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A PARADOXICAL WORLD.

“QOpen your ears . . . when loud rumour speaks !
I, from the Orient to the drooping West,
Making the wind my post horse, still unfold
The acts commenced on this ball of earth:
Upon my tongues continual slanders ride,

The which in every language I pronounce ;

Stuffing the ears of men with false reports.

I speak of peace, while covert enmity,

Under the smile of safety, wounds the world :

And who but Rumour, who butonly I , . .”
—SHAKSPEARE.

“Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile ;
And cry content, to that which grieves my heart ;
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears,
And frame my face to all occasions . . .”
~—IBID.

E live in an age of prejudice, dissimulation and paradox,
W wherein, like dry leaves caught in a whirlpool some of us are
tossed helpless, hither and thither, ever struggling between
our honest convictions and fear of that cruellest of tyrants—PUBLIC
OPINION. Yea, we move on in life as in a Maelstrém formed of two
conflicting currents, one rushing onward, the other repelling us down-
ward ; one making us cling desperately to what we believe to be right
and true, and that we would fain carry out on the surface; the other
knocking us off our feet, overpowering, and finally drowning us under the
fierce, despotic wave of social propriety and that idiotic, arbitrary and
ever wool-gathering public opinion, based on slander and idle rumour.
No person need in our modern day be honest, sincere, and righteous in
order to curry favour or receive recognition as a man of worth. He
need only be a successful hypocrite, or have become for no mortal reason
he himself knows of—popular. In our age, in the words of Mrs.
Montague, “while every vice is hid by hypocrisy, every virtue is suspected
to be hypocrisy . . . and the suspicion is looked upon as wisdom.” Thus,
no one seeming to know what to believe, and what to reject, the best
means of becoming a paragon of every virtue on blind faith, is—to
acquire, popularity.
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But how is popularity to be acquired? Very easily indeed. Howl
with the wolves. Pay homage to the favourite vices of the day, and
reverence to mediocrities in public favour. Shut your eyes tight before
any truth, ¢/ unpalatable to the chief leaders of the social herd, and sit
with them upon the dissenting minority. Bow low before vulgarity in
power ; and bray loud applause to the rising donkey who kicks a dying
lion, now a fallen idol. Respect public prejudice and pander to its
cant and hobbies, and soon you will yourself become popular. Behold,
now is your time. No matter if you be a plunderer and murderer
combined: you will be glorified all the same, furnished with an aureole
of virtues, and allowed even a broader margin for impunity than
contained in the truism of that Turkish proverb, which states that “a
thief not found out is honester than a Bey.” But now let a Socrates
and Epictetus rolled into one suddenly become wunpgpular. That which
will alone remain of him in the hazy mind of Dame Rumour is a pug
nose and the body of a slave lacerated by the plying whip of his Master.
The twin sisters, Public Opinion and Mrs. Grundy, will soon forget their
classics. Their female aspect, siding with Xantippe, will charitably
endeavour to unearth various good reasons for her outbreaks of passion
in the shape of slops poured over the poor bald head ; and will scarch
as diligently for some hitherto unknown secret vices in the Greek Sage.
Their male aspect will see but a lashed body before its mental eye, and
will soon end by joining the harmonious concert of Society slander
directed against the ghosts of the two philosophers. Result : Socrates-
Epictetus will emerge out of the ordeal as black as pitch, a dangerous
object for any finger to approach. Henceforth, and for =ons to come,
the said object will have become ungopular.

The same, in art, in politics, and even literature. “A damnéd saint,
an honourable villain,” are in the present social order of things. Truth
and fact have become unpalatable, and are ostracised ; he who ventures
to defend an unpopular character or an unpopular subject, risks to
become himself anathema maranatha. The ways of Society have con-
taminated all those who approach the threshold of civilized communities;
and if we take the word and severe verdict of Lavater for it, there is no
room in the world for one who is not prepared to become a full-blown
hypocrite. For, “He who by kindness and smooth attention can in-
sinuate a hearty welcome to an unwelcome guest, is a hypocrite superior
to a thousand plain-dealers,” writes the eminent physiognomist. This
would seem to settle the line of demarcation and to preclude Society, for
ever, from becoming a “Palace of Truth.”

Owing to this, the world is perishing from spiritual starvation. Thou-
sands and millions have turned their faces away from anthropomorphic
ritualism. They believe no longer in a personal governor and Ruler; yet
this prevents them in no wise from attending every Sunday “divine service,”
and professing during the week adherence to their respective Churches.
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Other millions have plunged headlong into Spiritualism, Christian and
mental science or kindred mystic occupations; yet how few will confess
their true opinions before a gathering of unbelievers! Most of the cul-
tured men and women—save rabid materialists—are dying with the
desire to fathom the mysteries of nature and even—whether they be true
or imaginary—the mysteries of the magicians of old. Even our Wecklies
and Dailies confess to the past existence of a knowledge which has now
become a closed book save for the very few. Which of them, however,
is brave enough to speak civilly of the unpopular phenomena called
“spiritualistic,” or dispassionately about Theosophy, or even to abstain
from mocking remarks and insulting epithets? They will talk with
every outward reverence of Elijah’s chariot of fire, of the board and bed
found by Jonah within the whale; and open their columns for large
subscriptions to fit out scientifico-religious expeditions, for the purpose of
fishing out from the Red Sea the drowned Pharaoh’s golden tooth-pick,
or in the Desert, a fragment of the broken tables of stone. But they
would not touch with a pair of tongs any fact—no matter how well
proven—if vouchsafed to them by the most reliable man living who is
connected with Theosophy or Spiritualism. Why? Because Elijah
flying away to heaven in his chariot is a Biblical orthodox mzracle, hence
popular and a relevant subject ; while a medium levitated to the ceiling
is an unpopular fact ; not even a miracle, but simply a phenomenon due to
intermagnetic and psycho-physiological and even physical causes. On
one hand gigantic pretensions to civilization and science, professions of
holding but to what is demonstrated on strictly inductive methods of
observation and experiment; a blind trust in physical science—that
science which pooh-poohs and throws slur on metaphysics, and is yet
honeycombed with “working hypotheses” all based upon speculations
far beyond the region of sense, and often even of speculative thought
itself: on the other hand, just as servile and apparently as blind an
acceptation of that which orthodox science rejects with great scorn,
namely, Pharaoh’s tooth-pick, Elijah’s chariot and the ichthyographic
‘explorations of Jonah. No thought of the unfitness of things, of the
absurdity, ever strikes any editor of a daily paper. He will place unhesi-
tatingly, and side by side, the newest ape-theory of a materialistic F.R.S,,
and the latest discourse upon the quality of the apple which caused the
fall of Adam. And he will add flattering editorial comments uponJoth
lectures, as having an equal right to his respectful attention. Because,
both are popular in their respective spheres.

Yet, are all editors natural-born sceptics and do not many of them
show a decided leaning towards the Mysteries of the archaic Past, that
which is the chief study of the Theosophical Society? The “Secrets
of the Pyramids,” the “rites of Isis” and “the dread traditions of the
temple of Vulcan with their theories for transcendental speculation”
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seem to have a decided attraction for the Evening Standard. Speaking
some time since on the “ Egyptian Mysteries ” it said :

We know little even now of the beginnings of the ancient religions of Thebes and
Memphis. . . . All these idolatrous mysteries, it should also be remembered, were
always kept profoundly secret ; for the hieroglyphic writings were understood only by
the initiated through all these ages. Plato, it is true, came to study from the Egyptian
priests ; Herodotus visited the Pyramids; Pausanias and Strabo admired the
characters which were sculptured so large upon their outer casing that he who ran
could read them ; but not one of these took the trouble to learn their meaning. They
were one .and all content to give currency, if not credence, to the marvellous tales
which the Egyptian priests and people recounted and invented for the benefit of
strangers.

