly concocted “ frauds ;” and self-evident, glaring
lies are accepted as gospel truths at the first breeze of Don Basilio’s
Calumnia, by those to whose hard-crusted pre-conceptions such slander is
like heavenly dew.

But, beloved enemies, “ the light of Lucifer” may, after all, dispel some
of the surrounding darkness. . The mighty roaring voice of denunciation,
so welcome to those whose little spites and hates and mental stagnation
in the grasp of the social respectabilily it panders to, may yet be silenced
by the voice of truth—* the still small voice "—whose destiny it ever was to
first preach in the desert. That cold and artificial light which still seems
to shine so dazzlingly over the alleged iniquities of professional mediums
and the supposed sins of commission and omission of non-professional
experimentalists, of free and independent theosophists, may yet be
extinguished at the height of all its glory. For it is not quite the per-
petual lamp of the alchemist philosopher. Still less is it that “light
which never shone on sea or land,” that ray of divine intuition, the spark
which glimmers latent in the spiritual, never-erring perceptions of man
and woman, and which is now awakening—for its time is at hand.
A few years more, and the Aladdin’s lamp, which called forth the minis-
tering genius thereof, who, making three salutes to the public, proceeded
forthwith to devour mediums and theosophists, like a juggler who
swallows swords at a village fair, will get out of order. Its light, over
which the anti-theosophists are crowing victory to this day, shall get dim.
And then, perhaps, it will be discovered that what was claimed as a
direct ray from the source of eternal truth was no better than a penny
rush-light, in whose deceitful smoke and soot people got hypnotized, and
saw everything upside down. It will be found that the hideous monsters
of fraud and imposture had no existence outside the murky and dizzied
brains of the Aladdins on their journey of discovery. And that, finally,
the good people who listened to them, had been all the time seeing
sights and hearing things under unconscious and mutual suggestion.

This is a scientific explanation, and requires no black magicians or
dugpas at work ; for “ suggestion” as now practised by the sorcerers of
science is—dugpaship itself, pur sang. No Eastern “adept of the /eft
hand ” can do more mischief by his infernal art than a grave hypnotiser
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of the Faculty of Medicine, a disciple of Charcot, or of any other scientific
light of the first magnitude. In Paris, as in St. Petersburg, crimes have
been committed under “suggestion.” Divorces have occurred, and
husbands have nearly killed their wives and their supposed co-re-
spondents, owing to tricks played on innocent and respectable women,
who have thus had their fair name and all their future life blasted for
ever. A son, under such influence, broke open the desk of an avaricious
father, who caught him in the act, and nearly shot him in a fit of rage.
One of the keys of Occultism is in the hands of science—cold, heartless,
materialistic, and crassly ignorant of the other truly psychic side of the
phenomenon : hence, powerless to draw a line of demarcation between
the physiological and the purely spiritual effects of the disease inoculated,
and unable to prevent future results and consequences of which it has no
knowledge, and over which it has, therefore, no control.
We find in the “ Lotus ” of September, 1887, the following :—

A French paper, the Paris, for Augtlxst 12th, contains a long and excellent article by
G. Montorgueil, entitled, 7Ae Accursed Sciences, from which we extract the following
passage, since we are, unfortunately, unable to quote the whole: —

“ Some months ago, already, in I forget what case, the question of ¢ suggestion ® was
raised and taken account of by the judges. We shall certainly see people in the dock
accused of occult malpractices. But how will the prosecution go to work? What
arguments will it bring to bear? The crime by suggestion’is the ideal of a crime
without proof. In such a case the gravest charges will never be more than presump-
tions, and fugitive presumptions. On what fragile scaffolding of suspicions will the
charge rest? No examination, but a moral one, will be possible. We shall have to
resign ourselves to hearing the Solicitor-general say to the accused: ‘Accused, it
appears from a perquisition made into your brain, etc.’

Ab, the poor jurymen ! it is they who are to be pitied. Taking their task to heart,
they already have the greatest difficulty in separating the true from the ifalse, even in
rough and ready cases, the facts of which are obvious, all the details of which are
tangible and the responsibilities clear. And we are going to ask them on their soul
and conscience to decide questions of black magic! Verily their reason will not
hold out through the fortnight ; it will give way before that and sink into thaumaturgy.

We move fast. The strange trials for sorcery will blossom anew ; somnabules who
were merely grotesque will appear in a tragic light ; the coffee grounds, which so far
only risked the police court, will hear their sentence at the assizes. The evil eye
will figure among criminal offences. These last years of the XIXth century will have
seen us step from progress to progress, till we reach at last this judicial enormity : a
second Laubardemont prosecuting another Urbain Grandier.”

Serious, scientific, and political papers are full of earnest discussions
on the subject. A St. Petersburg “ Daily ” has a long feuilleton on the
“ Bearing of Hypnotic Suggestions upon Criminal Law.” “Cases of
Hypnotism with criminal motives have of late begun to increase in an
cver progressing ratio,” it tells its readers. And it is not the only news-
paper, nor is Russia the only country where the same tale is told-
Careful investigations and researches have been made by distinguished
lawyers and medical authorities. Data have been assiduously collected
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and have revealed that the curious phenomenon,—which sceptics have

hitherto derided, and young people have included among their evening

petits feux snnocents,—is a new and terrible danger to state and society.
Two facts have now become patent to law and science :—

(L) That, in the perceptions of the hypnotised subject, the visionary
representations called forth by “suggestion,” become real existing
actualities, the subject being, for the moment, the automatic executor
of the will of the hypnotiser; and—

(I1.) That the great majority of persons expevimented upon, is subject to
hkypnotic suggestion.

Thus Liébeault found only siz?y subjects intractable out of the seven
hundred he experimented upon; and Bernheim, out of 1,014 subjects,
failed with only fwenty-siz. The field for the natural-born jados-wala
(sorcery-mongers), is vast indeed! Evil has acquired a play-ground on
which it may now exercise its sway upon many a generation of uncon-
scious victims. For crimes undreamt of in the waking state, and felonies
of the blackest dye, are now invited and encouraged by the new “accursed
science.” The real perpetrators of these deeds of darkness may now
remain for ever hidden from the vengeance of human justice. The hand
which executes the criminal suggestion is only that of an irresponsible
automaton, whose memory preserves no trace of it, and who, moreover,
is a witness who can easily be disposed of by compulsory suicide—again
under “suggestion.” What better means than these could be offered to
the fiends of lust and revenge, to those dark Powers—called human
passions—ever on the look out to break the universal commandment:
“Thou shalt not steal, nor murder, nor lust after thy neighbour’s wife ? ”
Liébeault suggested to a young girl that she should poison herself with
prussic acid, and she swallowed the supposed drug without one moment'’s
hesitation ; Dr. Liégois suggested to a young woman that she owed him
5,000 francs, and the subject forthwith signed a cheque for the amount.
Bernheim suggested to another hysterical girl a long and complicated
vision with regard to a criminal case. Two days after, although the
hypnotiser had not exercised any new pressure upon her in the interim,
she repeated distinctly the whole suggested story to a lawyer sent to her
for the purpose. Had her evidence been seriously accepted, it would
have brought the accused to the guillotine.

These cases present two dark and terrible aspects. From the moral
stand point, such processes and suggestions leave an indelible stain upon
the purity of the subject’s nature. Even the innocent mind of a ten year
old child can thus be innoculated with vice, the poison-germ of which
will develop in his subsequent life

On the judicial aspect it is needless to enter in great detail  Suffice
to say that it is this characteristic feature of the hypnotic state—the
absolute surrender of will and self-consciousness to the hypnotiser—
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which possesses such importance, from its bearing upon crime, in the
eyes of legal authorities. For if the hypnotiser has the subject entirely
at his beck and call, so that he can cause him to commit any crime, acting,
so to say, invisibly within him, then what are not the terrible ¢ judicial
mistakes ” to be expected? What wonder then, that the jurisprudence
of one country after the other has taken alarm, and is devising, one after
the other, measures for repressing the exercise of hypnotism! In Denmark
- it has just been forbidden. Scientists have experimented upon sensitives
with so much success that a hypnotised victim has been jeered and
hooted through the streets on his way to commit a crime, which he would
have completed unconsciously, had not the victim been warned before-
hand by the hypnotiser.

In Brussels a recent and sad case is well-known to all. A young girl
of good family was seduced while in a hypnotised state by a man who
had first subjected her to his influence at a social gathering. She only
realised her condition a few months later, when her relatives, who divined
the criminal, forced her seducer to make the only possible reparation—
that of marrying his victim.

The French Academy has just been debating the question :—how far
a hypnotised subject, from a mere victim, can become a regular tool of
crime. Of course, no jurist or legislator can remain indifferent to this
question ; and it was averred that the crimes committed under suggestion
are so unprecedented that some of them can hardly be brought within
the scope of the law. Hence the prudent legal prohibition, just adopted
in France, which enacts that no person, save those legally qualified to
exercise the medical profession, shall hypnotise any other person. Even
the physician who enjoys such legal right is permitted to hypnotise a
person only in the presence of another qualified medical man, and with
the written permission of the subject. Public séances of hypnotism are
forbidden, and they are strictly confined to medical c/inigues and labora-
tories. Those who break this law are liable to a heavy fine and
imprisonment.

But the keynote has been struck, and many are the ways in which this
black art may be used—laws notwithstanding. That it will be so used,
the vile passions inherent in human nature are sufficient guarantee.

Many and strange will be the romances yet enacted ; for truth is often
stranger than fiction, and what is thought fiction is still more often truth.

No wonder then that occult literature is growing with every day.
Occultism and sorcery are in the air, with no true philosophical knowledge
to guide the experimenters and thus check evil results. “ Works of
Jfiction,” the various novels and romances are called. “Fiction” in the
arrangement of their characters and the adventures of their heroes and
heroines—admitted. Not so, as to the facts presented. These are no
Sfictions, but true presentiments of what lies in the bosom of the future,
and much of which is already born—nay corroborated by scientific
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experiments. Sign of the times! Close of a psychic cycle! The time for
phenomena with, or through mediums, whether professional or other-
wise, is gone by. It was the early season of the blossoming, of the era
mentioned even in the Bible ; * the tree of Occultism is now preparing
for “fruiting,” and the Spirit of the Occult is awakening in the blood
of the new generations. If the old men only “dream dreams,” the young
ones see already visions,t and—record them in novels and works of
fiction. Woe to the ignorant and the unprepared, and those who listen
to the syrens of materialistic science! For indeed, indeed, many will be
the unconscious crimes committed, and many will be the victims who
will innocently suffer death by hanging and decapitation at the hands of
the righteous judges and the #o0 innocent jurymen, both alike ignorant of
the fiendish power of “ SUGGESTION.”

® “ It shall come to pass that I will pour out my Spirit upon all flesh ; your sons and
your daughters shall prophesy, your old men shall dream dreams ; your young men
shall see visions” (Joel ii. 28).

t It is curious to note that Mr. Louis Stevenson, one of the most powerful of our
imaginative writers, stated recently to a reporter that he is in the habit of constructing
the plots of his tales in dreams, and among others that of Dr. Jekyll. “I dreamed,”

he continued, “the story of ‘Olalla’ . . . and I have at the present moment two
unwritten stories which I have likewise dreamed. . . . Even when fast asleep |
know that it is I who am inventing.” . . . But who knows whether the idea of

“invention ” is not also “a dream”!

‘c—@t SOl

SELF-KNOWLEDGE.

THE first necessity for obtaining self-knowledge is to become profoundly con-
scious of ignorance ; to feel with every fibre of the heart that one is ccaselessiy
self-deceived. »

The second requisite is the still deeper conviction that such knowledge—such
intuitive and certain knowledge—can be obtained by effort.

The third and most important is an indomitable determination to obtain and
face that knowledge.

Self-knowledge of this kind is unattainable by what men usually call *self-
analysis.” It is not reached by reasoning or any brain process; for it is the
awakening to consciousness of the Divine nature of man.

To obtain this knowledge is a greater achievement than to command the
elements or to know the future.
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COMMENTS ON “LIGHT ON THE PATH.”
BY THE AUTHOR ; (continued).
“ Before the ear can hear, it must have lost its sensitiveness.”

HE first four rules of Light on the Path are, undoubtedly, curious
T though the statement may seem, the most important in the
whole book, save one only. Why they are so important is that
they contain the vital law, the very creative essence of the astral man.
And it is only in the astral (or self-illuminated) consciousness that the rules
which follow them have any living meaning. Once attain to the use of the
astral senses and it becomes a matter of course that one commences to
use them ; and the later rules are but guidance in their use. When I
speak like this I mean, naturally, that the first four rules are the ones
which are of importance and interest to those who read them in print
upon a page. When they are engraved on the man’s heart and on his
life, unmistakably then the other rules become not merely interesting,
or extraordinary, metaphysical statements, but actual facts in life which
have to be grasped and experienced.

The four rules stand written in the great chamber of every actual
lodge of a living Brotherhood. Whether the man is about to sell his
soul to the devil, like Faust; whether he is to be worsted in the battle, -
like Hamlet ; or whether he is to pass on within the precincts ; in any case
these words are for him. The man can choose between virtue and vice,
but not until he is a man ; a babe or a wild animal cannot so choose.
Thus with the disciple, he must first become a disciple before he can
even see the paths to choose between. This effort of creating himself
as a disciple, the re-birth, he must do for himself without any teacher.
Until the four rules are learned no teacher can be of any use to him ;
and that is why “the Masters ” are referred to in the way they are. No
rcal masters, whether adepts in power, in love, or in blackness, can
affect a man till these four rules are passed.

Tears, as I have said, may be called the moisture of life. The soul
must have laid aside the emotions of humanity, must have sccured a
balance which cannot be shaken by misfortune, before its eyes can open
upon the super-human world.