Herodotus and Plato, who were both Initiates into the Egyptian
mysteries, accused of believing- in and giving currency to marvellous
tales invented by the Egyptian priests, is a novel accusation. Herodotus
and Plato refusing “ to take the trouble” of learning the meaning of the
hieroglyphs, is another. Of course if both “gave currency” to tales,
which neither an orthodox Christian, nor an orthodox Materialist and
Scientist will endorse, how can an editor of a Daily accept them as true?
Nevertheless the information given and the remarks indulged in, are
wonderfully broad and in the main free from the usual prejudice. We
transcribe a few paragraphs, to let the reader judge.

It is an immemorial tradition that the pyramid of Cheops communicated hy
subterranean passages with the great Temple of Isis. The hints of the ancient
writers as to the subterranean world which was actually excavated for the mysteries of
Egyptian superstition, curiously agree. . . . Like the source of the Nile itself,
there is hardly any line of inquiry in Egyptian lore which does not end in mystery.
The whole country seems to share with the Sphinx an air of inscrutable silence.
Some of its secrets, the researches of Wilkinson, Rawlinson, Brugsch, and Petrie
have more or less fully revealed to us; but we shall never know much which lies
concealed behind the veil of time.® We can hardly hope even to realise the
glories of Thebes in its prime, when it spread over a circuit of thirty miles, with the
noble river flowing through it, and each quarter filled with palaces and temples. And
the tyranny of the Ethiopian priests, at whose command kings laid down and died,
will always remain one of the strangest enigmas in the whole problem of primitive
priestcraft.t

It was a tradition of the ancient world that the secret of immortality was to be found
in Egypt, and that there, amongst the dark secrets of the antediluvian world which
remained undeciphered, was the *Elixir of Life.” Deep, it was said, under the
Pyramids had for ages lain concealed the Table of Emerald, on which, as the legend
ran, Hermes had engraved before the Flood, the secret of alchemy ; and their weird
associations justified the belief that still mightier wonders here remained hid. In the
City of the Dead to the north of Memphis, for instance, pyramid after pyramid rose
for centuries towering above each other ; and in the interior passages and chambers
of the rock-cut tombs were pictured the mystic wisdom of the Egyptians in quaint
symbols. . . . A vast subterranean world, according to tradition, extended
from the Catacombs of Alexandria to Thebes’ Valley of Kings, and this is sur-

* The more so since the litcrature of theosophy, which is alone able to throw light on those

mysteries, is boycotted, and being * unpopular ” can never hope to be appreciated.

+ Because theses priests were real Initiates having occult powers, while the ** Kings" mentioned
died but for the world. They were the *'dead inlife,” The writer seems ignorant of the meta-

phorical ways of expression,
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rounded with a whole wealth of marvellous story. These, perhaps, culminate in the
ceremony of initiation into the religious mysteries of the Pyramids. The identity
of the legend has been curiously preserved through all ages, for it is only in minor
details that the versions differ. The ceremonies were undoubtedly very terrible, The
candidates were subjected to ordeals so frightful that many of them succumbed, and
those who survived, not only shared the honours of the priesthood, but were looked
upon as having risen fromn the dead. It was commonly believed, we are told, that they
had descended into Hell itself. . . . They were, moreover, given draughts of the
cups of Isis and Osiris, the waters of life and death, and clothed in the sacred robes
of pure white linen, and on their heads the mystic symbol of initiation—the golden
grasshopper. Instructed in the esoteric doctrines of the sacred college of Memphis,
it was only the candidates and priests who knew those galleries and shrines that
extended under the site upon which the city stood and formed a subterranean counter-
part to its mighty temples, and those lower crypts in which were preserved the “seven
tables of stone,” on which was written all the * knowledge of the antediluvian race,
decrees of the stars from the beginning of time, the annals of a still earlier world, and
all the marvellous secrets both of heaven and earth”® And here, too, according to
mythological tradition, were the Isiac serpents which possessed mystic meanings at
which we can now only vainly guess. When the monuments are silent, certainty is
impossible in Egyptology ; and in thirty centuries vestiges have been ruthlessly swept
away which can never be replaced.

Does not this read like a page from “ Isis Unveiled,” or one of our theo-
sophical writings—minus their explanations? But why speak of thirty
centuries, when the Egyptian Zodiac on the ceiling of the Dendera temple
shows three tropical years, or 75,000 solar years? But listen further :—

We can, in a sense, understand the awful grandeur of the Theban necropolis, and of
the sepulchral chambers of Beni Hassan . ... The cost and toil devoted to the
“ everlasting palaces” of departed monarchs ; the wonders of the Pyramids them-
selves, as of the other royal tombs; the decoration of their walls ; the embalmed
bodies all point to the conclusion that this huge subterranean world was made a com-
plete ante-type of the real world above. But whether or no it was a verily in this
primitive cult that there was an actual renovation of life at the end of some vast cycle
is lost in learned conjecture.

“Learned conjecture” does not go far nowadays, being of a pre-
eminently materialistic character, and limited somehow to the sun. But
if the unpopularity of the Theosophical Society prevents the statements
of its members from being heard ; if we ignore “Isis Unveiled ” and the
“ Secret Doctrine,” the T/eosophist, etc., full of facts, most of which are
as well authenticated by references to classical writers and the con-
temporaries of the MYSTERIES in Egypt and Greece, as any statement
made by modern Egyptologists—why should not the writer on the
“Egyptian Mysteries” turn to Origen and even to the Aneid for a
positive answer to this particular question? This dogma of the return
of the Soul or the Ego after a period of 1,000 or 1,500 years into a
new body (a thcosophical teaching now) was professed as a religious
truth from the highest antiquity. Voltaire wrote on the subject of these
thousand years of post mortem duration as follows :—

* Much of which knowledge and the mysteries of the same ** earlier races " have been explained in
the ** Secret Doctrine,” a work, however, untouched by the English dailies as unorthodox and un-
scientific—a jumble, truly.
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This opinion aboit resurrection (rather  reincarnation ) after ten centuries, passed
to the Greeks, the disciples of the Egyptians, and to the Romans (tkeir Initiates only),
disciples of the Greeks. One finds it in the VIth Book of the £neid, which is but a
description of the mysteries of Isis and of Ceres Eleusina ;

“Has omnis ubi mille votam volvere per annos,
Lethaum ad fluvium deus evocat agmine magno ;
Scilicet immemores, supera ut convexa revisant.”

This “opinion” passed from the Pagan Greeks and Romans to
Christians, even in our century, though disfigured by sectarianism ; for it
is the origin of the mulleniusn. No pagan, even of the lower classes,
believed that the Soul would return into its ¢/d body : cultured Christians
do, since the day of the Resurrection of all flesh is a universal dogma,
and since the Millenarians wait for the second advent of Christ on carth
when he will reign for a thousand years.

All such articles as the above quoted are the paradoxes of the age,
and show ingrained prejudices and preconceptions. Neither the very
conservative and orthodox editor of the Standard, nor yet the very
radical and infidel editors of many a London paper, will give fair or even
dispassionate hearing to any Theosophical writer. “ Can any good come
out of Nazareth?” the Pharisees and Sadducees of old are credited with
asking. “Can anything but fwadd/e come from Theosophical quarters?”
repcat the modern followers of cant and materialism.

Of course not. We are so very unpopular ! Besides which, theosophists
who have written the most upon those subjects at which, in the words of
the Evening Standard, “ we can now only vainly guess” are regarded by
Mrs. Grundy’s herds as the black sheep of Christian cultured centres.
Having had access to Eastern secret works, hitherto concealed from the
world of the profane, the said theosophists had means of studying and of
ascertaining the value and real meaning of the “marvellous sccrets both
of heaven and earth,” and thus of disinterring many of the vestiges now
seemingly lost to the world of students. But what matters that? How
can one so little in odour of sanctity with the majorities,a living embodi-
ment of every vice and sin, according to most charitable souls, be credited
with knowing anything ? Nor does the possibility of such charges being
merely the fruit of malice and slander, and therefore entitled to lie sué
Judice, nor simple logic, ever trouble their dreams or have any voice in
the question. Oh no! But has the idea ever crossed their minds that on
that principle the works of him who was proclaimed :(—

“ The greatest, wisest, meanest of mankind ”

ought also to become unpopular, and Baconian philosophy be at once
shunned and boycotted? In our paradoxical age, as we now learn, the
worth of a literary production has to be judged, not on its own intrinsic
merits, but according to the private character, the shape of the nose, and
the popularity or unpopularity of the writer thereof. Let us give an
example, by quoting a favourite remark made by some bitter opponent
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of “The Secret Doctrine” It is the reply given the other day to a
theosophist who urged a would-be Scientist and supposed Assyriologist
to read the said work. “Well,” he said, “ I grant you there may be in it
a few facts valuable to students of antiquity and to scientific speculation.
But who can have the patience to read 1,500 pages of dreary metaphysical
twaddle for the sake of discovering in it a few facts, however valuable?”

O imitatores sevvum pecus! And yet how joyfully you would set to
work, sparing neither time, labour nor money, to extract two or three
ounces of gold from tons of quartz and useless alluvial soil. . . .

Thus, we find the civilized world and its humanities ever unfair, ever
enforcing one law for the wealthy and the mighty, and another law for the
poor and the uninfluential. Society, politics, commerce, literature, art and
sciences, religion and ethics, all are full of paradoxes, contradictions, in-
justice, selfishness and unreliability. Might has become right, elsewhere
than in colonies and for the detriment of “black men.” Wealth leads
to impunity, poverty to condemnation even by the law, for the impe-
cunious having no means of paying lawyers are debarred from their
natural right to appeal to the courts for redress. Hint, even privately,
that a person, notorious for having acquired his wealth by plunder and op-
pression, or unfair play on the Stock Exchange, is a thief, and the law to
which he will appeal will ruin you with damages and court expenses and
imprison you into the bargain for libel, for “the greater the truth, the
greater the libel.” But let that wealthy thief slander your character
publicly, accuse you falsely of breaking all the ten commandments, and
if you are in the slightest degree unpopular, an infidel, or too radical
in your views, no matter how honourable and honest you may be, yet you
will have to swallow the defamation, and let it get root in the minds of
people ; or, go to law and risk many hundreds or even thousands out of
your pocket and get—one farthing damages! What chance has an
“infidel ” in the sight of a bigoted, ignorant jury? Behold those rich
speculators who arrange bogus quotations on the Stock Exchange for
shares which they wish to foist upon an innocent public that makes
for everything whose price is rising. And look at that poor clerk,
whose passion for gambling—which the example of those same wealthy
capitalists has fired—if caught in some small embezzlement, the
righteous indignation of the rich capitalists knows no bounds. They
ostracise even one of their own confréres because he has been so in-
discreet as to be found out in dealings with the unhappy wretch! Again,
what country boasts ‘more of Christian charity, and its code of honour,
than old England? Yea, you have soldiers and champions of freedom,
and they take out the deadly machine-guns of your latest purveyor of
death and blow to fragments a stockade in Solymah, with its defending
mob of half-armed savages, of poor “niggers,” because you Zear that they
perchance may molest your camps. Yet it is to that self-same continent
you send your almighty fleets, into which you pour your soldiers, putting
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on the hypocritical mask of saving from slavery these very black men
whom you have just blown into the air! What country, the world over,
has so many philanthropic societies, charitable institutions, and genercus
donors as England has? And where, on the face of the earth, is the city
which contains more misery, vice and starvation, than London—the
queen of wealthy metropoles. Hideous poverty, filth and rags glare from
behind every corner, and Carlyle was right in saying that the Poor Law
was an anodyne—not a remedy. *Blessed are the poor,” said your
Man-God. “ Avaunt the ragged, starving beggar from our West End
streets ! ” you shout, helped by your Police Force ; and yet you call your-
selves His “humble” followers. It is the indifference and contempt of
the higher for the /ozver classes which has generated and bred in the
latter that virus which has now grown in them into self-contempt,
brutal indifference and cynicism, thus transforming a human species into
the wild and soulless animals which fill the Whitechapel dens. Mighty
are thy powers, most evidently, O, Christian civilization !

But has not our Theosophical “ Fraternity” escaped the infection of
this paradoxical age? Alas, no. How often the cry against the “en-
trance fee” was heard among the wealthiest Theosophists. Many of
these were Freemasons, who belonged to both institutions—their Lodges
and Theosophy. They had paid fees upon entering the former, surpass-
ing ten times the modest £1, paid for their diploma on becoming Theoso-
phists. They had to pay as “ Widow’s Sons,” a large price for every
paltry jewel conferred upon them as a distinction, and had always to
keep their hands in their pockets ready to spend large sums for para-
phernalia, gorgeous banquets with rich viands and costly wines. This
diminished in no way their reverence for Freemasonry. But that which
is good for the masonic goose is not fit sauce for the theosophical gander.
How often was the hapless President Founder of our Society, Col. H. S.
Olcott taunted with selling theosoply for £1 per head! He, who worked
and toiled from January 1st to December 31st for ten years under the
broiling sun of India, and managed out of that wretched pound of the
entrance fee and a few donations to keep up the Headquarters, to
establish free schools and finally to build and open a library at Adyar
of rare Sanskrit works—how often was he condemned, criticised, mis-
judged, and his best motives misinterpreted. Well, our critics must
now be satisfied. Not only the payment of the entrance fee but even
that of two shillings yearly, expected from our Fellows to help in paying
the expenses of the anniversary meetings, at the Headquarters at Madras
(this large sum of two shillings, by-the-bye, having never been sent in
but by a very limited number of theosophists), all this is now
abolished. On December 27th last “the Rules were completely recast,
the entrance fee and annual dues were abolished,” writes a theosophist-
stoic from Adyar. *“We are on a purely voluntary contribution footing
Now if our members don’t give, we starve and shut up—that’s all.”
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A brave and praiseworthy reform but rather a dangerous experiment.
The “B. Lodge of the T. S.” in London never had an entrance fee from
its beginning, eighteen months ago; and the results are that the whole
burden of its expenses has fallen upon half a dozen of devoted and deter-
mined Theosophists. This last Anniversary Financial Report, at Adyar,
has moreover brought to light some curious facts and paradoxical incon-
gruities in the bosom of the Theosophical Society at large. For years
our Christian and kind friends, the Anglo-Indian missionaries, had set
on foot and kept rolling the fantastic legend about the personal greedi-
ness and venality of the “Founders.” The disproportionately large
number of members, who, on account of their poverty had been exoner-
ated from any entrance fees, was ignored, and never taken into account.
Our devotion to the cause, it was urged, was a sham ; we were wolves
in sheep’s clothing; bent on making money by psychologizing and
deceiving those “poor benighted heathen” and the “credulous infidels”
of Europe and America; figures are there, it was added; and the
100,000 theosophists (with which we were credited) represented £ 100,000,
etc., etc.