The voice of the Masters is always in the world ; but only those hear it
whose ears are no longer receptive of the sounds which affect the per-
sonal life. Laughter no longer lightens the heart, anger may no longer
enrage it, tender words bring it no balm. For that within, to which the
cars are as an outer gateway, is an unshaken place of peace in itself
which no person can disturb.
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As the eyes are the windows of the soul, so are the ears its gateways
or doors. Through them comes knowledge of the confusion of the
world. The great ones who have conquered life, who have become more
than disciples, stand at peace and undisturbed amid the vibration and
kaleidoscopic movement of humanity. They hold within themselves a
certain knowledge, as well as a perfect peace; and thus they are not
roused or excited by the partial and erroneous fragments of information
which are brought to their ears by the changing voices of those around
them. When I speak of knowledge, I mean intuitive knowledge. This
certain information can never be obtained by hard work, or by experi-
ment ; for these methods are only applicable to matter, and matter is in
itself a perfectly uncertain substance, continually affected by change.
The most absolute and universal laws of natural and physical life, as
understood by the scientist, will pass away when the life of this universe
has passed away, and only its soul is left in the silence. What then will
be the value of the knowledge of its laws acquired by industry and
observation? I pray that no reader or critic will imagine that by what I
have said I intend to depreciate or disparage acquired knowledge, or the
work of scientists. On the contrary, I hold that scientific men are the
pioneers of modern thought. The days of literature and of art, when
poets and sculptors saw the divine light, and put it into their own great
language—these days lie buried in the long past with the ante-Phidian
sculptors and the pre-Homeric poets. The mysteries no longer rule the
world of thought and beauty ; human life is the governing power, not
that which lies beyond it. But the scientific workers are progressing,
not so much by their own will as by sheer force of circumstances, towards
the far line which divides things interpretable from things unintcrpret-
able. Every fresh discovery drives them a step onward. Therefore
do I very highly esteem the knowledge obtained by work and
experiment.

But intuitive knowledge is an entirely different thing. It is not
acquired in any way, but is, so to speak, a faculty of the soul; not the
animal soul, that which becomes a ghost after death, when lust or liking
or the memory of ill-deeds holds it to the neighbourhood of human beings,
but the divine soul which animates all the external forms of the indivi-
dualised being. o

This is, of course, a faculty which indwells in that soul, whic?l is 1n-
herent. The would-be disciple has to arouse himself to the consciousness
of it by a fierce and resolute and indomitable effort of will. I use the
word indomitable for a special reason. Only he who is untameable, who
cannot be dominated, who knows he has to play the lord over men, over

. . C .. s faculty. “With
facts, over all things save his own divinity, can arouse this faculty’ ‘de
faith all things are possible.” The sceptical laugh at faxth' and p(n'th
themselves on its absence from their own minds. The truth is tha{F }?‘a\\
is a great engine, an enormous power, which in fact can accormpiis
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things. For it is the covenant or engagement between man’s divine part
and his lesser self. :

The. use of this engine is quite necessary in order to obtain intuitive
knowledge ; for unless a man believes such knowledge exists within him-
self how can he claim and use it?

Without it he is more helpless than any drift-wood or wreckage on the
great tides of the ocean. They are cast hither and thither indeed ; so
may a man be by the chances of fortune. But such adventures are purely
external and of very small account. A slave may be dragged through
the streets in chains, and yet retain the quiet soul of a philosopher, as
was well seen in the person of Epictetus. A man may have every worldly
prize in his possession, and stand absolute master of his personal fate, to
all appearance, and yet he knows no peace, no certainty, because he is
shaken within himself by every tide of thought that he touches on. And
these changing tides do not merely sweep the man bodily hither and
thither like driftwood on the water ; that would be nothing. They enter
into the gateways of his soul, and wash over that soul and make it blind
and blank and void of all permanent intelligence, so that passing im-
pressions affect it.

To make my meaning plainer [ will use an illustration. Take an
author at his writing, a painter at his canvas, a composer listening to the
melodies that dawn upon his glad imagination ; let any one of these
workers pass his daily hours by a wide window looking on a busy street.
The power of the animating life blinds sight and hearing alike, and the
great traffic of the city goes by like nothing but a passing pageant. But
a man whose mind is empty, whose day is objectless, sitting at that same
window, notes the passers-by and remembers the faces that chance to
please or interest him. So it is with the mind in its relation to eternal
truth. If it no longer transmits its fluctuations, its partial knowledge,
its unreliable information to the soul, then in the inner place of peace
already found when the first rule has been learned—in that inner place
there leaps into flame the light of actual knowledge. Then the ears
begin to hear. Very dimly, very faintly at first. And, indeed, so faint
and tender are these first indications of the commencement of true
actual life, that they are sometimes pushed aside as mere fancies, mere
imaginings. '

But before these are capable of becoming more than mere imaginings.
the abyss of nothingness has to be faced in another form. The utter
silence which can only come by closing the ears to all transitory sounds
comes as a more appalling horror than even the formless emptiness of
space. Our only mental conception of blank space is, I think, when
reduced to its barest element of thought, that of black darkness. Thisis
a great physical terror to most persons, and when regarded as an eternal
and unchangeable fact, must mean to the mind the idea of annihilation
rather than anything else. But it is the obliteration of one sense only ;
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and the sound of a voice may come and bring comfort even in the
profoundest darkness. The disciple, having found his way into this
blackness, which is the fearful abyss, must then so shut the gates of his
soul that no comforter can enter there nor any enemy. And it is in
making this second effort that the fact of pain and pleasure being but
one sensation becomes recognisable by those who have before been
unable to perceive it. * For when the solitude of silence is reached the
soul hungers so fiercely and passionately for some sensation on which to
rest, that a painful one would be as keenly welcomed as a pleasant one.
When this consciousness is reached the courageous man by seizing and
retaining it, may destroy the “ sensitiveness” at once. When the ear no
longer discriminates between that which is pleasant or that which is
painful, it will no longer be affected by the voices of others. And then
it is safe and possible to open the doors of the soul.

“Sight ” is the first effort, and the easiest, because it is accomplished
partly by an intellectual effort. The intellect can conquer the heart, as
is well known in ordinary life. Therefore, this preliminary step stiil
lies within the dominion of matter. But the second step allows of no
such assistance, nor of any material aid whatever. Of course, I mean
by material aid the action of the brain, or emotions, or human soul. In
compelling the ears to listen only to the eternal silence, the being we
call man becomes something which is no longer man. A very super-
ficial survey of the thousand and one influences which are brought to
bear on us by others will show that this must be so. A disciple will
fulfil all the duties of his manhood ; but he will fulfil them according to
his own sense of right, and not according to that of any person or body
of persons. This is a very evident result of following the creed of
knowledge instead of any of the blind creeds.

To obtain the pure silence necessary for the disciple, the heart and
emotions, the brain and its intellectualisms, have to be put aside. Both
are but mechanisms, which will perish with the span of man’s life. It
is the essence beyond, that which is the motive power, and makes man
live, that is now compelled to rouse itself and act. Now is the greatest
hour of danger. In the first trial men go mad with fear; of this first
trial Bulwer Lytton wrote. No novelist has followed to the second
trial, though some of the poets have. Its subtlety and great danger lies
in the fact that in the measure of a man’s strength is the measure of
his chance of passing beyond it or coping with it at all. If he has power
enough to awaken that unaccustomed part of himself, the supreme
essence, then has he power to lift the gates of gold, then is he the true
alchemist, in possession of the elixir of life.

[t is at this point of experience that the occultist becomes separated
from all other men and enters on to a life which is his own; on to the
path of individual accomplishment instead of mere obedience to the
genii which rule our earth. This raising of himself into an individual
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power does in reality identify him with the nobler forces of life and make
him one with them. For they stand beyond the powers of this earth
and the laws of this universe. Here lies man’s only hope of success in
the great effort ; to leap right away from his present standpoint to his next
and at once become an intrinsic part of the divine power as he has been
an intrinsic part of the intellectual power, of the great nature to which he
belongs. He stands always in advance of himself, if such a contradiction
can be understood. It is the men who adhere to this position, who
believe in their innate power of progress, and that of the whole race, who
are the elders brothers, the pioneers. Each man has to accomplish the
great leap for himself and without aid ; yet it is something of a staff to
lcan on to know that others have gone on that road. It is possible that
they have been lost in the abyss ; no matter, they have had the courage
to enter it. Why I say that it is possible they have been lost in the
abyss is because of this fact, that one who has passed through is unrecog-
nizable until the other and altogether new condition is attained by both.
It is unnecessary to enter upon the subject of what that condition is at
present. I only say this, that in the early state in which man is entering
upon the silence he loses knowledge of his friends, of his lovers, of all who
have been near and dear to him ; and also loses sight of his teachers and
of those who have preceded him on his way. I explain this because
scarce one passes through without bitter complaint. Could but the mind
grasp beforehand that the silence must be complete, surely this complaint
need not arise as a hindrance on the path. Your teacher, or your prede-
cessor may hold your hand in his, and give you the utmost sympathy the
human heart is capable of. But when the silence and the darkness comes,
you lose all knowledge of him ; you are alone and he cannot help you,
not because his power is gone, but because you have invoked your great
enemy.

By your great enemy, I mean yourself. If you have the power to face
your own sou! in the darkness and silence, you will have conquered the
physical or animal self which dwells in sensation only.

This statement, I feel, will appear involved; but in reality it is quite
simple. Man, when he has reached his fruition, and civilization is at its
height, stands between two fires. Could he but claim his great in-
heritance, the encumbrance of the mere animal life would fall away from
him without difficulty. But he does not do this, and so the races of men
flower and then droop and die and decay off the face of the earth,
however splendid the bloom may have been. And it is left to the
individual to make this great effort; to refuse to be terrified by his
greater nature, to refuse to be drawn back by his lesser or more material
self. Every individual who accomplishes this is a redeemer of the race.
He may not blazon forth his deeds, he may dwell in secret and silence ;
but it is a fact that he forms a link between man and his divine part ;
between the known and the unknown ; between the stir of the market-




COMMENTS ON “LIGHT ON THE PATH.” 95

place and the stillness of the snow-capped Himalayas. He has not to
go about among men in order to form thislink ; in the astral he #s that
link, and this fact makes him a being of another order from the rest of
mankind. Even so early on the road towards knowledge, when he has
but taken the second step, he finds his footing more certain, and be-
comes conscious that he is a recognised part of a whole.

This is one of the contradictions in life which occur so constantly
that they afford fuel to the fiction writer. The occultist finds them
become much more marked as he endeavours to live the life he has
chosen. As he retreats within himself and becomes self-dependent, he
finds himself more definitely becoming part of a great tide of definite
thought and feeling. When he has learned the first lesson, conquered
the hunger of the heart, and refused to live on the love of others, he
finds himself more capable of inspiring love. As he flings life away it
comes to him in a new form and with a new meaning. The world has
always been a place with many contradictions in it, to the man ; when he
becomes a disciple he finds life is describable as a series of paradoxes.
This is a fact in nature, and the reason for it is intelligible enough.
Man’s soul “dwells like a star apart,” even that of the vilest among us;
while his consciousness is under the law of vibratory and sensuous life.
This alone is enough to cause those complications of character which are
the material for the novelist; every man is a mystery, to friend and
enemy alike, and to himself. His motives are often undiscoverable, and
he cannot probe to them or know why he does this or that. The
disciple’s effort is that of awaking consciousness in this starry part of
himself, where his power and divinity lie sleeping. As this conscious-
ness becomes awakened, the contradictions in the man himself become
more marked than ever; and so do the paradoxes which he lives
through., For, of course man creates his own life ; and “adventures arc
to the adventurous ” is one of those wise proverbs which are drawn from
actual fact, and cover the whole area of human experience.

Pressure on the divine part of man re-acts upon the animal part. As
the silent soul awakes it makes the ordinary life of the man more
purposeful, more vital, more real, and responsible. To keep to the two
instances already mentioned, the occultist who has withdrawn into his
own citadel has found his strength ; immediately he becomes aware of
the demands of duty upon him. He does not obtain his strength by
his own right, but because he is a part of the whole ; and as soon as he
is safe from the vibration of life and can stand unshaken, the outer
world cries out to him to come and labour in it. So with the heart.
When it no longer wishes to take, it is called upon to give abundantly.

“ Light on the Path ” has been called a book of paradoxes, and very
justly ; what else could it be, when it deals with the actual personal
experience of the disciple ?

To have acquired the astral senses of sight and hearing ; or in other
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words to have attained perception and opened the doors of the soul, are
gigantic tasks and may take the sacrifice of many successive incarna-
tions. And yet, when the will has reached its strength, the whole
miracle may be worked in a second of time. Then is the disciple the
servant of Time no longer. .

These two first steps are negative ; that is to say they imply retreat
from a present condition of things rather than advance towards another.
The two next are active, implying the advance into another state
of being.*

A

(7o be continued.)

* The correspondence with reference to these ‘“ Comments " will be found in the Correspondence
columns.

e e

WILL AND DESIRE.

WILL is the exclusive possession of man on this our plane of consciousness. It
divides him from the brute in whom instinctive desire only is active.

DesIRrE, in its widest application, is the one creative force in the Universe.
In this sense it is indistinguishable from Will ; but we men never know desire
under this form while we remain only men. Therefore Will and Desire are
here considered as opposed.

Thus Will is the offspring of the Divine, the God in man; Desire the motive
power of the animal life.

Most men live in and by desire, mistaking it for wil. But he who would
achieve must separate will from desire, and make his will the ruler ; for desire is
unstable and ever changing, while will is steady and constant.

Both will and desire are absolute creafors, forming the man himself and his
surroundings. But will creates intelligently—desire blindly and unconsciously.
The man, therefore, makes himself in the image of his desires, unless he
creates himself in the likeness of the Divine, through his will, the child of the
light.

His task is twofold: to awaken the will, to strengthen it by use and conquest,
to make it absolute ruler withir his body; and, parallel with this, to purify
desire. .

Knowledge and will are the tools for the accomplishment of this purification.
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A LAW OF LIFE: KARMA.
(Continued.)

N illustration of the Mahatmic condition, it may be well to quote
some extracts from “ Five Years of Theosophy,” on pp. 213, e? seq.
“ The principal object of the Yogi is to realise the oneness of
existence, and the practice of morality is the most powerful means to
that end. The principal obstacle to this realization is the inborn habit
of man of always placing himself at the centre of the Universe.
Whatever a man might act, think, or feel, the irrepressible personality
is sure to be the central figure. This, as will appear on reflection, is
that which prevents every individual from filling his proper sphere in
existence, where he only is in place, and no other individual is. The
realization of this harmony is the practical objective aspect of the
‘Grand Problem.” . . . . It availeth nothing to intellectually grasp
the notion of your being everything . . . . if itis not realized in
daily life. To confuse ‘meum and tuum’ in the vulgar sense is but to
destroy the harmony of existence by a false assertion of ‘I, and is as
foolish as the attempt to nourish the legs at the expense of the arms.
You cannot be one with Nature, unless all your acts, thoughts, and feel-
ings, synchronize with the onward march of Nature. What is meant by
a Brahmajnani being beyond the reach of Karma, can be realised only
by a man who has found out his exact position in harmony with the
one Life in Nature; that man can see how a Brahmajnani can act only
in unison with Nature, and never in discord with it.”

“To use the phraseology of old occult writers, the Brahmajnani is a
real co-worker with Nature. . . . Many have fallen into the error
of supposing that a human being can escape the operation of the law of
Karma by adopting a condition of masterly inactivity, entirely losing
sight of the fact that even a rigid abstinence from physical acts does not
produce inactivity on the higher astral and spiritual planes. . . .
Such a supposition is nothing short of a delusion. . . . Thereis a
tendency in every department of Nature for an act to repeat itself.
The Karma acquired in the last preceding birth is always trying to forge
fresh links in the chain, and thereby lead to continued material existence.
This tendency can only be counteracted by unselfishly performing all the
duties pertaining to the sphere in which a person is born. Such a
course can alone produce purification of the mind, without which the
capacity of perceiving spiritual truths can never be acquired.”

Such a moral standard as this may be considered as the main working
factor in the existence of a Mahatma. He exists by, through, and in
harmony, and, as Mahatma, is harmony itself. It is impossible to carry
these speculations further, for beyond the fact that these considerations
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are in analogy with the great law of nature, ordinary human intelligence
can gain nothing from them. The Mahatma is a Mahatma, and only
those who have reached that supreme condition can describe it, and even
then it is doubtful whether words would express it. The word Mahatma
has been used with some hesitation, as it might possibly require an article
of great length to give the least idea of what it means. But some idea
of the true position of these exalted beings (known in India and Tibet by
this name) may be gathered from the foregoing pages if any conception
of the connection of humanity with the law of Karma, and also of
liberated humanity with the law of harmony, can be obtained.

In the preceding pages especial reference has been made to the fact
that the Mahatma, as such, has no Karma, but it is by no means
intended to convey the idea that all who enter Occultism, and even
those who have progressed a very long way on the Path of Life, are
Mahatmas. Nay, more! There are many of them who are very holy,
and even exalted, beings, but who are still subject to the law of Karma,
as applied to ordinary humanity. But they have acquired self-mastery
to an extraordinary degree, and their whole attention is “ fixed on the
eternal.” Thus, so far as they are concerned, they generate no new
Karma in the restricted sense, but only progress towards Universal
Harmony.

To put it shortly, they exhaust their old Karma of past lives, and
devote themselves to the production of Harmony.

It is important to bear this in mind when the attention is turned to
the Karmic condition of ordinary humanity. For we are at once
brought face to face with the old and much disputed question between
free-will and predestination.

At this point, therefore, it will be necessary to enter, at some length,
on this question, because it has been supposed that the idea of Karma is
identical, or nearly so, with that of predestination. Consequently, it
will be necessary to attempt a definition of what Free-will and Will are,
Will, to the ordinary man, is known according to his experience as the
power to do or not to do an action. So far, he is perfectly right, but, as
usual, man limits the action of his will to the physical plane, and takes
no account of even the mental plane. Even if he does not commit an
action, he cannot help thinking about it, because he has desired to do it
—even if he has repressed that desire. Nothing is more common than
to hear anyone say, “I can’t help my likes and dislikes,” or, in other
words, their attractions and repulsions, desires and the reverse. Con-
sequently, until a man cancontrol his desires, those desires control his
will, and, consequently, predestination appears to rule the day. Thus we
find that it is desire which impels man onward on his course, and governs
that course to a very large extent, and this is the principle which is at
its highest development in mankind as a rule. Now if it be granted that
the human personality—a transient thing—has been constituted by
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man’s vanity as the centre of the Universe, it is plain that the com-
bination of this principle of desire with the pronounced personality,
will only serve to intensify this personality and bind man fast to it
Man thus constituted is a prisoner, and, more often than not, is so attached
to his prison that he prefers to flutter his wings against the bars of his
cage, instead of endeavouring to escape. But are there any means of
escape :—it may be asked? Desire binds man fast to his personality,
and intensifies one personality against another. Hence it is productive
of strife and discord, and militates strongly against the law of universal
harmony, or Karma, in this aspect. Thus desire and Karma would
scem to be in complete opposition, and desire cannot be said to be a
consequence of Karma. But really this is a confusion of terms, for all
this only exists in the world of effects and not in that of causes. Desire
is an effect of the accentuated personality, and in its turn produces that
personality. This constitutes the prison, and the only means of escape
from this prison of discord is the endeavour to produce harmony in its
place. Thus, therefore, we have a definition of will as being not only that
which represses a desire, but also an emanation of the one divine
principle, and proceeding from the divine in man. In one sense, this will,
this harmonizer of the discord, is identical with Karma. As a conse-
quence, we can see that Karma produces punishment. That punishment
arises from the fact that the assertion of both desire and will in any
man makes him the battle-field of two opposing forces—the desire to
do anything, and thus gratify the desire, and the will to repress it. Thus
man must be a co-worker with nature and the law of harmony. He has
to repress the Typhonic principle of desire and dissipate its energy. If
he does not, it will bind him more firmly to his “personal centre,” ac-
centuate his punishment, and hang like a millstone round his neck in
the shape of Karmic effects, which generate fresh tendencies and desires.

The real function of will is to promote harmony between man and
the great law by repressing desire. Liberation from the effects of Karma
will come to the man who grasps his whole individuality firmly (not merely
his personality), and, by the force of his awakened spzrifual will, recognises
this individuality as not himself, but as a thing to use in passing beyond
the life of the individuality.

Thus the direction of will should be towards realizing one’s aspira-
tions, and so give man “a glimpse into the eternal ;” the lower conscious-
ness will mirror these aspirations, even unconsciously to itself, and then
itself aspires and is elevated if all is in accord.

But this is not free-will in the ordinary sense of the term ; and it
does not seem possible that such should exist in view of the ideas
of Karmic effects and of reincarnation. It is in these two that lie all the
objections to free-will, because too short a view has been taken of human
life. In the dim vistas of time, and the countless incarnations which
have taken place in them, it will at once be seen that the indi\;idual
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being has generated innumerable causes, the effects of which are still
to be experienced. Thus it is free-will that man has, but not in the ordi-
nary sense ; it is free-will limited by countless other free-wills around
him—limited too and circumscribed by his own acts. Man makes
himself a prisoner, and believes himself free. He is right in his belief
in a measure, for in virtue of the will he is free—to aspire and soar
into the sublime heights of his own higher nature. He s a prisoner and
predestined when he confines himself to his personality. Karma is at
once his gaoler and his liberator, and the decision lies in the intensity of
his aspirations, and is therefore in his own hands. Thus from the personal
view predestination is true, but not from that of the spirit, which is free.
From the latter view, and to a reasoning mind, the Calvinistic doctrine
sounds little short of blasphemy. It is most certainly a contradiction
in terms to speak of God as an all-wise, all-powerful and entirely just
God, and then to speak of predestination as one of his laws, a law
which, in face of the above qualities, and with that of mercy in addition,
dooms countless millions to an eternity of pain and suffering as punish-
ment, and that too before they are even born. When the apparent
injustice of the lives of men is viewed and argued, it is because men
forget what they have done in previous lives, in which they have violated
the law in a very material direction, which leads them into these positions
and from which they have to escape.

Thus the aspirations of man constitute that which sets man free, and
which therefore represent his free-will. It is then well to endeavour
to trace these aspirations in man with regard to Karma. The second
section of the third part of “ Light on the Path,” speaks on this point
with no uncertain voice. The Occultist must pluck and eat the fruit of
the tree of knowledge, and step on either the good or the evil path.
And to do this knowingly produces great Karmic results. The mass
of men walk waveringly, uncertain as to their goal, their standard of
life is indefinite ; the Occultist cannot be half-hearted, nor can he
return when he has passed the threshold. “The individuality has
approached the state of responsibility by reason of growth ; it cannot
recede from it.” The one means of escape from Karma is for the
Occultist to live in the Eternal. But below this—the threshold—
many men aspire. On this point, we may quote, “Five Years of Theo-
sophy,” p. 226.

“ The unintelligent aspiration towards goodness propagates itself and
leads to good lives in the future; the intelligent aspiration propagates
itself in the same way, plus the propagation of intelligence ; and this
distinction shows the gulf of difference which may exist between
the growth of a human soul, which merely drifts along the stream of
time, and that of one which is consciously steered by an intelligent
purpose throughout. The human Ego, which acquires the habit of
seeking for knowledge, becomes invested, life after life, with the
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qualifications which ensure the success of such a search, until the final
success, achieved at some critical period of its existence, carries it right
up into the company of those perfected Egos, which are the fully
developed flowers only expected from a few of the thousand seeds.”

“ Now it is clear that a slight impulse in a given direction, even orr
the physical plane, does not produce the same effect as a stronger one ;
so exactly in this matter of engendering habits which are required to
persist in their operation through a succession of lives it is quite
obvious that the strong impulse of a very ardent aspiration towards
knowledge will be more likely than a weaker one to triumph over
the so-called accidents of nature.”

These considerations bring us to the question of those habits of life
which are more immediately associated with the pursuit of occult
science. It will be quite plain that the generation within his own
nature of affinities in the direction of spiritual progress is a matter
which has very little to do with the outer circumstances of a man’s daily
life. It cannot be dissociated from what may be called the outer
circumstances of his moral life, for an occult student, whose moral
nature is consciously ignoble, and who combines the pursuit of
knowledge with the practice of wrong, becomes by that condition
of things a student of sorcery rather than of true Occultism.

Thus so far traced Karma in one of its aspects is, “ the ethical law
of causation.” This law descends in its action below the moral plane,
and is observed as the law of compensation on the physical plane. Thus
the physical, intellectual and emotional planes, are all affected by
Karma. The key to the situation is the mind ; and, as we have seen,
the liberation of the mind must be the most difficult task. If the
powers of the mind are concentrated on the attainment of the highest
ideal, Karma has no basis in which to inhere and consequently the
tendency to commit actions from lower motives is annihilated. Even
repentance, from this point of view, is a mistake, as it necessarily draws
the mind back to the actions and motives repented of. Consequently
by the exertion of free will, in the aspiration to realize the ideal, man
becomes his own Saviour; and the true way to do this is to look
neither for reward nor punishment; to detach the mind from all consi-
derations below that of the spiritual life, and to live only in the Eternal.

ARcHIBALD KEIGHTLEY, M.B.

“ The great watch-word of the True is this :—in last analysis all things are
divine.”—( Jasper Niemand in the * Path”).
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A GHOST'S REVENGE.

(C onclu.rién.)

ASTON paused at the entrance to the chamber, and even de-
G tected himself in taking an involuntary step backwards, for
the singular illusion was heightened by the circumstance that
many of the figures which were suspended perpendicularly from the
walls, and had fallen a little forward, looked as though they were trying
to let themselves down. But the monk, nothing concerned, went stolidly
on down the long narrow chamber, which had other chambers, or corri-
dors, leading out of it in several directions. To speak more correctly,
there was a series of vaults, branching several ways, some of which were
shut off from the rest by open-work screens or gates of wool.

The walls on either side were piled high with coffins, the greater
number of which had one of their sides of glass, exposing to view the
hideous shrouded tenants. By whatever art it had been sought to
preserve these bodies from decay, Nature had declared in every instance
that it should not be, and no ghastlier assemblage of mummified and
mouldering corpses could have mocked the grief of the relatives who
should have given their dead to the grave. On the blackened and
distorted faces of some, it was not difficult to read a look of supplication
which the parted and fleshless lips seemed striving to translate in this
way : “Take us away from this dreadful place and hide us in the decent
earth.” '

They lay there, all of them, in their coffins, in wrappings of linen,
silk, and velvet; men, and women, and children, and little infants;
priests, nobles, merchants—a world of dead ones; hundreds and
thousands of them.

Upon the faces of some, decay seemed working with a kind of
fantastic cruelty : punching a hole in the cheek or forehead ; pushing one
eye from its socket, and leaving the other ; stripping the skin from one
side of the face, and leaving it like a bit of wrinkled parchment on the
other. _

Some were made to laugh from ear to ear; some had the corners of
the mouth drawn down and the features twisted, as though pain haunted
them in death; others looked defiant, derisive, amazed, indignant.
The majesty of death had fled from all of them, mockery and shame
had come to take its place. The worms were being avenged on these
who should have gone to feed them. Silent and rotting, they had no
part in either world ; and shrinking continually within their coffins, they
cried mutely on decay to hasten his work, and give them the boon of
nothingness.
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Above the line of coffins, on both sides of the chamber, hundreds of
clothed and hooded creatures—skeletons in all except the face, which
for the most part retained its covering of dried and tarnished skin—
were suspended from the walls. Each had a ticket pinned to its dress,
bearing the name and the date of death.

It was these figures on the walls which gave the chamber its most
dreadful aspect. Some were suspended by the neck, like suicides left
there for an example. Others in various gruesome fashions parodied
the attitudes of life. There was a grotesque group composed of three
figures which had tumbled together in such a manner that the two on
either side appeared to whisper into the ears of the third. Some had
the neck awry, the head on one side, in a listening or questioning
attitude ; of others the head had sunk forward on the narrow breast.
The jaw of some had dropped, and protruded a row of teeth, with a
savage or jeering air.

Every variety of grimace and grin was shown on those appalling
faces; and as Gaston passed down the chamber fingers poked at him
from gaping sleeves; he was laughed at, mocked at, scowled at; and
when he looked behind him, all these skeletons were laughing, mocking,
and scowling at one another. Many of the faces were little else but
grinning mouths, and to those whose mouths stood wide open his
imagination gave voices, so that the vaults seemed filled with the cries
and laughter of the dead.

The monk went steadily on in front of him, waving his candle to and
fro; and as the smell was nauseate and oppressed the nostrils, he spat
occasionally upon the floor.

His bit of candle burnt itself out before he had taken Gaston com-
pletely round, and he returned to fetch another, leaving Gaston in a
corner of the vault where the light was a mere glimmer. Right opposite
to him in this place was a massive coffin with rich chasings, whose
grisly inmate was wrapped from head to foot in a mantle of black
velvet. Every particle of flesh had melted from the face, the hair had
fallen from the head, the eyeless sockets stared from the depths of the
velvet hood. The skeleton was richly dight and finely housed ; it was
Death himself lying in state.

The monk came up with a fresh candle, and Gaston stooped down
and peered into the coffin. Above the figure’s head was affixed a
miniature on ivory, which represented a young man in the first prime of
life, of a refined and beautiful countenance. In the folds of the mantle
a card had tumbled, and stooping lower, Gaston read on it the name of
Udalrico Verga. There was a small round hole in the skull, just over
the left temple.

“ Ueciso, signor!” (Murdered!) said the monk, behind him.