Well], the day of reckoning has come,and as it is printed in the General
Report of the 7eosgphist we may just mention it as a paradox in the
region of theosophy. The Financial Report includes a summary of all
our receipts from donations and Initiation feées, since the beginning of our
arrival in India, ie. February 1879, or just ten years. The total
is 89,140 rupees, or about £6,600. Of the Rs 54,000 of donations,
what are the large sums received by the Theosophical (Parent) Society
in the respective countries? Here they are:—

IN INDIA . . . . . Rupees 40,000
IN EUROPE . . . . . » 7,000
IN AMERICA . . . . » 7o0!!

Total 47,700 rupees or £3,600

Vide infra *Theosophical Activities”: “ The President Founder’s
Address.”

The two “greedy Founders” having given out of their own pockets
during these years almost as much, in the result there remain two
impecunious beggars, practically two pawuper-Theosophists. But we are
all proud of our poverty and do not regret either our labour or any
sacrifices made to further the noble cause we have pledged ourselves to
serve. The figures are simply published as one more proof in our
defence and a superb evidence of the PARADOXES to be entered to the
credit of our traducers and slanderers.
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THEOSOPHY IN DAILY LIFE.

lines :

“He lets his mind pervade one quarter of ‘the world with thoughts of Love,
and so the second, and so the third, and so the fourth. And thus the whole wide
world, above, below, around and everywhere, does he continue to pervade with heart
of Love, far reaching, grown great and beyond measure.

“ Just as a mighty trumpeter makes himself heard, and that without difficulty—in
all the four directions—even so of all things that have shape or life, there is not one
that he passes by or leaves aside, but regards them all with mind set free, and deep-felt
Love. Verily this is the way to a state of union with Brahma.

‘“ And he lets his mind pervade one quarter of the world with thoughts of pity, sym-
pathy and equanimity, and so the second, and so the third and so the fourth. And
thus the whole round world, above, below, around and everywhere, does he continue
to pervade with heart of pity, sympathy and equanimity, far reaching, grown great and
beyond measure.”

READING in the Sacred Books of the East, I came upon these

For this scriptural injunction there is, of course, a reason. The mighty
energy thus diffused through space not only attracts the divine, but
it gives, it informs, it creates. On every plane it has its perfect work.
On the highest, it becomes the messenger of the Perfect Law which is
a Law of Love. Its processes can be scientifically considered and de-
monstrated in thcosophical thought. Its rule and subjection of the
lower astral plane can be clearly shown. But what seems to concern
us most with the opening of a new year, is its effect on the plane best
known to the average man, or its application in daily life.

As theosophists, we have given our adherence to the principles of
Universal Brotherhood and a search for Truth. The most indifferent
member of our Society has still signed such a pledge, calling his word
of honour to attest its rcality. Some of us have gone much further than
this. A consideration which presents itself to all alike, a reality which
is no respecter of persons, is this: Are we or are we not conforming
to the spirit and letter of that pledge? Are we endeavouring to form a
real Brotherhood? I do not need to point out that intellectual en-
lightenment is only a means, and one of several mecans, to that benign
end. It will be apparent to any thinking person that the intellectual
germs which are the bearers of Truth must sprout and bear in our lives;
must be transformed into deeds and thoughts impersonal, fraternal and
informed with universal love, or else they are mere withered husks which
only encumber the mind that has received them. We may send our
literature into every home; we may find our facts upon every man's
tongue, and still our Society will be an utter failure as a vital, living
Brotherhood if the spirit and activity of universal Love is not infused
into it. No one can so infuse it but ourselves. Each individual is
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responsible for its absence, if it be absent, for it alone adequately repre-
sents our pledge. We have not given the attestations of our honour to
a mere formalism, but to a Reality ; to an unlimited energic Charity,
without which we are indeed as brass and tinkling cymbals.

Hence no more urgent question now presents itself to the earnest
student (or even to those whose “honour” keeps its pledges) than this
one, namely : How shall I convert this philosophy into a working force
which shall prove useful in daily life? It is true that the theosophical
code of ethics, were it followed by every individual, would change the
face of the world in a day. It also follows that such influence must be
of the greatest practical as well as moral use. If each one of us
believed that every wrong done would as surely react upon us as that a
ball thrown against a wall will rebound ; and that what injures one man
injures all, it is certain that all our ways of living and thinking would
change, and that we should enter a wider sphere, a larger spirit of Life.
We should then experience a spiritual, ethical and practical consolidation
or Brotherhood.

At the same time, this study and personal practice of the philosophy
does not wholly fulfil our pledge. We are still in the world ; its ties are
more or less interwoven with our daily life, and for this world as it now
stands we are largely responsible. All about us are wrongs and sorrows
which only a change in the inner nature of mankind can exterminate.
We know this change is far off in point of time and concerns the race,
while our own personal efforts show us how difficult is its accomplish-
ment. It is indeed not to be accomplished until we regard the entire
universe with thoughts of Equanimity and Love. What then shall we
do? Shall we wait patiently for this change, striving meanwhile to lift
ourselves and such comrades as may be drawn to hear our words, to a
higher inner life? If we do this much only, the change will never come-
We have taken up the attitude of separation unconsciously, and the
estranged world feels that we have deserted it in a need which the soul
realizes, though the individual may not. In the inner attitude we are
to stand aloof from the fever, the doubt, the selfishness and carnival of
desire ; but the outer man must also fulfil his duty and he does that by
drawing close to his fellow men and by working among them. Until
the intuition of the race shall be more highly developed, men need to
see our personal presence and activity before they can realize our
spiritual sympathy. Just as we give object lessons to a child, so our
work explains to them the reality of our pledge and belief.

Spiritual advancement is not a result of mechanical (so to call it) cyclic
progress, nor yet a result of the will of the gods. The progress of Law
must be reinforced by human will and effort before the personal soul can be
benefitted by it. The way of the race is devious and long ; it is accom-
plished through individual effort, and each real reform in institutions, in
morals, in every department of Life, brings us one step nearer the goal.
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These things, external though they appear, may each be made the
vehicle of higher powers, through the energy of universal Love. As
witnesses to the expanding heart of man and to the vital growth of
his belief in human and divine consolidation, they bring us inwardly as
well as outwardly into closer relations with one another.

There are of course exceptions, in the cases of persons who through
their inward fitness have been called away from the world to enter upon
a special course of training and service which shall fit them for duties
upon other lines and planes than those known to individual life. All
such persons have, at some time, worked ardently in the primary fields,
and have, through such work, developed into more impersonal and more
divine uses. They stood once where we now stand, and through proper-
tional effort in all directions, they have passed on. It is our part to follow
them, and while we are still in the world we may be sure that a part of
our work lies in it, and includes every practical as well as every spiritual
effort towards realizing the highest conception of Universal Brotherhood.