The Italian word sounded softly in the lips of the monk; but there
was the tell-tale hole in the forehead.
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This then was the hero and the victim of that old tragedy ; this was
the end of him! But for his punctured skull, he might have changed
places with any of the least repulsive of his skeleton companions. But
his little bullet-hole marked him out from all of them. Curiously, the
hood had slipped off from the left side of the skull, and as this was the
side next to the spectator, the bullet-hole compelled attention to itself at
once.

The story of the murder which the baron had told to Gaston, and
with which his thoughts had many times been occupied in the Villa
Torcello, came before him again ; and looking at the stark remains of
the victim of that forgotten crime, he felt a sudden and irresistible
longing to know its secret. If he could win it from the coffin there!
But the grim rest within would be disturbed no more. And the young
man pictured there beside the skeleton? Murder had no meaning for
him ; he had not come to know it when he was pictured thus. The
face impressed Gaston strangely. He looked at it long, till he began to
fancy that behind its delicate beauty he saw the tokens of a latent
sensuality. But it was a face of singular sweetness, and if any evil were
there, it existed only in the colourless form of a suggestion.

And the priest, who had died a suspect? Was Zehere, and did death
whisper anything against him? No, the monk said ; the priest was a
native of Syracuse, and after his death his body had been carried
there.

Gaston had seen enough; the chamber and its horrid tenants had
given him a sense of physical sickness; and, above all, some curious
malign influence seemed to issue from the coffin of Udalrico Verga,
which was working its way into his brain.

The words of the Baron came into his mind: “They say the spirit
haunts the place, seeking some one to avenge the murder.”

Placing a five-franc note in the hand of the monk, he left the chamber
and the monastery at once ; and entering the carriage, he was ériven home.

By morning he had shaken off the morbid effects of his visit to the
Capucins’; but his imagination had become the seat of a vague and
indefinable oppression. This, at length, when analysed, resolved itself
into a certain feeling of injury on account of Udalrico Verga. The
wonderful amiableness, joined to an almost womanly beauty, of the face
he had seen imaged in the coffin, had touched his sympathies; and
now the memory of it began to lay hold on his affections. For what
cause, and by whose hand, had the young Udalrico died so brutally ?

The tale of the murder stuck in his mind ; it possessed him ; it would

- not be dislodged. And the tale, though begun a whole generation since,
was still unfinished. It told that Verga had been murdered; but who
had murdered him?

This question uttered itself again and again; it grew importunate
One evening in particular it became a kind of clamour in his ears;
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when, walking by moonlight in the garden of the villa, he was suddenly
conscious that a presence other than his own was with him. Turning
about, he beheld vividly, at a distance from him of twelve or fifteen
paces, the figure of a young and elegant man. The view of this figure
which his eyes took in, and the impression which it made upon his
mind, were so distinct, that, but for a single circumstance, he would have
suspected nothing abnormal in the appearance. The features were those
of Udalrico Verga.

His reason still urging him to reject the testimony of his sight, Gaston
advanced nearer to the figure. It remained motionless, outlined dis-
tinctly in the moonlight, on the path bordered by a row of pepper trees
where the body of Verga had been found. Again Gaston went forward;
he could now by stretching out his hand almost have touched the figure ;
his eyes looked straight into the eyes of the man whom he knew to have
lain for thirty years in his coffin. While gazing fixedly and with fasci-
nation upon this creature from the grave, which, though he knew it to be
bodiless, seemed full real to him, Gaston felt his senses being subdued ;
and, before he could exert will enough to repel an influence which flowed
in upon him as it were waves of blinding light, he was rapt out of
himself, and held for the space of a minute or so in what is best des-
cribed as a magnetic sleep or trance. He remained upright and rigid;
his brain a whirl of excitement, with an accompanying painful con-
sciousness ; the body of the emotion being a confused and very in-
definite feeling of fear—whether for himself or for some other person,
he did not know. This feeling becoming slightly more definite, he knew
that the fear he felt was not for himself, but for another; yet who that
other was, he could not tell. It was the same when a voice said plainly
in his ear, that what had been begun must be finished ; the voice was
piercing in its clearness, and he knew that it was the voice of one dear
to him ; but whose, he could not divine.

This curious sleep lasted, as I have said, for about a minute; and
when Gaston awoke he was standing precisely as he had been when
seized in the trance. He looked for the apparition; it was not there.
He moved to the path, placed himself on the very spot where, but a
minute before, the form in the likeness of Udalrico Verga had stood.
There was nothing. He looked round him; from this path he could
sece over the whole garden ; it slept motionless in the moonlight, and his
was the only figure in it. Gaston returned to the house in a condition
of extreme nervous excitement.

In this condition, and almost before he had reached the room in
which he usually sat, the story of the murder was flashed in upon his
mind ; he read it as plainly as if it were traced in English characters on
the wall before him. Fancying himself still under some abnormous
influence, which when it passed away would carry the story with it, he
at once sat down and committed an abstract of it to paper.
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All that night, the story swam in his brain, and rising early next
morning, he resolved—or rather was impelled—to commence writing it
immediately. He did so, and in the full light of day the wraith of
Udalrico Verga stood beside him, and he plainly saw it, during the whole
time his pen was at work. But the vision had no longer any weakening
or retarding effect upon his brain ; rather its effects were quickening and
coercive ; and these effects increased, till it became a certainty to him
that from the visible presence of the-spirit of Verga he drew the main
strength of his inspiration. The story grew under his pen to an elaborate
romance, upon which, sustained throughout by an elation of mind that
allowed little repose to the body, he was at work during many weeks.

In all this time, he never passed beyond the grounds of the villa,
and when, by-and-bye, his face began to show marks of the mental and
bodily stress to which his task subjected him, the peasant people of the
town, who saw him walking in the garden sometimes of an evening, used
to say:

“There is the English signor who went to live in the Villa Torcello
eleven weeks ago; he used to go out every day, but it is nine weeks
since he passed the gate. He cannot get out any more. He has seen the
ghost of the Signor Verga, and it keeps him there. He grows like a
ghost himself.”

But the story was finished at length, and Gaston sent the manuscript
to his publishers in London. The ghost of Verga, which had remained
visibly before him during the whole period of composition, vanished on
the day the work was ended, and was never seen by him again. He
went out every day as he had done formerly, and exercise brought back
the colour to his face, and restored the tone of his mind. At this time
he thought no more about the story than that it was a strange one,
which had come to him in a strange manner, and that it ought to bring
him the fame in fiction which he coveted.

A letter from Sir Selwyn, in which he said that he was on the point
of starting for home, determined Gaston to return thither at once, that
he might have everything in readiness for his father’s coming.

On the evening before his departure, while sorting a bundle of papers,
he came upon a portion of manuscript of his story which he remembered
having set aside as needing to be re-cast. He took it up and began to
read it.

The tragedy which formed the climax of the romance, had this
feature, that the man who was murdered had (unconsciously, and by a
singular operation of fate) planned his own death in planning that of
the friend whom he falsely believed to have betrayed him in love. The
chapter upon which Gaston had lighted, was devoted to a minute
analysis of the character of the man whom blind force of circumstance
had driven to an act of murder which his affection for its victim had
rendered abhorrent in the highest degree.
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So remote from the ordinary had been the conditions under which
the story was composed, and so small (it had seemed to Gaston) was the
share of its inspiration which his own brain could claim, that now,
within a few weeks of its composition, he read it almost as the work of
another.

This exotic notion, that his own was not his own, deepened as he read
further into the chapter, for something was there which disquieted him.
Some shadowy unembodied likeness, and yet no likeness, but a faint
whispering of resemblance; some voiceless hint that was but the
failure of an echo. He turned back, and read again. It was not there,
he had deceived himself. He shut the page, his mind at ease.

In a week from this time, he was home again, awaiting the coming of
his father. Sir Selwyn landed in England a month later, and Gaston,
who received him at the vessel’s side, was shocked at his appearance.
Sir,Selwyn’s handsome face seemed not so much to have aged as to
have withered ; the body, too, was shrunken, and desiccated, as though
the vital fluids were exhausted. The nervous irritation of manner which
had characterised an earlier stage of the disease, had given way to a
species of torpor, in which even speech seemed an effort. It was the
mental and bodily paralysis of melancholia in its acutest form.

The journey home was a sad one. What little Sir Selwyn said, told
the story of the renewal of his sufferings, which dated from ‘the day
that he had written to Gaston of his intention to return to England.
“But I am persuaded,” he said in conclusion, “ that it draws near the end.”

Strangely enough, however, as Gaston thought, and quite contrary to
his expectations, the sight of his beautiful home revived Sir Selwyn’s
spirits. They dined together, and the baronet showed a brighter face
over his wine. He sent for his bailiff, and spent an hour or more
discussing the affairs of his estate. Afterwards, he walked with Gaston
through the gardens and park, and began, for the first time, to talk of
his travels. Then he questioned Gaston about his Italian tour, and
said :

“What did you do with yourself all those weeks in Palermo? You
mentioned no writing; but I am sure your pen was not idle so
long.”

“No,” said Gaston. “I wrote a famous story there. I did not mean
to tell you of it until it was published. It was to be a surprise, for this
is the book that is to make me famous.”

“Come, that sounds well!” said Sir Selwyn. “But you are begin-
ning to be famous already. What could have been better than the
reviews of your last book which you sent me?”

“Oh, but this one will do twice as much for me!” laughed Gaston.

“I am glad you feel that. No one could be more delighted than I am
to hear it. Have you dedicated it to me, Gaston?”

“Otherwise, my dear father, it would be no book of mine.”
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“Thank you, Gaston. You know how dear your fame is to me.”

In another month, during which Sir Selwyn’s health, with some fluctu-
ations, had shown, on the whole, a disposition towards improvement,
Gaston’s romance was published.

On the day on which some copies were forwarded to him from the
publishers, he had gone on business to the neighbouring town, and did
not return until late in the evening.

Sir Selwyn’s valet, an old and devoted servant who had been with
his master for many years, met him at the door, pale, and terrified.

“Sir Selwyn has been taken strangely ill, sir,” he said. *We can
none of us tell what is the matter with him. He rang his bell an hour
ago, and when I went upstairs he was looking like a ghost, sitting up
quite stiff in his arm-chair, with one of your new books in his hand. It
seemed like a dead man speaking when he asked how soon you could
return, and said that no doctor was to be sent for. He would not let
me stay with him either, and, indeed, though I’ve known Sir Selwyn
these forty years, I believe I should have been almost afraid to do so
sir, he looked so terrible. I remained close outside; but there’s not
been a sound in his room ever since, sir.”

Fears which, even in thought, he dared not shape, came like a wave
upon Gaston, as he hurried to his father’s room.

Death, or his image, sat there, in Sir Selwyn’s chair; or rather, the
baronet’s aspect, as Gaston beheld him, grey and rigid, was like the
phantom Life-in-Death ; as though a corpse had been galvanised for a
moment into a ghastly appearance of life. The jaw had begun to fall
and the eyes were large and glassy ; but the regular rising and falling
of the breast showed that mechanical life was not yet extinct. Open on
the ground beside Sir Selwyn lay Gaston’s new romance.

The spirit had all but taken its departure; but when Gaston bent
over his father and pleaded for recognition, there was a faint twitching
of the brow, and a half-convulsive movement of the whole body, as
though the spirit were trying to force an entrance again; and Sir
Selwyn, by an effort, fixed his eyes on his son’s face. His voice
struggled in his throat, and he said, with a pause between every
word :

“When I knelt beside him—for I still loved him—he said: ‘You
have killed me, but I will never leave you, and one day I will come back
from the grave and kill you” He has kept his word. This is not your
book, Gaston, #t-zs-Udalrico’s. This is my ?

The voice stopped. Sir Selwyn was dead. The Ghost of Udalrico
Verga was avenged.

TiGHE HOPKINS.
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THE ORIGIN OF EVIL.

HE problem of the origin of evil can be philosophically approached
only if the archaic Indian formula is taken as the basis of the
argument. Ancient wisdom alone solves the presence of the

universal fiend in a satisfactory way. It attributes the birth of Kosmos
and the evolution of life to the breakinf asunder of primordial, manifested
UNITY, into plurality, or the great illusion of form. HOMOGENEITY
having transformed itself into Heterogeneity, contrasts have naturally
been created: hence sprang what we call EvIL, which thenceforward
reigned supreme in this “ Vale of Tears.”

Materialistic Western philosophy (so mis-named) has not failed to
profit by this grand metaphysical tenet. Even physical Science, with
Chemistry at its head, has turned its attention of late to the first propo-
sition, and directs its efforts toward proving on irrefutable data the homo-
geneity of primordial matter. But now steps in materialistic Pessimism,
a teaching which is neither philosophy nor science, but only a deluge
of meaningless words. Pessimism, in its latest development, having
ceased to be pantheistic, and having wedded itself to materialism,
prepares to make capital out of the old Indian formula. But the atheistic
pessimist soars no higher than the terrestrial homogeneous plasm of the
Darwinists. For him the w/tima thule is earth and matter, and he sees,
beyond the prima materia, only an ugly void, an empty nothingness. Some
of the pessimists attempt to poetize their idea after the manner of the
whitened sepulchres, or the Mexican corpses, whose ghastly cheeks and
lips are thickly covered with rouge. The decay of matter pierces through
the mask of seeming life, all efforts to the contrary notwithstanding.

Materialism patronises Indian metaphora and imagery now. In a new
work upon the subject by Dr. Mainlinder, “ Pessimism and Progress,”
one learns that Indian Pantheism and German Pessimism are identical ;
and that it is the breaking up of homogeneous matter into heterogeneous
material, the transition from uniformity to multiformity, which resulted
in so unhappy a universe. Saith Pessimism :(—

“This (transition) is precisely the original mistake, the primordial sin, which the
whole creation has now to expiate by heavy suffering ; it is just that s, which, having
launched into existence all that lives, plunged it thereby into the abysmal depths of evil
and misery, to escape from which there is but one means possible, 7.¢,, by putting an

end to being itself”

This interpretation of the Eastern formula, attributing to it the first
idea of escaping the misery of life by “ putting an end to being "—whether
that being is viewed as applicable to the whole Kosmos, or only to indi-
vidual life—is a gross misconception. The Eastern pantheist, whose
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philosophy teaches him to discriminate between Being or ESSE and con-
ditioned existence, would hardly indulge in so absurd an idea as the
postulation of such an alternative. He knows he can put an end to form
alone, not to desng—and that only on this plane of terrestrial illusion.
True, he knows that by killing out in himself Tanka (the unsatisfied de-
sire for existence, or the “wi/ to live”)—he will thus gradually escape
the curse of re-birth and conditioned existence. But he knows also that
he cannot kill or “ put an end,” even .to his own little life except as a
personality, which after all is but a change of dress. And believing but
in One Reality, which is eternal Be-ness, the “causeless CAUSE” from
which he has exiled himself unto a world of forms, he regards the tem-
porary and progressing manifestations of it in the state of Maya (change
or illusion), as the greatest evil, truly; but at the same time as a
process in nature, as unavoidable as are the pangs of birth. It is the only
means by which he can pass from limited and conditioned lives of sorrow
into eternal life, or into that absolute “ Be-ness,” which is so graphically
expressed in the Sanskrit word sat.

The “Pessimism” of the Hindu or Buddhist Pantheist is meta-
physical, abstruse, and philosophical. The idea that matter and
its Protean manifestations are the source and origin of universal
evil and sorrow is a very old one, though Gautama Buddha was the
first to give to it its'definite expression. But the great Indian Reformer
assuredly never meant to make of it a handle for the modemn
pessimist to get hold of, or a peg for the materialist to hang his distorted
and pernicious tenetsupon! The Sage and Philosopher, who sacrificed
himself for Humanity by living for it, in order to save it, by teaching
men to see in the sensuous existence of matter misery alone, had never
in his deep philosophical mind any idea of offering a premium for
suicide ; his efforts were to release mankind from too strong an attach-
ment to life, which {is the chief cause of Selfishness—hence the
creator of mutual pain and suffering. In his personal case, Buddha left
us an example of fortitude to follow: in living, not in running away
from life. His doctrine shows evil immanent, nof in matter which is
eternal, but in the illusions created by it: through the changes and
transformations of matter]generating life—because these changes are
conditioned and such life is ephemeral. At the same time those
evils are shown to be not only unavoidable, but necessary. For if we
would discern good from evil, light from darkness, and appreciate the
former, we can do so only through the contrasts between the two.
While Buddha’s philosophy points, in its dead-letter meaning, only to the
dark side of ;things on this illusive plane ; its esotericism, the hidden
soul of it, draws the veil aside and reveals to the Arhat all the glories of
LIFE ETERNAL in all the Homogeneousness of Consciousness and Being.
Another absurdity, no doubt, in the eyes of materialistic science and
even modern Idealism, yet a fact to the Sage and esoteric Pantheist.
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Nevertheless, the root idea that evil is born and generated by the ever
increasing complications of the homogeneous material, which enters into
form and differentiates more and more as that form becomes physically
more perfect, has an esoteric side to it which seems to have never
occurred to the modern pessimist. Its dead-letter aspect, however,
became the subject of speculation with every ancient thinking nation.
Even in India the primitive thought, underlying the formula already
cited, has been disfigured by Sectarianism, and has led to the ritualistic,
purely dogmatic observances of the Hatla Yogis, in contradistinction to
the philosophical Vedantic Raja Yoga. Pagan and Christian exoteric
speculation, and even mediaval monastic asceticism, have extracted all
they could from the originally noble idea, and made it subservient to
their narrow-minded sectarian views. Their false conceptions of matter
have led the Christians from the earliest day to identify woman with
Evil and matter—notwithstanding the worship paid by the Roman
Catholic Church to the Virgin.

But the latest application of the misunderstood Indian formula by the
Pessimists in Germany is quite original, and rather unexpected, as we
shall see. To draw any analogy between a highly metaphysical teaching,
and Darwin’s theory of physical evolution would, in itself, seem rather a
hopeless task. The more so as the theory of natural selection does not
preach any conceivable extermination of feing, but, on the contrary,
a continuous and ever increasing development of /ife. Nevertheless,
German ingenuity has contrived, by means of scientific paradoxes
and much sophistry, to give it a semblance of philosophical truth. The
old Indian tenet itself has not escaped litigation at the hands of modern
pessimism. The happy discoverer of the theory, that the origin of evil
dates from the protoplasmic Amaba, which divided itself for pro-
creation, and thus lost its immaculate homogeneity, has laid claim to the
Aryan archaic formula in his new volume. While extolling its philo-
sophy and the depth of ancient conceptions, he declares that it ought to
be viewed “as the most profound truth precogitated and robbed by the
ancient sages from modern thought ” !!

It thus follows that the deeply religious Pantheism of the Hindu and
Buddhist philosopher, and the occasional vagaries of the pessimistic
materialist, are placed on the same level and identified by “modern
thought” The impassable chasm between the two isignored. It matters
little, it seems, that the Pantheist, recognising no reality in the manifested
Kosmos, and regarding it as a simple illusion of his senses, has to view
his own existence also as only a bundle of illusions. When, therefore,
he speaks of the means of escaping from the sufferings of objective life,
his view of those sufferings, and his motive for putting an end to exist-
ence are entirely different from those of the pessimistic materialist. For
him, pain as well as sorrow are illusions, due to attachment to this life, and
ignorance. Thercfore he strives after eternal, changeless life, and abso-
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lute consciousness in the state of Nirvana ; whereas the European pessi-
mist, taking the “evils” of life as »ealities, aspires when he has the time
to aspire after anything except those said mundane realities, to anni-
hilation of “being,” as he expresses it. For the philosopher there is
but one real life, Nirvanic bliss, which is a state differing in kind, not in
degree only, from that of any of the planes of consciousness in the
manifested universe. The Pessimist calls “Nirvana” superstition,
and explains it as “cessation of life,” life for him beginning and ending
on earth. The former ignores in his spiritual aspirations even the inte-
gral homogeneous unit, of which the German Pessimist now makes
such capital. He knows of, and believes in only the direct cause of
that unit, eternal and ever living, because the ONE uncreated, or rather
not evoluted. Hence all his efforts are directed toward the speediest
reunion possible with, and return to his gre-primordial condition, after his
pilgrimage through this illusive series of visionary lives, with their unreal
phantasmagoria of sensuous perceptions.

Such pantheism can be qualified as “ pessimistic” only by a believer
in a personal Providence ; by one who “contrasts its negation of the
reality of anything “created "—i.c. conditioned and limited-- with his own
blind and unphilosophical faith. The Oriental mind does not busy itself
with extracting evil from every radical law and manifestation of life,
and multiplying every phenomenal quantity by the units of very often
imaginary evils : the Eastern Pantheist simply submits to the inevitable,
and tries to blot out from his path in life as many “descents into re-
birth ” as he can, by avoiding the creation of new Karmic causes. The
Buddhist philosopher knows that the duration of the series of lives of
every human being—unless he reaches Nirvana “artificially ” (“takes
the kingdom of God by violence,” in Kabalistic parlance), is given,
allegorically, in the forty-nine days passed by Gautama the Buddha
under the Bo-tree. And the Hindu sage is aware, in his turn, that he has
to light the frsz, and extinguish the forty-ninti fire ® before he reaches
his final deliverance. Knowing this, both sage and philosopher wait
patiently for the natural hour of deliverance; whereas their unlucky
copyist, the European Pessimist, is ever ready to commit, as to preach,
suicide. Ignorant of the numberless heads of the hydra of existences
he is incapable of feeling the same philosophical scorn for life as he
does for death, and of, thereby, following the wise example given him by
his Oriental brother.

Thus, philosophical pantheism is very different from modern pes-

*This is an esoteric tenet, and the general reader will not make much out of it.
But the Theosophist who has read “Esoteric Buddhism ” may compute the 7 by 7 of
the forty-nine “ days,” and the forty-nine “fires,” and understand that the allegory
refers esoterically to the seven human consecutive root-races with their seven sub-
divisions. Every monad is born in the first and obtains deliverance in the last
seventh race, Only a “ Buddha” is shown reaching it during the course of one life.
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simism. The first is based upon the correct understanding of the
mysteries of being ; the latter is in reality only one more system of evil
added by unhealthy fancy to the already large sum of real social evils.
In sober truth it is no philosophy, but simply a systematic slander of life
and being ; the bilious utterances of a dyspeptic or an incurable hypo-
chondriac. No parallel can ever be attempted between the two systems
of thought.

The seeds of evil and sorrow were indeed the earliest result and con-
sequence of the heterogeneity of the manifested universe. Still they
are but an illusion produced by the law of contrasts, which, as described,
is a fundamental law in nature. Neither good nor evil would exist were
it not for the light they mutually throw on each other. Being, under
whatever form, having been observed from the World’s creation to offer
these contrasts, and evil predominating in the universe owing to Ego-ship

jor selfishness, the rich Oriental metaphor has pointed to existence as
expiating the mistake of nature; and the human soul (psiiche), was
henceforth regarded as the scapegoat and victim of unconscious OVER-
SouL. But it is not to Pessimism, but to Wisdom that it gave birth.
Ignorance alone is the willing martyr, but knowledge is the master of
natural Pessimism. Gradually, and by the process of heredity or
atavism, the latter became innate in man. It is always present in us,
howsoever latent and silent its voice in the beginning. Amid the early
joys of existence, when we are still full of the vital energies of youth, we
are yet apt, each of us, at the first pang of sorrow, after a failure, or at
the sudden appearance of a black cloud, to accuse /ife of it; to feel /ife
a burden, and often to curse our being. This shows pessimism in our
blood, but at the same time the presence of the fruits of ignorance. As
mankind multiplies, and with it suffering—which is the natural result of
an increasing number of units that generate it—sorrow and pain are
intensified. We live in an atmosphere of gloom and despair, but this is
because our eyes are downcast and rivetted to the earth, with all its
physical and grossly material manifestations. If, instead of that, man
proceeding on his life-journey looked—not heavenward, which is but a
figure of speech—but witkin kimself and centred his point of observa-
tion on the nner man, he would soon escape from the coils of the great
serpent of illusion. From the cradle to the grave, his life would then
become supportable and worth living, even in its worst phases.

Pessimism—that chronic suspicion of lurking evil everywhere—is thus of
a two-fold nature, and brings fruits of two kinds. It is a natural charac-
teristic in physical man, and becomes a curse only to the ignorant. It is
a boon to the spiritual ; inasmuch as it makes the latter turn into the right
path, and brings him to the discovery of another as fundamental a truth ;
namely, that all in this world is only preparatory because transitory.
It is like a chink in the dark prison walls of earth-life, through which
breaks in a ray of light from the eternal home, which, illuminating

8
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the inner senses, whispers to the prisoner in his shell of clay of the origin
and the dual mystery of our being. At the same time, it is a tacit proof
of the presence in man of that whick knows, without being. told, viz:—
that there is another and a better life, once that the curse of earth-lives is
lived through.

This explanation of the problem and origin of evil being, as already
said, of an entirely metaphysical character, has nothing to do with physi-
cal laws. Belonging as it does altogether to the spiritual part of man,
to dabble with it superficially is, therefore, far more dangerous than to
remain ignorant of it. For, as it lies at the very root of Gautama
Buddha’s ethics, and since it has now fallen into the hands of the modern
Philistines of materialism, to confuse the two systems of “ pessimistic”
thought can lead but to mental suicide, if it does not lead to worse.

Eastern wisdom teaches that spirit has to pass through the ordeal of
incarnation and life, and be baptised with matter before it can reach
experience and knowledge. After which only it receives the baptism of
soul, or self-consciousness, and may return to its original condition of a
god, plus experience, ending with omniscience. In other words, it can
return to the original state of the homogeneity of primordial essence
only through the addition of the fruitage of Karma, which alone is
able to create an absolute conscious deity, removed but one degree
from the absolute ALL.

Even according to the letter of the Bible, evil must have existed
before Adam and Eve, who, therefore, are innocent of the slander of the
original sin. For, had there been no evil or sin before them, there could
exist neither tempting Serpent nor a Tree of Knowledge of good and evi!
in Eden. The characteristics of that apple-tree are shown in the verse
when the couple had tasted of its fruit: “ The eyes of them both were
opened, and tiey knew” many things besides knowing they were naked.
Too much knowledge about things of matter is thus rightly shown an
evil.

But so it is, and it is our duty to examine and combat the new per-
nicious theory. Hitherto, pessimism was kept in the regions of philo-
sophy and metaphysics, and showed no pretensions to intrude into the
domain of purely physical science, such as Darwinism. The theory of
evolution has become almost universal now, and there is no school (save
the Sunday and missionary schools) where it is not taught, with more or
less modifications from the original programme. On the other hand,
there is no other teaching more abused and taken advantage of than
evolution, especially by the application of its fundamental laws to the solu-
tion of the most compound and abstract problems of man’s many sided
existence. There, where psychology and even philosophy “fear to tread,”
materialistic biology applies its sledge-hammer of superficial analogies,
and prejudged conclusions. Worse than all, claiming man to be only
a higher animal, it maintains this right as undeniably pertaining to
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the domain of the science of evolution. Paradoxes in those “domains”
do not rain now, they pour. As “man is the measure of all things,” there-
fore is man measured and analyzed by the animal. One German
materialist claims spiritual and psychic evolution as the lawful property
of physiology and biology ; the mysteries of embryology and zoology
alone, it is said, being capable of solving those of consciousness in man
and the origin of his soul.®* Another finds justification for suicide in
the example of animals, who, when tired of living, put an end to exist-
ence by starvation.t

Hitherto pessimism, notwithstanding the abundance and brilliancy of
its paradoxes, had a weak point—namely, the absence of any real and
evident basis for it to rest upon. Its followers had no living, guiding
thought to serve them as a beacon and help them to steer clear of the
sandbanks of life—real and imaginary—so profusely sown by themselves
in the shape of denunciations against life and being. All they could do
was to rely upon their representatives, who occupied their time very inge-
niously if not profitably, in tacking the many and various evils of life to the
metaphysical propositions of great German thinkers, like Schopenhauer
and Hartmann, as small boys tack on coloured tails to the kites of their
elders and rejoice at seeing them launched in the air. But now the pro-
gramme will be changed. The Pessimists have found something more
solid and authoritative, if less philosophical, to tack their jeremiads and
dirges to, than the metaphysical 4:fes of Schopenhauer. The day when
they agreed with the views of this philosopher, which pointed at the
Universal WILL as the perpetrator of all the World-evil, is gone to
return no more. Nor will they be any better satisfied with the hazy
“ Unconscious ” of von Hartmann. They have been seecking diligently
for a more congenial and less metaphysical soil to build their pessimistic
philosophy upon, and they have been rewarded with success, now that the
cause of Universal Suffering has been discovered by them in the funda-
mental laws of physical development. Evil will no longer be allied
with the misty and uncertain Phantom called “WILL,” but with an
actual and obvious fact : the Pessimists will henceforth be towed by the
Evolutionists.