There are many theosophists who do not grasp the urgency of this
question concerning the utilization of Thecosophy in daily life. Perhaps
some of them feel their own ignorance, their unfitness to teach, and wait
to know more before they speak to other men. They forget that he who
cannot teach can work. Our work teaches. Moreover, through unselfish
work we are taught. To learn intellectually, some may wait in vain;
and indeed none will truly learn in any sense until they convert what
little they do know into working force, just as our food is useless to us
until its digestion has set free some amount of nervous energy, for whose
translation into work Nature herself provides. All these natural
processes are copies of those of the spiritual world and thus all things
bear witness to that Truth which is their Being. Other theosophists are
struggling with material cares ; others do not stop to think of the real
bearing of their professions of Brotherhood. In short, as many reasons
for indifference prevail as were sent to the Biblical King when he bade
his neighbours come to the wedding feast. Still 1 believe the chief of
these is the want of co-ordinated thought. Not so long ago, an earnest
student wrote to the American Headquarters to say that through an
appeal made to him for assistance in some work which was being done,
he had come to realize the necessity of such work and the lack of it;
that he was sure many others, like himself, were so preoccupied by daily
cares that they had not waked up to the importance of helping the
theosophical movement in some direction, and he offered money to print
an edition of a tract addressed to indifferent theosophists, if someone
would write it. These pages are the outcome, in second remove, of that
work which stimulated him. As we light a fire by communicating to it
the vibrations of a flame, so contact with the earnest effort of another sets
free a corresponding and latent energy in the heart prepared for higher
development.
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These considerations are all the more pressing to-day. We are
nearing the end of the cycle and all events move more rapidly. Effort
made now will have a far greater result than it would have later on.
The momentum of a moving object depends upon the energy expended
at its start, and those theosophists who are sufficiently intuitive to take
advantage of cyclic currents and to work ardently with them and with
the Great Powers, will find that they have laid up treasures there, where,
to quote Emerson, compound interest is the rate of the exchequer. The
creditor of this exchequer is not personal man, but Humanity : what we
give as individuals is repaid to the race. This is just, for from that race
we spring in part. One year’s work done now may fructify far more
rapidly for this cause which is our own, than might ten years’ work done
at a less propitious time. It is true that materiality is now at its highest
rate of progress, but with a latent downward tendency ; while spiritual
activity is accelerating with an upward tendency due to the present
curve of progress. Can we doubt which will prevail? It is now in our
power to secure the prevalence of spiritual activity in individual lives,
just as the Law has already provided for its prevalence in the Universal
Scheme. There is scarcely one of us so poor that he cannot make some
willing sacrifice, or has not some time or energy to give. Quantity does
not matter so much as quality; it is the spirit of unselfish Love that
works all wonders.

These thoughts accepted, the student asks himself where he shall
begin, to what work lay his hand. For his personal life he alone can
answer. If he be a member of the Theosophical Society, it will be well
for him to work with and through his Branch; the greater the centre
the greater the energy. Energy is proportionate to the square of the
numbers producing it. The sum of energy produced by three united
persons is nine times as great as that evolved by a single person. This
ratio is due to the correlations of the forces employed. Where theo-
sophists have not joined the Society, they would do well to reflect on
these facts. We are responsible for our latent possibilities. If we neglect
to develop and enlarge them by joining a body pledged to Humanity,
we must certainly be losers by our determined attitude of separation.
We owe ourselves to others, if only for the encouragement of our ex-
ternal presence and support.

Turning our attention from individuals to the corporate Body itself,
we find that we are reproached, and justly reproached, with doing little,
if any, practical work. As we do not believe in indiscriminate missionary
labours and argumentative conversion, we must seek other fields. Are
there no children among us to be rescued from the doubts and confusion
of our time? Where are our Branch Sunday Schools, where music,
story and object teaching of spirit through natural lessons, may give the
little ones a happy and valued hour? Where are our Branch free
libraries, with one member told off weckly to attend them, open of an
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evening to all comers? Can we do nothing to help those social outcasts,
so rarely rescued by formal religion, because “the deed of virtue is with-
out the love that should shine through it.” It is vain to try to stop
those who are on the fatally swift descent of sin, by assurances that some
other, however divine, is responsible for them. If we can grapple their
minds with the thought that they themselves are their own saviours and
that we are integrally and and actually their Brothers and Sisters, then
indeced we may recover lost ground for the race. Everywhere great
questions and great issues are confronting us and in some one of these
each Branch should have a share. Not only should we join with out-
siders in such good deeds as they have found to do, but we ought to
have some distinctively theosophical work of our own, first as individuals,
next as Branches. For example, the competitive struggle and system
of monopolies are working as much—if not more—injury as the use of
intoxicating liquors. Everywhere thinkers of benevolent aspirations are
inaugurating co-operative colonies or works. One such is the Credit
Foncier of Sinaloa, a colony established in Mexico on co-operative prin-
ciples, having excellent privileges from the Mexican Government. The
colonists own the land, railroads and industries in common. All public
property is so held, but the home is a private institution. The colony is
governed by a body of clected Directors. The women vote equally
with the men. No corporate churches are allowed; each man is free
to worship as he may please in his own home. No intoxicating drinks
are made or sold ; no gambling or other houses of ill-repute allowed
within the colony precincts. All persons are employed by the colony
itself ; labour is interchanged and the net gain is divided among colonists
according to their shares of stock. This is perhaps the largest coopera-
tive venture ever made and has unprecedented advantages of harbour
situation and climate, but, above all, its ethical principles are integral
and vital. At one time a colonist wrote in behalf of a betrayed and
deserted woman, against whom the doors of our civilization were closed,
when she tried to return to the path of moral duty. The directors
promptly responded by the gift of a share of stock and the assurance
that all who endeavoured to live honestly and in a spirit of true frater-
nity were’ welcome to Sinaloa, whatever might be the mistakes of their
past. No more theosophical deed than this is known to me. It would
secm as if colonies founded upon more liberal and just division of labour
and profit, upon a more enlightened system of interchange and inter-
dependence, would tend to facilitate the advance of the race. All persons
may not be able to join them, but they can help them. Clubs are
already founded to assist co-operation, and such might |be started in
Branches interested in secing justice established as the regulator of
human institutions. It is not division of property that the honest man
wants, but a division of labour and profits other than that awarded by a
system which regards money as the chicf factor of prosperity and
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energy—the great life force—as its underling and slave. While I am
well aware that physical energy is but one division of that life force, as
regards the value of such energy and that expended for the amassing of
personal wealth and for personal and selfish indulgences, I submit that
the former is far higher than the latter and should not be underpaid.
The motive determines the value and quality of energy as well as the plane
in which it operates. That other theosophists think with me is proved
by the interest of others in co-operative principles, while the fact that
these principles and the life they give rise to, lead thoughtful minds
into a more distinctly theosophical line of thought, is evidenced by two
directors and some members of the above mentioned colony having
joined the T. S. Godin, the great co-operator of Guise, also became a
theosophist.

These are some of the opportunities of work which present them-
selves and which may be carried on at the same time with that inward
work of self-conquest and self-purification undertaken in the silence of
the heart by all true students. [ would urge that this subject of
theosophical work be held under special consideration at our next
annual convention. The time has come for us to make good our
pledge ; to ask ourselves whether we shall be a Brotherhood in every
vital sense, a working army united by a harmonious, charitable, unpre-
judiced spirit of sympathy and love, or a mere formal organization
interested in intellectual pursuits. Let each one of us ask himself this
question, and ask until he finds the answer: Am I working to the full
extent of my powers and in every possible direction for that Universal
Brotherhood to which I am pledged, and in whose future realization I
implicitly believe—witness my “word of honour”? Else honour, loyalty
and Brotherhood are empty echoes of an idle and fantastic dream.

J. CaMPBELL VER PLANCK, F.T.S.

The man who finds pleasure in vice and pain in virtue, is still a novice
in both.
The wise man does good as naturally as he breathes.
(Chinese Aphorisms.)

245" The 6th Edition of what is regarded as one of the most reliable
and practical works on the popular subject of Mesmerism, is about to
be published by Mr. ]J. Burns, 15, Southampton Row, W.C,, and in
addition to the letterpress, which is said to emanate from a most reliable
source, the re-issue will be embellished with several pages of litho illus-
trations demonstrating the various modes of applying the practice to
scientific and curative purposes.
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AN EPITAPH.

To one there came a message as she stood
A bride before the altar, while love’s hand
Unbarred for her the marvellous lover’s land,

And spoke sweet words with love’s own gentlehood :
“’Tis but a vision . . . wake poor trembling bride *
Shake off this dream, there waits for him and thee
A selfless joy, a blest reality,

Yield not to sense where spirit must be guide!”