The basic argument of their representative has been given in the
opening sentence of this article. The Universe and all on it appeared
in consequence of the “breaking asunder of UNITY into Plurality.”
This rather dim rendering of the Indian formula is not made to refer, as
I have shown, in the mind of the Pessimist, to the one Unity, to the
Vedantin abstraction—Parabrahm: otherwise, I should not certainly
have used the words “breaking up.” Nor does it concern itself much
with Mulaprakriti, or the “ Veil” of Parabrahm ; nor even with the first
manifested primordial matter, except inferentially, as follows from Dr.
Mainliander’s exposition, but chiefly with terrestrial profoplasm. Spirit

* Haeckel. t Leo Bach. go
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or deity is entirely ignored in this case; evidently because ot the neces-
sity for showing the whole as “the lawful domain of physical Science.”

In short, the time-honoured formula is claimed to have its basis and
to find its justification in the theory that from “a few, perhaps one, single
form of the very simplest nature” (Darwin), “all the different animals
and plants living to-day, and all the organisms that have ever lived on
the earth,” have gradually developed. It is this axiom of Science, we
are told, which justifies and demonstrates the Hindu philosophical tenet
What is this axiom? Why, it is this: Science teaches that the series of
transformations through which the seed is made to pass—the seed that
grows into a tree, or becomes an ovum, or that which develops into an
animal—consists in every case in nothing but the passage of the fabric
of that seed, from the homogeneous into the heterogeneous or compound
form. This is then the scientific verity which checks the Indian formula
by that of the Evolutionists, identifies both, and thus exalts ancient
wisdom by recognizing it worthy of modern materialistic thought.

This philosophical formula is not simply corroborated by the individual
growth and development of isolated species, explains our Pessimist ; but
it is demonstrated in general as in detail. It is shown justified in the
evolution and growth of the Universe as well as in that of our planet.
In short, the birth, growth and development of the whole organic world
in its integral totality, are there to demonstrate ancient wisdom. From
the universals down to the particulars, the organic world is discovered to
be subject to the same law of ever increasing elaboration, of the transition
from unity to plurality as “the fundamental formula of the evolution of
life.” Even the growth of nations, of social life, public institutions, the
development of the languages, arts and sciences, all this follows inevitably
and fatally the all-embracing law of “ the breaking asunder of unity into
plurality, and the passage of the homogeneous into multiformity.”

But while following Indian wisdom, our author exaggerates this
fundamental law in his own way, and distorts it. He brings this
law to bear even on the historical destinies of mankind. He makes
these destinies subservient to, and a proof of, the correctness of
the Indian conception. He maintains that humanity as an integral
whole, in proportion as it develops and progresses in its evolution, and
separates in its parts—each becoming a distinct and independent branch of
the unit—drifts more and more away from its original healthy, harmonious
unity. The complications of social establishment, social relations, as
those of individuality, all lead to the weakening of the vital power, the
relaxation of the energy of feeling, and to the destruction of that integral
unity, without which no inner harmony is possible. The absence of that
harmony generates an inner discord which becomes the cause of the
greatest mental misery. Evil has its roots in the very nature of the
evolution of life and its complications. Every one of its steps forward is
at the same time a step taken toward the dissolution of its energy, and
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leads to passive apathy. Such is the inevitable result, he says, of every
progressive complication of life ; because evolution or development is a
transition from the homogeneous to the heterogeneous, a scattering of
the whole into the many, etc. etc. This terrible law is universal and ap
plies to all creation, from the infinitesimally small up to man for, as he
says, it is a fundamental law of nature.

Now, it is just in this one-sided view of physical nature, which the
German author accepts without one single thought as to its spiritual and
psychic aspect, that his school is doomed to certain failure. It is
not a question whether the said law of differentiation and its fatal conse-
quences may or may not apply, in certain cases, to the growth and
development of the animal species, and even of man ; but simply, since it
is the basis and main support of the whole new theory of the Pessimistic
school, whether it is really a universal/ and fundamental law? We want
to know whether this basic formula of evolution embraces the whole pro-
cess of development and growth in its entirety ; and whether, indeed, it is
within the domain of physical science or not. If it is “nothing else than
the transition from the homogeneous state to the heterogeneous,” as says
Mainlinder, then it remains to be proved that the given process “ produces
that complicated combination of tissues and organs which forms and
completes the perfect animal and plant.”

As remarked already by some critics on “Pessimism and Progress,”
the German Pessimist does not doubt it for one moment. His supposed
discovery and teaching “rest wholly on his certitude that development
and the fundamental law of the complicated process of organization re-
present but one thing: the transformation of unity into plurality.”
Hence the identification of the process with dissolution and decay, and
the weakening of all the forces and energies. Mainldnder would be right
in his analogies were this law of the differentiation of the homogeneous
into the heterogeneous to really represent the fundamental law of the
evolution of life. But the idea is quite erroneous—metaphysically as well
as physically. Evolution does not proceed in a straight line ; 7o more than
any other process in nature, but journeys on cyclically, as does all the rest.
The cyclic serpents swallow their tails like the Serpent of Eternity. And
it is in this that the Indian formula, which is a Secret Doctrine teaching,
is indeed corroborated by the natural Sciences, and especially by biology.

This is what we read in the “Scientific Letters” by an anonymous
Russian author and critic.

“In the evolution of isolated individuals, in the evolution of the organic world, in that
of the Universe, as in the growth and development of our planet—in short wherever
any of the processes of progressive complexity take place, there we find, apart from
the transition from unity to plurality, and homogeneity to heterogeneity a converse
transformation—the lransition from plurality lo unily, from the heterogencous lo the
homogeneous. . . . . Minute observation of the given process of progressive com-

plexity has shown, that what takes place in it is not alone the separation of parts, but
also their mutual absorption. . . . . While one portion of the cells merge into each
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other and unite into one uniform whole, formmg muscular fibres, muscular tissue, others
are absorbed in the bone and nerve tissues, etc. etc. The same takes place in the
formation of plants, . . . .»

In this case material nature repeats the law that acts in the evolution
of the psychic and the spiritual : both descend but to re-ascend and
merge at the starting-point. The komogencous formative mass or element
differentiated in its parts, is gradually transformed into the heterogeneous ;
then, merging those parts into a harmonious whole, it recommences a converse
process, or reinvolulion, and returns as gradually into its primitive or
primordial state.

Nor does Pessimism find any better support in pure Materialism, as
hitherto the latter has been tinged with a decidedly optimistic bias. Its
leading advocates have, indeed, never hesitated to sneer at the theo-
logical adoration of the “glory of God and all his works.” Biichner
flings a taunt at the pantheist who sees in so “mad and bad” a world
the manifestation of the Absolute. But, on the whole, the materialists
admit a balance of good over evil, perhaps as a buffer against any
“superstitious” tendency to look out and hope for a better one
Narrow as is their outlook, and limited as is their spiritual horizon, they
yet see no cause to despair of the drift of things in general. The
pantheistic pessimists, however, have never ceased to urge that a despair
of conscious being is the only legitimate outcome of atheistic negation.
This opinion is, of course, axiomatic, or ought to be so. If “in this life
only is there hope,” the tragedy of life is absolutely without any raison
&étre and a perpetuation of the drama is as foolish as it is futile.

The fact that the conclusions of pessimism have been at last assimi-
lated by a certain class of atheistic writers, is a striking feature of the
day, and another sign of the times. It illustrates the truism that the
void created by modern scientific negation cannot and can never be
filled by the cold prospects offered as a solatium to optimists. The
Comtean “enthusiasm of Humanity” -is a poor thing enough with
annihilation of the Race to ensue; “as the solar fires dielslowly out "—if,
indeed, they do die at all—to please physical science at the computed
time. If all present sorrow and suffering, the fierce struggle for exist-
ence and all its attendant horrors, go for nothing in the long run, if
MAN is a mere ephemeron, the sport of blind forces, why assist in the
perpetuation of the farce. The “ceaseless grind of matter, force and
law,” will but hurry the swarming human millions into eternal oblivion,
and ultimately leave no trace or memory of the past, when things return
to the nebulosity of the fire-mist, whence they emerged. Terrestrial life
is no object in itself. It is overcast with gloom and misery. It does
not seem strange, then, that the Soul-blind negationist should prefer the
pessimism of Schopenhauer to the baseless optimism of Strauss and
his followers, which, in the face of their teachings, reminds one of the
animal spirits of a young donkey, after a good meal of thistles.
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One thing is, however, clear: the absolute necessity for some solu-
tion, which embraces the facts of existence on an optimistic basis.
Modern Society is permeated with an increasing cynicism and honey-
combed with disgust of life. This is the result of an utter ignorance of
the operations of Karma and the nature of Soul-evolution. It is from
a mistaken allegiance to the dogmas of a mechanical and largely spurious
theory of Evolution, that Pessimism has risen to such undue importance.
Once the basis of the Great Law is grasped—and what philosophy can
furnish better means for such a grasp and final solution, than the
esoteric doctrine of the great Indian Sages—there remains no possible
locus stands for the recent amendments to the Schopenhauerian system
of thought or the metaphysical subtleties, woven by the ¢ philosopher of
the Unconscious.” The reasonableness of Conscious Existence can be
proved only by the study of the primeval—now esoteric—philosophy.
And it says “ there is neither death nor life, for both are illusions ; being
(or be-ness) is the only reality.” This paradox was repeated thousands
of ages later by one of the greatest physiologists that ever lived. “Life
is Death ” said Claude Bernard. The organism lives because its parts
are ever dying. The survival of the fittest is surely based on this
truism. The life of the superior whole requires the death of the
inferior, the death of the parts depending on and being subservient to it.
And, as life is death, so death is life, and the whole great cycle of lives
form but ONE EXISTENCE—?ke worst day of whick is on our planet.

He who KNOWs will make the best of it. For there is a dawn for
every being, when once freed from illusion and ignorance by

Knowledge ; and he will at last proclaim in truth and all Consciousness
to Mahamaya :—

“ BROKEN THY HOUSE IS, AND THE RIDGE-POLE SPLIT!
DELUSION FASHIONED IT !
SAFE PASS | THENCE—DELIVERANCE TO OBTAIN.”

H. P. B.

“ Man will regain his lost Eden on that day when he can look at every desire
in the broad, quiet light of this question :—How can I give desire such vent as
shall conduce to the benefit of other men ? "—(_Jasper Niemand in the “ Path”).
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THE GREAT PARADOX.

ARADOX would seem to be the natural language of occultism-
Nay more, it would seem to penetrate deep into the heart of
things, and thus to be inseparable from any attempt to put

into words the truth, the reality which underlies the outward shows
of life.

And the paradox is one not in words only, but in action, in the very
conduct of life. The paradoxes of occultism must be lived, not uttered
only, Herein lies a great danger, for it is only too easy to become lost
in the intellectual contemplation of the path, and so to forget that the
road can only be known by treading it.

One startling paradox meets the student at the very outset, and
confronts him in ever new and strange shapes at each turn of the road.
Such an one, perchance, has sought the path desiring a guide, a rule of
right for the conduct of his life. He learns that the alpha and the
omega, the beginning and the end of /ife is selflessness ; and he feels the
truth of the saying that only in the profound unconsciousness of self-
forgetfulness can the truth and reality of being reveal itself to his
eager heart.

The student learns that this is the one law of occultism, at once the
science and the art of living, the guide to the goal he desires to attain.
He is fired with enthusiasm and enters bravely on the mountain track.
He then finds that his teachers do not encourage his ardent flights
of sentiment ; his all-forgetting yearning for the Infinite—on the outer
plane of his actual life and consciousness. At least, if they do not
actually damp his enthusiasm, they set him, as the first and indispensable
task, fo conquer and control his body. The student finds that far from
being encouraged to live in the soaring thoughts of his brain,
and to fancy he has reached that ether where is true freedom—
to the forgetting of his body, and his external actions and personality—
he is set down to tasks much nearer earth. All his attention and
watchfulness are required on the outer plane; he must never forget
himself, never lose hold over his body, his mind, his brain. He must
even learn to control the expression of every feature, to check the action
of each muscle, to be master of every slightest involuntary movement.
The daily life around and within him is pointed out as the object of his
study and observation. Instead of forgetting what are usually called the
petty trifles, the little forgetfulnesses, the accidental slips of tongue or
memory, he is forced to become each day more conscious of these lapses.
till at last they seem to poison the air he breathes and stifle him, till he
seems to lose sight and touch of the great world of freedom towards
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which he is struggling, till every hour of every day seems full of the
bitter taste of self, and his heart grows sick with pain and the struggle
of despair. And the darkness is rendered yet deeper by the voice
within him, crying ceaselessly, “forget thyself. Beware, lest thou
becomest self-concentrated—and the giant weed of spiritual selfishness
take firm root in thy heart; beware, beware, beware!”

The voice stirs his heart to its depths, for he feels that the words are
true. His daily and hourly battle is teaching him that self-centred-
ness is the root of misery, the cause of pain,and his soul is full of longing
to be free.

Thus the disciple is torn by doubt. He trusts his teachers, for he
knows that through them speaks the same voice he hears in the silence
of his own heart. But now they utter contradictory words; the one,
the inner voice, bidding him forget himself utterly in the service of
humanity ; the other, the spoken word of those from whom he seeks
guidance in his service, bidding him f£i7sz to conquer his body, his outer
selff. ~And he knows better with every hour how badly he acquits
himself in that battle with the Hydra, and he sees seven heads grow
afresh in place of each one that he has lopped off.

At first he oscillates between the two, now obeying the one, now the
other. But soon he learns that this is fruitless. For the sense of freedom
and lightness, which comes at first when he leaves his outer self un-
watched, that he may seek the inner air, soon loses its keenness, and
some sudden shock reveals to him that he has slipped and fallen on the
uphill path. Then, in desperation, he flings himself upon the treacherous
snake of self, and strives to choke it into death ; but its ever-moving
coils elude his grasp, the insidious temptations of its glittering scales
blind his vision, and again he becomes involved in the turmoil of the
battle, which gains on him from day to day, and which at last seems to
fill the whole world, and blot out all else beside from his consciousness.
He is face to face with a crushing paradox, the solution of which must
be lived before it can be really understood.