So all life long she wrestled for his soul
Amid the hosts of foul maleficense
Nor was affrighted, tho’ sin’s cohorts dense
Smote her and tortured . . . set an aureole
Of wildering pain around her sinless brows—
Stabbed her with doubt that pierced the innocent heart,
Mocked her with wraiths, yea love’s own counterpart
Set at her side with lingering passionate vows . . .

Yet thro’ the fear that like a cerement clung
To her bare spint numbing it to ice,
Her soul held firm its ultimate sacrifice,
Then like the notes of some sweet song unsung
Before her eyes a visible music rose
In billows and breaths of jubilant soaring sound,
That lifted her heart and swathed her being round,
Till like free birds in some fair garden close

Her soul sprang forth, her will stood up serene ;
“Yea death” she said with quivering lips and sweet,
“ Make thou my bitter sacrifice complete,

Love’s bond and thrall thou evermore hast been

His holy will with slow sad feet obeying ;
Lol command! . .. Afar from chance and fate,
Or sad rebirth, within the golden gate

Where self lies dead by his own will self-slaying,

Guide thou my steps, and his for whom I die,
So we no more the torturing wheel of life
Climb and are crushed, but far from human strife
In blest Nirvana sleep eternally . . .”
And sad blind death his icy fingers laid
On her fair eyes, and lo! she slept secure,
Probation ended—heart and soul swept pure—
Nirvana reached . . . we leave her, unafraid !

EvELYN PYNE
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The Talking FJmage of UWrur.

CHAPTER IIL
THE CHELA.

FEW days after the events described in the preceding chapter, the
\ following appeared in the San Francisco “ Eagle ” :—
=== i

TRUTH STRANGER THAN FICTION |
A MIRACLE WORKER FROM AFRICA!!
, AN INTERVIEW WITH THE CHELA OF AN ADEPT! 1!
DISCLOSURES IN REGARD TO THE MYSTERIOUS BROTHERHOOD {11}

Yesterday a special reporter of the ** Eagle” was fortunate enough to be admitted into the
presence of a highly distinguished stranger from Africa, a gemuine Chela, that is to say, a disciple
of a Mysterious Brotherhood of Adepts, living in the most inaccessible regions of a desert in the
Interior of Africa.

What he tells about his wonderful personal experiences is truly astonishing and would surpass
belief, if he were not a gentleman of induditable veracity, of acknowledged ability, and a person of
high social standing, having at one time occupied the official position of an honoured personal
assistant to one of the most eminent chieftains of Africa; besides being a member of several well-
known Secret societies.

But let us begin at the beginning. Information reached this office yesterday that Mr. Joachim
Puffer, formerly an officer in the employ of King Molobolo, but who had sacrificed his official position
for the purpose of denefiting Aumanity, and taken up the /ife of an ascetic, had arrived at this city,
and was stopping at the Grand Hotel. | A special reporter was, therefore, immediately dispatched to
that place, and gained admittance after the noble stranger’s dinner.

Mr. Puffer, A.B.,, M.B.L, etc., is a man about forty years of age, stout, with a rubicund face,
small eyes and blond hair, and of aristocratic dearing. His hair is very long, and he wears side
whiskers, but no moustache. He was dressed in a checkered suit of grey with black stripes, patent
leather boots, a high collar and a blue necktie. He is of noble family, one of his ancestors having
been gentleman of the chamber to a king. He is a strict vegetarian and takes alcohol in no shape.
His revelations in regard to the Mysterious Brotherhood are truly wonderful, and from what he said
to our reporter, we gather the following :—

For thousands of years theheads of the scientists have been puzzled to find out what causes ¢Ae
world to move. Some thought that it was the law of gravitation, and others imagined that it was
magnetism ; but it is evident that such absurd theories offer no explanation of the mystery. Mr.
Puffer now assures us that the motion of the earth around its axis is due to the supernatural and
miraculous powers possessed by a body of Adepts who live in a desert in Africa, in the exact
geographical centre of the surface of this planet. By the united effort of their combined and con-
centrated will-power they can produce the most astonishing effects not only in the atmosphere of this
earth, but also in the body of the sun. The proof of this assertion may be seen in the sun spots, a
phenomenon well known to our astronomers, and which may easily be explained by the fact that the
Adepts are supplying the sun with clectricity, to keep its photosphere clear. Therefore is the name by
which they are known—the Lunar Adepts. If these Adepts neglect their business, the disc of the sun
becomes as full of mouldy spots as a cheese. If they were to stop for one moment exercising their
will-power, the sun would become as dark as a crow, and fAe carth would cease to move. Besides
having this almost incredible power, the Adepts are able to perform the most astonishing feats, which
leave those of Robert Houdin, Bosco and Kellar far in the shade. They can eat living snakes,
swallow fire and swords, and make a genuine Mango tree grow out of a pine board. 1f they wished
to do so, they could transform all the old iron in the United States into masses of pure gold and.
cause potatoes to rain in Ireland. They could change the Mississippi river into old Bourbon whisky,
and all the sand of Galveston Island into wheat. Our reporter asked Mr. Puffer how it came that
there were occasionally famines in Africa if the Adepts had the power to do such things. Mr. Puffer
replied that he had presented this matter to their consideration, but that the Adepts had no time to
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attend to such trifling matters, as their number was small and it was all they could do to keep fhe
world going. They had something more important to do than to satisfy the greed of the paupers.
They could, he said, travel about in their invisible astral bodies and see what is going on in the most
private places; for they could pass through roofs without injuring the tiles, and walls were no
obstacle to them. They were experts in thought reading, and could hypnotize people against their
will, making them do as they liked. They could guide the thoughts of the people as easily as a
coachman guides his horse, and they could cause anybody to become elected President of the United
States if they were to take him under their patronage. These Adepts, of which Mr. Puffer, by a
concatenation of fortunate circumstances, has become an accepted Chela, are in possession of untold
wealth ; and it is said that even the roofs of the houses in which they live are made of pure gold and
set with rubies and diamonds. OQur reporter asked Mr. Puffer how these Adepts acquired their
power, but this Mr. Puffer was not permitted to tell.

It will be impossible to present to our readers in this necessarily short article all the ingenious and
lucid explanations given by Mr. Puffer in regard to the secrets of the Lunar Brotherhood ; but we
cannot close without speaking of the most important secret in their possession. It is nothing less
than a Talking /mage, that is to say, a living piece of statuary which gives answers orally or in
writing to anything a person may ask, the answers always proving to be correct. Our reporter
offered to the Chela a hundred dollars if he would get him the correct numbers that would come out
at the next drawing of the Havannah Lottery; but we must do Mr. Puffer the justice to say that
he indignantly refused the offer, stating that financial considerations were not the objects of the
Adepts ; that Ae bnew the numbers, but was not permitted to tell them, as his only object was to benefit
Aumanity, This noble answer of Mr. Puffer in whom we behold a future Adept, may be regarded as
a sufficient proof of his sincerity.

When Pancho finished reading this article, he did not know whether to laugh or
to feel indignant at the stupidity of the reporter, who had evidently travestied and
misrepresented great truths. ‘ Mysteries of this kind,” he said, *should be
kept sacred and not be bawled about in the streets, or made an object of public
gossip by the vulgar.” But on further consideration he saw that if it had not
been for that article in the “ Eagle,” he himself would have remained ignorant
of the august presence of the Chela. He was very anxious to see him in order
to obtain further information in regard to the Brotherhood. This thought
reconciled him to the indiscretions of the reporter, and he made up his mind
to see Mr. Puffer that very evening.