In his hours of silent meditation the student will find that there is one
space of silence within him where he can find refuge from thoughts and
desires, from the turmoil of the senses and the delusions of the mind.
By sinking his consciousness deep into his heart he can reach this place
—at first only when he is alone in silence and darkness. But when the
need for the silence has grown great enough, he will turn to seek it even
in the midst of the struggle with self, and he will find it. Only he must
not let go of his outer self, or his body ; he must learn to retire into this
citadel when the battle grows fierce, but to do so without losing sight of
the battle ; without allowing himself to fancy that by so doing he has
won the victory. That victory is won only when all is silence without as
within the inner citadel. Fighting thus, from within that silence, the
student will find that he has solved the first great paradox.
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But paradox still follows him. When first he thus succeeds in thus
retreating into himself, he seeks there only for refuge from the storm in
his heart. And as he struggles to control the gusts of passion and
desire, he realises more fully what mighty powers he has vowed himself
to conquer. - He still feels himself, apart from the silence, nearer akin to
the forces of the storm. How can his puny strength cope with these
tyrants of animal nature?

This question is hard to answer in direct words ; if, indeed, such an
answer can be given. But analogy may point the way where the solution
may be sought.

In breathing we take a certain quantity of air into the lungs, and with
this we can imitate in miniature the mighty wind of heaven. We can
produce a feeble semblance of nature: a tempest in a tea-cup, a gale to
blow and even swamp a paper boat. And we can say: “I do this; it is
my breath.” But we cannot blow our breath against a hurricane, still
less hold the trade winds in our lungs. Yet the powers of heaven are
within us ; the nature of the intelligences which guide the world-forces is
blended with our own, and could we realise this and forget our outer
selves, the very winds would be our instruments.

So it is in life. While a man clings to his outer self—aye, and even
to any one of the forms he assumes when this “ mortal coil ” is cast aside
—so long is he trying to blow aside a hurricane with the breath of his
lungs. It is useless and idle such an endeavour; for the great winds of
life must, sooner or later, sweep him away. But if he changes his alti-
tude #n Aimself, if he acts on the faith that his body, his desires, his
passions, his brain, are not himself, though he has charge of them, and is
responsible for them ; if he tries to deal with them as parts of nature,
then he may hope to become one with the great tides of being, and reach
the peaceful place of safe self-forgetfulness at last.

“ FAUST.”

i1

“ Fear is the slave of pain and Rebellion her captive ; Endurance her free
companion and Patience her master. And the husband of Pain is Rapture.
But the souls are few in whom that marriage is consummated. (L. S. C.).
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THE BLOZZOM AND THE FRAURT:
THE TRUE STORY OF A MAGICIAN®
(Continued.)

By MABEL COLLINS,

Author of * THE PRETTIEST WOMAN IN WARsAW,” &c., &c.,
And Scribe of ** THE IDYLL OoF THE WHITE LoTus,” and ‘‘ THROUGH THE GATES
orF GoLp.”

CHAPTER IIL

N a chapel of the great Cathedral in the city there was at certain
I hours always a priest who held there his confessional.

To him went Hilary some days later. In the interim he had
not seen the Princess. His soul had been torn hither and thither, to and
fro. His passion for the beautiful girl held him fast, while his horror of
the magician repelled him from her. He went to the Cathedral in the
afternoon determined that he would reveal all his distress to the priest.
Father Amyot was in his confessional, but some one was with him, for
the curtain was drawn. Hilary knelt down at the small altar of the
chapel there to wait. Presently there was a slight sound ; he turned his
head to see if the confessional was now free. The Princess Fleta stood
beside him, her eyes fixed on him ; it was she who at this instant only
had risen from her knees in the confessional. Hilary, amazed and dumb
with wonder, could only gaze upon her. She kept her strange and fas-
cinating eyes fixed on his for a moment and then turned and with swift,
soft steps left the chapel. Hilary remained kneeling motionless before
the altar, his mind absorbed in what was hardly so much thought as
amazement. Fleta was not then what he thought her. If she were sen-
sitive to religious impressions she could not be the cold magician which
she had appeared to him to be when he recollected the last scene in the
laboratory. Perhaps after all she used her power generously and for
good. He began to see her in another light. He began to worship her
for her goodness as well as for her strong attractions. His heart leaped
with joy at the thought that her soul was as beautiful as her body. He
rose from his knees and turned instinctively and without thought to follow
her. As he did so he passed Father Amyot, who seeing that no one else
came immediately to the confessional, had left it and flung himself at full

*The sub-title, “a tale of love and magic,” having been simulta.neously used by
myself, Mr. Joseph Hutton, and another author, I think it best to change mine for one
certainly less pretty, but equally descriptive. Is not this simultaneous use also a
“sign of the times”?
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length upon the ground before the altar. He wore a long robe of coarse
white cloth, tied at the waist with a black cord ; a hood of the same cloth
covered his shaven head. He was like a skeleton, perfectly fleshless and
emaciated. His face lay sideways on the stone ; he seemed unconscious,
so profound was his abstraction. The eyes were open but had no sight
in them. They were large grey blue eyes, full of a profound melancholy
which gave them an appearance as if tears stood in them. This melan-
choly affected Hilary strangely ; it touched his heart, made thrill and
vibrate some deeply sensitive cord in his nature. He stood gazing a
moment at the prostrate figure, and then with a profound obeisance left
the chapel.

The Princess Fleta had her horse waiting for her. She wasa constant
and daring rider, and seldom entered the city except on horseback, to the
amazement of the court ladies, who in the city rode in carriages that they
might dress beautifully. But Fleta had no vanity of thiskind. Probably
no other girl of her age would have willingly adopted the hideous dress
of the witch and worn it before so many curious eyes. Her own beauty
and her own appearance was a subject of but the slightest thought to
her. She would walk down the fashionable promenade in her riding
habit among the magnificent toilettes of the Court ladies. This she was
doing now while a servant led her horse up and down. Hilary watched
her from a distance, unable to summon courage to approach her in the
midst of such a throng of personages. But presently Fleta saw him and
came with her swift light step towards him. “ Will you walk with me?”
she asked. “There is no one here to be my companion but you.”

“ And why is that ?” asked Hilary, as with flushed face and eager steps
he accompanied her.

“ Because there are none that sympathise with me. You alone have
entered my laboratory.”

“But would not any of these be glad to come if you would admit
them?”

Not one would have the courage, except perhaps some few wild
spirits who would dare anything for mere excitement. And they would
not please me.”

Hilary was silent. Her words showed him very plainly that he
pleased her. But there was a chill in his nature which now asserted
itself. Here in the midst of so many people her hold on him was
lessened, and he doubted her more than ever. Was she merely playing
with him for her own amusement? Her high position gave her this
power and he could not resent it, for even to be her favourite for a day
would be accounted by any man an honour and a thing to boast of.
And Hilary was being signalled out for public honour. He felt the
envious glances of the men whom he met, and immediately a cold veil
fell on his heart. He desired no such envy. To his mind love was a
thing sacred. His scorn of life and doubt of human nature awakened
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at this moment of triumph. He did not speak, but the Princess
answered his thought.

“We will go away from here,” she said. “In the country you are a
creature of passion. Here you become a cynic.”

“How do you know my heart?” he asked.

“We were born under the same star,” she answered quietly.

“That is no sufficient answer,” he replied. “It conveys no meaning
to me, for I know nothing of the mysterious sciences you study.”

“Come then with me,” she answered, “ and I will teach you.”

She signed to her servant, who brought her horse ; she mounted and
rode away with merely a smile to Hilary. She knew that in spite of
the chill that was on him he would hunger for her in her absence and
soon follow. And so he did. The pavements appeared empty though
crowds moved over them ; the city seemed lifeless and dull, though it
was one of the gayest in the world. He turned from the streets, and
walking into the country, found himself very soon at the narrow wicket
gate of the Princess Fleta’s Garden House.

She was wandering up and down the avenue between the trees. Her
dress was white now, and very long and soft, falling in great folds from
her shoulders. As she moved slowly to and fro, the dancing sunlight
playing on her splendid form, it seemed to Hilary that he saw before
him not a mere woman, but a priestess. Her late visit to the Cathedral
recurred to him ; if the religious soul was in her, might she not, indeed,
spite of her strange acts, be no magician, but a priestess? He returned
to his former humour and was ready to worship at her feet. She
greeted him with a smile that thrilled him ; her eyes read his very soul,
and her smile brought to it an unutterable joy. She turned and led the
way to the house and Hilary followed her.

She opened her laboratory door, and immediately Hilary became
aware of the strong odour of some powerful incense. The dim smoke
was still in the room but the flame had all died away in the vessel. By
the side of the vessel lay a prostrate figure. Hilary uttered a cry of
amazement and of horror as he recognised Father Amyot. He turned
such a look of dismay upon the Princess that she answered his thought
in a haughty tone which she had never before used in addressing him.

“It is not time yet to ask me the meaning of what you may sec
here. Some day, perhaps, when you know more, you may have the
right to question me : but not now. See, I can change this appearance
that distresses you, in a moment.”

She raised the prostrate figure, and flung off from it the white robe
that resembled Father Amyot’s. Beneath, it was clothed in a dull red
garment such as Hilary had first seen it in. With a few swift touches
of her hand the Princess changed the expression of the face. Father
Amyot was gone, and Hilary saw sitting in the chair before him that
unindividualised form and face which at his visit to the laboratory had
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affected him with so much horror. The Princess saw the repugnance
still in his face, and with a laugh opened the screen with which she had
hidden the figure before.

“ Now,” she said, “ come and sit beside me on this couch.”

But before she left the great vessel she threw in more incense and lit
it. Already Hilary was aware that the fumes of that which had been
already burned had affected his brain. The red figures moved upon the
black wall, and he watched them with fascinated eyes.

They shaped themselves together not,this time, into words, but into
forms. And the wall instead of black became bright and luminous. It
was as though Hilary and Fleta sat alone before an immense stage.
They heard the spoken words and saw the gestures and the movements
of these phantasmal actors as clearly and with as much reality as
though they were creatures of flesh and blood before them. It was a
drama of the passions; the chief actors were Hilary and Fleta them-
selves. Hilary almost forgot that the real Fleta was at his side, so
absorbed was he in the action of the phantasmal Fleta.

He was bewildered, and he could not understand the meaning of what
he saw, clearly though the drama was enacted in front of him. He saw
the orchard full of blossoming trees ; he saw the splendid savage woman.
He knew that he himself and this Fleta at his side, were in some strange
way playing a part under this savage guise ; but how or what it was he
could not tell. Fleta laughed as she watched his face. “You do not
know who you are,” she cried. “That is a great loss and makes life
much more difficult. But you will know by and bye if you are willing
to learn. Come, let us look at another and a very different page
of life.”

The stage grew dark and moving shadows passed to and fro upon it,
great shadows that filled Hilary’s soul with dread. At last they drew
back and left a luminous space where Fleta herself was visible. Fleta,
in this same human shape that she wore now, yet strangely changed.
She was much older and yet more beautiful ; there was a wonderful fire
in her brilliant eyes. On her head was a crown, and Hilary saw that
she had great powers to use or abuse—it was written on her face. Then
something drew his eyes down and he saw a figure lying helpless at her
feet—why was it so still>—it was alive !—yes, but it was bound and
fettered, bound hand and foot.

“Are you afraid?” broke out Fleta’s voice with a ring of mocking
laughter in it. “ Surely you are not afraid—why should I not reign?
why should you not suffer? You are a cynic; is there anything good
to be expected?”

“ Perhaps not,” said Hilary. “It may be that you are heartless and
false. And yet, as I stand here now, I feel that though you may betray
me by and bye, and take my life and liberty from me, yet I love your
very treachery.”
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Fleta laughed aloud,and Hilary stood silent, confused by the words
he had spoken hastily without pausing to think whether they were fit to
speak or not. Well, it was done now. He had spoken of his love.
She could refuse ever to see him again and he would go into the outer
darkness.

“No,” she said, “I shall not send you away. Do you not know,
Hilary Estanol, that you are my chosen companion? Otherwise would
you be here with me now? The word love does not alarm me; I have
heard it too often. Only I think it very meaningless. Let us put it
aside for the present. If you let yourself love me you must suffer ; and
I do not want you to suffer yet. When pain comes to you the youth
will go from your face ; you do not know how to preserve it, and I like
your youth.”

Hilary made no answer. It was not easy to answer such a speech,
and Hilary was not in the humour for accomplishing any thing difficult.
His brain was confused by the fumes of the incense and by the strange
scenes so mysteriously enacted before his eyes. He scarcely knew what
Fleta this was that stood beside him. And yet he knew he loved her
though he distrusted her! With each moment that he passed by her
side he worshipped her more completely, and the disbelief interfered less
and less with his proud joy in being admitted to her intimacy.

“Now,” said Fleta, “I want you to do a new thing. I want you to
exercise your will and compel my servants who have been pleasing us
with phantasies, to show us a phantasy of your own creation. You can
do this very well, if you will. It only needs that you shall not doubt
you can do it. Ah! how quickly does the act follow the thought!”
She uttered the last words with a little cry of amused pleasure. For the
dim shadows had rapidly masked the stage and then again withdrawn,
leaving the figure of Fleta very clearly visible, beautiful and passionate,
her face alight with love, held clasped in Hilary’s arms, her lips pressed
close to his.

The real Fleta who sat beside him rose now with a shake of her head,
and a laugh which was not all gay. The shadows closed instantly over
the stage, and a moment later the illusion was all destroyed and -the
solid wall was there before Hilary’s eyes. He had become so accus-
tomed to witness the marvellous inside this room that he did not pause
to wonder ; he followed Fleta as she crossed to the door, and tried to
attract her attention. '

“ Forgive me, my Princess,” he murmured over and over again.

“Oh, you are forgiven,” she said at last lightly. “You have not
offended, so it is easy for me to forgive. I do not think a man can help
what is in his heart; at all events, no ordinary man can. And you,
Hilary, have consented to be like the rest. Are you content?”

“No!” he answered, instantly. And as he spoke he understood for
the first time the fever that had stirred him all through his short bright
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life. “Content! How should I be? Moreover, is not our star the star
of restlessness and action? ”

For the first time, Fleta turned on him a glance of real tenderness and
emotion. When he said the words “our star,” it seemed as if he had
touched her heart.

“ Ah!” she said, “ How sorely I long for a companion !”

Then she turned from him very abruptly, and almost before he knew
she had moved she had opened the door, and was standing outside
waiting for him. “Come!” she said impatiently. He followed her
immediately, for he had no choice but to do so; yet he was disap-
pointed. He was more deeply disappointed when he found that she led
the way with swift steps into the room where her aunt sat. Arrived
there, Fleta threw herself into a chair, took up a great golden fan and
began to fan herself, while she talked about the gossip of the Court. The
change was so sudden that for some moments Hilary could not follow
her. He stood bewildered, till the aunt pushed a low chair towards him ;
and he felt then that the old lady was not surprised at his manner, but
only sorry for him. And then suddenly the cynic re-asserted itself in his
heart. A thought that bit like flame suddenly started into life. Had the
bewildered emotion that had been, as he knew, visible on his face, been
seen on others before ; was Fleta not only playing with him, but playing
with him as she had played with many another lover? The thought
was more hateful than any he had ever suffered from ; it wounded his
vanity, which was more tender and delicate than his heart.