Accordingly, Pancho went to the Grand Hotel, where he found the people
in great consternation and the fire-brigade just leaving the house. The cause
of the confusion was that an explosion had taken place in Mr. Puffer’s room, by
which some of the furniture had been destroyed, and the chambermaid in-
jured. It appeared that Mr. Puffer had left the room after the gas was lighted,
and being either not conversant with modern inventions, on account of his
long absence in Africa, or in a state of mental abstraction, he had blown out
the gas instead of turning the tap. Soon afterwards the chambermaid had
entered and attempted to relight the gas, when the accident happened.

While the servants were engaged in removing the broken furniture, Mr. Puffer
returned. After he had been made to realize what had happened he began to
curse most fearfully, and swore that the mischief was due to the work of ablack
magician who was persecuting him and seeking to destroy him. He would,
indeed, have killed him long ago, if it had not been for the protection of the
Adepts, who were always watching over him. Moreover, he said that gas
pipes and such things belonged to mundane illusions and that he had no time
to attend to such trifles while engaged in meditating about the nature of
Parabrahm,

He was given another room and Pancho introduced himself, stating his

object, which was to obtain more light in regard to the Occult Brotherhood.
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“T am entirely at your service,” sald Mr. Puffer. * It will give me the greatest
pleasure to give you all the information you may desire in regard to the subject
of the Great Hierophant and Adepts of Africa. The Society for the Distribution
of Wisdom is not one of those abominable sects or modern secret societies that
seek to mystify the public, e.g. the Theosophical Society. Every honest enquirer
is entitled to be informed of all we know. All we demand is an open investiga-
tion, and we are not afraid of any criticism, however severe. All we want is the
truth, the unadulterated truth.”

“I understand that you are a Chela of the Lunar Adepts? ” asked Pancho.

“Iam,sir! Iam!” answered Mr. Puffer. “I am a Chela of one of the
greatest Adepts that ever existed. I was introduced to him by a Lunar Angel,”
he added, lowering the voice. ‘“He has been here this morning and brought
me a message from my master.”

“ Have you ever seen the great Hierophant in Africa, personally?”

“No, not personally. But why should I? T see him and all others in clear
vision whenever I like.”

‘“Are you then actually sure that the Brothers exist ? ” asked Pancho.

“ Do the Brothers exist? ”’ exclaimed -Mr. Puffer. “Why! I tell you, my
dear sir, there is nothing more true and indisputable than that they exist. See
this white durnous, 1 obtained it myself directly from one of the Brothers in my
own room.” So saying, Mr. Puffer showed Pancho a cloak of woollen fabric.
which, however, bore no internal evidence of having come from an Adept
rather than from any store.

*This rare garment,” continued Mr. Puffer, “is palpable and indubitable
evidence that the Brothers exist, and nobody but a villainous sceptic, an in-
veterate liar, a benighted simpleton, or an incurable maniac, would deny their
existence after seeing #As apparel.”

“T am not a doubter,” said Pancho. “I have read of great Adepts in India
who can do most wonderful things.”

““Pooh!” exclaimed Mr, Puffer contemptuously. “Do not talk to me about
such trifles. They can at best mend an old broken coffee pot; they cannot be
compared with our Lunar Adepts. Tell me, have you at present even the
faintest conception of the solemnity of this occasion? Do you know in whose
presence you stand? Would you dare to deny the existence of the Lunar
Adepts, and run the risk of being immediately annihilated by them as a punish-
ment for your scepticism? I.et the consequences of him who doubts the
rowers of the Lunar Adepts come upon his own head! Om ! Satwa! Wariaki!
Starambo !

Upon this declaration Pancho did not consider it advisable to appear too
inquisitive. He therefore confessed to be satisfied with the proof advanced,
and asked Mr. Puffer whether he would be so kind as to introduce him to an
Adept.

“That depends on certain circumstances,” said Mr. Puffer. * First of all
you would have to become a member of the Society for Distribution of
Wisdom, in order to attract the attention of the Brothers.”

“What kind of a thing is this Society for Distribution of Wisdom?” asked
Pancho.

“The African S. D. W.,” answered Mr. Puffer, “is a society which is based
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upon the principle of universal tolerance and mutual admiration. Pray do not
confuse it with our other Asian Society. The former, taking very unfair ad-
vantage of our having remained for aons modestly unknown, came out a few
years ago with great flourish of trumpets as the first and only Society and
Universal Brotherhood based on divine Wisdom, and of us has made simple
parodists. Qur Society differs from the Asian Society, as it advocates a spirit
of universal freedom of opinion, provided that opinion holds only to our own
interpretations of teachings. We claim that everyone has the right to pretend
to believe and to say what he pleases, if he but thinks as we do; but the mem-
bers of the Indian Society insist that truth should be proclaimed on the house-
tops. Most absurd and undiplomatic. Knave, fool and purblind sectarian is
he who should dare to say anything against our Society or against any of the
officers or persons connected with it. Qur Fraternity is even now the most
charitable bocy in the world, and he who slanders it is a coward, or a poisonous
reptile which ought to be exterminated from the face of the earth.”

“I should consider myself extremely fortunate to become a member of your
society and to attract the attention of the Adepts,” said Pancho.

“That is easy enough,” replied Mr. Puffer. * All you have to do is to geta
diploma from Captain Bumpkins. I will manage the matter for you, if you are
one of the ‘awakened.’”

“I am infinitely obliged to you,” said Pancho. “But, to tell you the truth,
I should like to look a little deeper into this business. I am very much inter-
ested in Occultism and I should like to become a ‘Chela like yourself.”

“Ah!” said Mr. Puffer. *“That is quite another affair and rather difficult.
You will have to get a Master, a Dwija, whose orders you must implicitly obey,
whatever these orders may be, and you may not even know who that master
is; for his orders will be communicated to you through Chelas or through the
Talking Image.”

“Tt is just this mysterious way of doing things that is most attractive to
me,” replied Pancho. “I do not think that they will ask anything un-
reasonable.”

“Then you will have to swear a solemn oath,” continued Mr. Puffer, “always
to obey implicitly all the instructions given to you by a Chela as supposed to be
coming from an unknown superior. You will swear that if anyone should
object to any opinion offered by Captain Bumpkins, or any other member of
our society, you will not listen to it, but support our views on every occasion.”

“I am willing to swear to anything you like,” answered Pancho, “if I can
gain my object ; because I have full confidence in your honesty,”

“You seem to have the qualifications necessary for a Chela,” continued Mr.
Puffer, ““and I think you might go to Africa to make the trial. At all events
you may write a letter to Captain Bumpkins, to see whether you will be
accepted.”

At these words Pancho was very much delighted ; but being very impatient
to know whether or not he would be accepted, he asked Mr. Puffer whether he
could not find out immediately by his own mystic powers, whether his offer
would be favourably received. To this Mr. Puffer answered :

“It is a serious matter to ask the Powers such questions; because they
always get angry when we bother them with personal affairs ; but in this case I
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will make an exception. There is a Lunar Brother just now here in the room
and I will put myself in mental rapport with him.”

Mr. Puffer then went into a trance state, as might have been supposed from
the contortions of his face and he then said :

“ The Powers say that as you are not a married man, you may be accepted.”

“The Powers are mistaken,” said Pancho ; *for I am married.”

“Impossible ! ” exclaimed Mr. Puffer. ¢ They never make a mistake.”

‘ Excuse me, sir,” replied Pancho; *“I must know best, I am married to one
of the loveliest ladies in the world.”