Fleta gave him no opportunity of anything but talk such as
seemed in her stately presence too trivial to be endured, and so at last
he rose and went his way. Fleta did not accompany him to the gate
thistime. She left him to go alone, and he felt as if she had withdrawn
her favour in some degree ; and yet perhaps that was foolish, he told him-
self, for after all, both he and she had said too much to-day.

Fleta was betrothed. She had been betrothed at her christening.
Before long her marriage would take place; and then that crown seen
in the vision would be placed on her head. Had it needed the vision to
bring that fact to his mind, asked Hilary of himself? If so, ’twas time,
he bitterly added, for Fleta was not a woman who was likely to give up
a crown for the sake of love! His heart rose fiercely within him as he
thought of all this. Why had she tempted him to speak of love? For
surely he never would have dared to so address her had she not tempted
him ; so he thought.

If he could have seen Fleta now! As soon as he left the room she
had risen and slowly moved back to her laboratory. Entered there, she
drew away a curtain which concealed a large mirror let deep into the
wall. She did this resolutely, yet as if reluctantly. Immediately her
gaze became fixed on the glass. She saw Hilary's figure within it moving
on his way towards the city. She read his thoughts and his heart. At




THE BLOSSOM AND THE FRUIT. 129

last she dropped the curtain with a heavy sigh, and let her arms fall at
her side with a gesture that seemed to mean despair; certainly it meant
deep dejection. And presently some great tears dropped upon the floor
at her feet.

None, since Fleta was born, had seen her shed tears.

CHAPTER IV.

FATHER AMYOT on the next morning sent a message to Hilary praying
him to come and see him. This Hilary did at once, and in much per-
plexity as to what the reason of such a summons could be. He went
straight to the Cathedral, for there he knew the ascetic priest passed all
his time. He found him, as he expected, prostrate before the altar, and
almost in the same attitude he had seen him in yesterday. Horribly too
it reminded him of the attitude of that figure lying on the floor of Fleta’s
laboratory when he had entered it. He had to touch Father Amyot to
attract his attention ; then at once the priest rose and led the way out of
the Cathedral into the cloisters, which joined it to the monastery close at
hand. He went on, without speaking, his head drooped. Hilary could
but follow. At last they reached a bare cell in which was no furniture
but a crucifix and a perpetual lamp burning before it, and against the
wall a bench. .

Here Father Amyot sat down, and he motioned with his hand to Hilary
to sit beside him.

Then he fell into a profound reverie ; and Hilary watching him, won-
dered much what was in his mind. Was Fleta even now working her
spells upon him and moulding his thoughts according to her will ?

It almost seemed like it, for her name was the first word he uttered
“The Princess Fleta,” he commenced, “is about to go upon a long and
dangerous journey.”

Hilary started and turned his face away, for he knew that he had
turned pale. Was she really going to leave the city! How unexpected !
how terrible ! X

“In a very short time,” went on Father Amyot, “the Princess will be
married and she has a mission which she desires to accomplish before her
wedding, and she says that you can assist her in this. Itisfor the fulfilment
of this mission that she is undertaking the journey I speak of ; supposing
you should agree to help her you would have to accompany her.”

Hilary made no answer. He had no answer ready. His breath was
taken away and he could not recover it all in an instant. The whole
thing seemed incredible ; he felt it to be impossible ; and yet a conviction
was already falling on him that it would take place.

“ Of course,” resumed Father Amyot, seeing that Hilary was not dis-
posed to speak, “ you will want to know your errand, you will want to

9
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know why you are going on this journey. This it will be impossible for
you to know. The Princess does not choose to inform any one of what
her errand is.”

“Not even the person whom she says can help her?” exclaimed
Hilary in amazement.

“ Not even you.”

“Well,” said Hilary rising with a gesture of indignation, “let her find
some one else to go blindly in her wake. I am not the man.”

So saying he walked across the cell to the doorway, forgetting even to
say good-bye to Father Amyot.

But the priest’s voice arrested him

“You would travel alone, save for one attendant.”

Hilary turned and faced the priest in amazement.

“Oh, impossible !” he exclaimed, “ yet it is true.”

To Hilary the cynic, the thing suddenly assumed an intelligible form.
Fleta wanted to take a journey in which she would prefer a companion
because of its danger ; yet she could not give her confidence to any, one.
She proposed to herself to use his love for her; she offered him her
society as a bribe to take care of her, to ask no questions and tell no tales.
The idea did not please him.

“1 have heard of princesses risking anything, relying on the power of
their position ; I have heard that the royal caprice is not to be measured
by the reason of other men and women. Perhaps it is so. But Fleta! I
thought her different even from her own family.”

These were the first thoughts that came into his mind. His ready
conclusion was that Fleta was willing that he should be her lover if he
would be her servant also. But immediately afterwards came the fair
vision of Fleta herself in her white robes, and with the face of a priestess.
Her purpose was inscrutable, like herself. He confessed this as he stood
there, surging doubts in his mind. And then suddenly a fragrance came
across his sense—a strong perfume, that he associated with Fleta’s dress
—and next a breath of incense. His brain grew dizzy ; he staggered
back and leaned against the wall. He no longer appeared to himself to
be in Father Amyot’s cell—he was in Fleta’s laboratory, and her hand
touched his face, her breath was on his brow. Ah, what madness of joy
to be with her! To travel with her, to be her associate and companion
to pass all the hours of the day by her side. Suddenly he roused himself,
and, starting forward, approached Father Amyot.

“1 will go,” he said.

“It will cost you dear,” said the priest. “ Think again before you
decide.”

“1It is useless to think,” cried Hilary. “Why should I think? I feel
—and to feel is to live.”

Father Amyot seemed not to hear his words. He was apparently
already buried in prayer. Evidently he had said all that he intended to
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say ; and Hilary, after a glance at him, turned and left the cell. He knew
the priest’s moods too well to speak again, when once that deep cloud of
profound abstraction had descended on his face.

He went away, passing back as he had come, through the Cathedral.
At the high altar he paused an instant, and then knelt and murmured a
prayer. It wasone he had learned, and he scarce attached any meaning
to the familiar words. But it comforted him to feel that he had prayed,
be it never so meaningless a prayer. For Hilary had been reared in all
the habits of the devout Catholic.

Then he went out and took his way towards the Garden House,
walking with long strides. He was determined to know the truth, and
that at once. Amid all the brilliant men who crowded her father’s Court
was he indeed the only one who could touch her heart? An hour ago
he would have laughed at any one who had told him he had touched it ;
yet now he believed he had. And what intoxication that belief was!
For the first time he began to feel the absolute infatuation of love. And
looking back it seemed to him that an hour ago he had not loved Fleta
—that he had never loved her till this minute.

He found her standing at the gate, among the flowers. She was dressed
in white, and some crimson roses were fastened at her neck. Her face
was like a child’s, full of gaiety and gladness. Hilary’s heart bounded
with the delight it gave him to see her like this. She opened the gate
for him, and together they walked towards the house.

“I have been to see Father Amyot,” said Hilary. “ He sent for me
this morning.”

“Yes,” answered Fleta, quietly. “He had a message to you from
me. Are you willing to undertake a tiresome task for one you know so
little? ”

“My Princess,” murmured Hilary, bending his head as he spoke.

“But not your Queen,” said Fleta, with a laugh full of the glorious
insolence only possible to one who had the royal blood in her veins, and
"knew that a crown was waiting for her.

“Yes, my Queen,” said Hilary.

“If you call me that,” said Fleta, quickly,and in a different tone, “ you
recognise a royalty not recognised by courtiers.”

“Yes,” replied Hilary simply.

“ The royalty of power,” added Fleta, significantly, and with a pene-
trating look into his eyes.

“Call it what you will,” answered Hilary, “you are my Queen. From
this hour I give allegiance.”

“Be it so,” said Fleta, with a light girlish laugh, “ Be ready then, to-
morrow at noon. I will tell you where to meet me. I will send a
message in the morning.”

Suddenly a recollection crossed Hilary’s mind which had hitherto
been blotted out from it. “ My mother,” he said.

9.
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“Oh,” said Fleta, “I have been to see Madame Estanol. My father
goes into the country to-day and she believes you go with him. She is
glad you should join the Court.”

“Strange,” said Hilary, unthinkingly, “for she has always set her
face against it.” Then the smile on Fleta’s face made him think his
words foolish.

“It is as my Queen orders. Seemingly, men and women obey her
even in their inmost hearts.”

“ No,” said Fleta, with a sigh, “that is just what they donot! It is
that power which I have yet to obtain. They obey me, yes, but against
the dictates of their inmost hearts. If you really loved me, we could
obtain that power ; but you are like the others. You do not love me
with your inmost heart!”

“I do not!” exclaimed Hilary, in amazement, stunned by her words.

“ No,” she answered, mournfully, “you do not. If you really loved
me you would not calculate chances and risks, you would not consider
whether I am profligate or virtuous, whether I am my father’s daughter
or a child of the stars! I tell you, Hilary Estanol, if you were capable
of loving me truly, you might find your way to the gods with me and
even sit among them. But it is not so with you. You vacillate even in
your love. You cannot give yourself utterly. That means grief to
you, for you cannot find perfect pleasure in a thing which you take
doubtingly and give but by halves. Still you shall travel with me;
and you shall be my companion and friend. There is none other
to whom I would give this chance. How do you think you will
reward me? Oh, I know too well. Go now, but be ready when I send
for you.”

So saying she turned and went into the house, leaving him in the
garden. For a few moments he stood there embarrassed, not knowing
which way to turn or what to do. But he was not annoyed or dis-
turbed, as his vanity might have led him to be at another time, by such
cavalier treatment He was aghast, horrified. Was this the girl he
loved ! this tyrant, this proud spirit, this strange woman, who before he
had wooed her reproached him with not loving her enough! Within
him lurked a conventional spirit, strong under all circumstances, even
those of the most profound emotion, and Fleta’s whole conduct shocked
and distressed that spirit so that it groaned, and more, upbraided him
with his mad love. But the fierce growth of that love could not be
checked. He might suffer because it lived, but he was not strong
enough to kill it.

He turned and walked away from the house and slowly returned to
the city. He was ashamed and disheartened. His love seemed to dis-
grace him. He had entertained lofty ideas which now were discarded
for ever. For he knew that to-morrow he would start upon a long
journey, the end of which was to him unknown, by the side of a girl whom
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he could never marry, yet of whom he was the avowed lover. Well, be
it so. Hilary began to look at these things from a fatalistic point of
view ; his weakness led him to shrug his shoulders and say that his fate
was stronger than himself. So he went home gloomily yet with a burn-
ing and feverish heart. He immediately set to work making ready for
his departure for an indefinite period. His mother he found was prepared
for this, as Fleta had told him ; and more—seemed to regard Fleta as a
kind of gentle goddess who had brought good fortune into his path.

“I have always resisted the idea of your hanging about the Court,”
she said, “but it is different if indeed the King wishes to have you with
him. That must lead to your obtaining some honourable post. What I
dreaded was your becoming a mere useless idler. And I am glad you
are going into the country, dear, for you are looking very pale and quite
i

Hilary assented tacitly and without comment to the deceit with which
Fleta had paved the way for him.

(7’0 be continued.)

i

“ Spirituality is not what we understand by the words ‘virtue’ or ‘good-
ness.’ It is the power of perceiving formless, spiritual essences.”—( fasper
Niemand in the “ Path.”)

“The discovery and right use of the true essence of Being—this is the whole
secret of life.”—( Jasper Niemand in the “ Path.”)

DEsiRE MADE PuURE.

When desire is for the purely abstract—when it has lost all trace or tinge of
* self ”—then it has become pure.

The first step towards this purity is to kill out the desire for the things of
matter, since these ca# only be enjoyed by the separated personality.

The second is to cease from desiring for oneself even such abstractions as
power, knowledge, love, happiness, or fame; for they are but selfishness
after all

Life itself teaches these lessons; for all such objects of desire are found Dead
Sea fruit in the moment of attainment. This much we learn from experience.
Intuitive perception seizes on the posifsve truth that satisfaction is attainable
only in the infinite ; the will makes that conviction an actual fact of conscious-
ness, till at last all desire is centred on the Eternal.
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THOUGHTS ON THEOSOPHY.

« HE letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life,” this is the keynote
of all true reform. Theosophy is the vehicle of the spirit that
gives life, consequently nothing dogmatic can be truly

theosophical.

It is incorrect, therefore, to describe a mere unearthing of dead letter
dogmas as “ Theosophic work.”

When a word, phrase, or symbol, having been once used for the
purpose of suggesting an idea #ew to the mind or minds being operated
on, is insisted upon irrespective of the said idea, it becomes a dead
letter dogma and loses its vitalising power, and serves rather as an
obstruction to, than as vehicle of the spirit; but, alas, this insistance
upon the letter is too often carried on under the honoured name of
“Theosophy.” :

A man cannot acquire an idea new fo kim unless it grows in his
mind.

The mere familiarity with the sound of a word, or a phrase, or the
mere familiarity with the appearance of a symbol, does not, of necessity,
involve the possession of the idea properly associated with the said
word, phrase or symbol. To insist, therefore, on the contrary cannot be
theosophical ; but would be better described as untheosophical.

It would certainly be theosophical work to point out kindly and
temperately how certain words, phrases and symbols appear to have
been misunderstood or misapplied, how various claims and professions
may be excessive or confused as a consequence of ignorance or vanity,
or both. But it is quite another thing to condemn a man or a body of
men outright, for certain errors in judgment or action; even though
they were the result of vanity, greed or hypocrisy ; indeed such whole-
sale condemnation would, on the contrary, be untheosophical.

The one eternal, immutable law of life alone can judge and condemn
a man absolutely. “Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord.”

Were 1 asked how I would dare attempt “to dethrone the gods,
overthrow the temple, destroy the law which feeds the priests and
props the realm ; I should answer as the Buddha is made to answer in
the Light of Aséia: * What thou bidst me keep is form which passes
while the free truth stands ; get thee to thy darkness.””

“What good gift hath my brother but it comes from search and
strife (inward) and loving sacrifice.”


















































