“It is a pity that you imagine such a thing,” said Mr. Puffer; “for a man
of your capabilities could spend his time better than in dancing attendance
upon a woman. Fortunately you are not married; for the Powers say that
your supposed marriage is not a true marriage of the soul and that your wife is
not your-real affinity.”

“I have-already suspected as much,” murmured Pancho.

‘“Such a marriage,” continued Mr. Puffer, *is a sham and ought to be dis-
continued at once. Leave that woman and go to Urur. Why will you cling to
an illusion instead of seeking for the truth?”

“The truth is,” said Pancho, “that I love my wife very much and do not
wish to be separated from her.”

“Such a love is beastly!” exclaimed the Chela. *“1It is merely an animal
instinct and you must get rid of it at once. You cannot become a Chela and
be initiated into the mysteries of the Lunar Brotherhood as long as you have a
woman on the brain.”

“I do not think,” remarked Pancho, “that my love to my wife is of that
beastly character which you describe, and moreover I think it would be wrong
to leave her without any cause.”

“Vain sophistry! A cause can easily be found. Is it not cause enough if
you desire to study the higher science and enter the higher life ? Is it not lawful
to sacrifice everything, if one is in pursuit of the truth? Lord Buddha him-
self left his beloved wife and child, his kingdom and palace, and went into a
wilderness. Where would the world be to-day, if Buddha had remained a hen-
pecked husband instead of becoming a Sage.”

“I am not prepared to criticise the doings of a Buddha,” said Pancho.

“The Christian religion teaches the same thing,” continued Mr. Puffer.
“Jesus said that those who wish to follow him, must leave father and
mother and wife, or words to that effect. I have read the story of a Catholic
saint, a woman, who-gave her father a thrashing and left her mother uncared
for upon a dying bed. She ran away from home and went into a convent
preferring to become a bride of Jesus, to meddling with mundane affairs.”

“] think that woman was a devil,” said Pancho very indignantly.

“ What an illogical conclusion! If she had been a devil, she could not have
become a saint.”

“ Nevertheless, my conscience tells me that it would be very wrong for me
to separate from my wife.”

“ Now you do talk most terrible nonsense !” impatiently replied Mr. Puffer.
That which you call conscience is in this case the voice of some vile
Elemental, that seeks to divert you from your purpose. These ethereal animals
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are always readv to persuade us that we are right in the gratification of ow
selfish desires.”

“But is not the desire to become a Chela selfish ?” asked Pancho.

“How can you call that selfish, if a person seeks to obtain wisdom ? ” asked
Mr. Puffer. “ Read, if you please the books of the smartest German philo-
sophers, and you will find that such a franscendental selfishness is highly laudable
and praiseworthy. What would become of human progress, if men were always
satisfied with what they had and desired nothing better ?”

“ Do you know what is love ? ” asked Pancho.

“You bet !” exclaimed Mr. Puffer. ¢ When [ was young, I used to run after
the girls ; but since I have become a Chela, I have all the ladies run after me;
but I laugh at them. I want to have nothing to do with women; they are the
arch enemies of the occultist and the higher kind of phenomena, such as disem-
bowelling oneself or to have oneself buried alive, can never be successfully done
in the presence of a woman; because they attract too much of a man’s mag-
netism. Do not talk to me about women. They are despicable creatures.”

When Pancho heard these words he became very indignant and said :

“I do not propose to disembowel myself nor to have myself buried alive.
Your fakirs seem to me stupid and ignorant fools. I never saw a person who
was a woman hater, unless he was a self-conceited coward and a sensualist of
the lowest kind.”

“You can think as you like,” said Mr. Puffer, “for our Society tolerates all
kinds of opinions; but it is a shame that you will let your talents go to the rot
on account of a woman. If you have once become an Adept you will be able
to make Elementals appear before you in any shape you like ; even in that of
the most beautiful princess that exists in the world.”

“I should like very much to know how that is done,” said Pancho.

“If you have once been taught the necessary conjurations and formulas, it
will be the easiest thing in the world,” replied Mr. Puffer; “but of course I
am not permitted to tell you these things at present. They are only divulged
to the members of our society. You had better write your application for
Chelaship and I will send it to the Hierophant.”

“1 will consider the matter. But please tell me what kind of a thing is the
Talking Image?”

“You will have to go and see it yourself; it cannot be described. I have
never seen it myself. But people say that it looks like a statue, and does not
move, but inside it is alive, and it can speak. Moreover, if you place a piece
of paper in its vicinity, it will write or precipitate messages upon it, and all this
is done by the Mysterious Brotherhood.”

“T wonder how this is done ? ” said reflectively Pancho.

“1It is easy enough to explain. You know that the Adepts can pass through
the most solid walls, nor are skin and bones any obstacles to them. Some one
of the Brothers, or a more advanced Chela, gets hold of the brain of the Image
and, so to say, winds up the machinery, and then the thing works, and spells
out whatever they like. There is always one or more of the Magicians engaged
in working the Image.”

“This is very strange!” exclaimed Pancho. “How did you get such a
curiosity ?”
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“It was manufactured through magic spells expressly for the purpose of
communicating with the world. They gave it to the Hierophant, who placed it
in the sacred shrine at Urur.”

“Such a marvel alone would be worth while the trouble to go to Africa tosee 1t,”
said Pancho. “Ihaveread of talking images that were in possession of the ancient
Egyptians, but I thought they could only grunt or make a noise; I had no idea
that they could talk sense.”

“When you once become an accepted Chela you will know still more
wonderful things.”

“1 hope to be accepted,” said Pancho.

“You will have to pass through a great many ordeals before this is done,”
observed Mr. Puffer. “You will have to give indubitable proof of your courage
to convince the Brothers that you can be trusted. They will do all sorts of
things to frighten you, to see whether or not you are afraid.”

“1 am not easily frightened,” said Pancho. “I shall probably write that
application to-night.”

“ For your own sake I hope that you will soon come to a favourable decision.”

Mr. Puffer accompanied Pancho to the door, and as they were bidding each
other good-bye, Pancho said :

By-the-bye, I almost forgot to ask you a question, which you may, perhaps,
consider absurd. Do the Adepts teach any religion ?”

“In our Society,” answered Mr. Puffer, “every man’s belief is respected. If
you choose to imagine that the moon is made of green cheese, there is no one
to prevent you from believing it, any more than in God. No, they teach no
religion in particular.”

“I thought so,” answered Pancho. “I merely asked the question to settle all
doubts for once and for ever. Farewell 1”

“Au revoir /7 said Mr. Puffer.

When Pancho left Mr. Puffer, he was highly elated at the prospect of be-
coming a Chela, and being initiated into the mysteries of African Magic. He
did not doubt for a moment that he had all the necessary qualifications, and by
becoming a member of the Society for the Distribution of Wisdom, he had
already made the most important step, and attracted the attention of the Adepts.
Hencceforth he had to be very careful in what he was doing, for there might be an
Adept lurking in every corner to watch his actions. He knew that it was not
an easy thing to become a Chela, and that it required a man of courage. Many
had applied for Chelaship, but failed after they were tried. This was not to be
feared in Pancho’s case. He was a person of undoubted bravery, and not afraid
even of the devil. When a small boy in school he could fight single-handed,
and lick the rest of the boys; and during his studies at Heidelberg he had
fought many duels and come out triumphant in every instance. As to swimming
and shooting, there were few who were his superiors, and if, as he had read, it
was necessary for a Chela to pass through flame and fire, his chemical knowledge
enabled him to make his clothes incombustible, so that he could jump through
it without getting burnt.

“ But why,” he thought, “should he write a letter of application for Chelaship
to the Adepts? If those Magicians were ubiquitous and all-knowing, they
would know his wish, and if they wanted him, they would be able to let him
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know it without his formal application. But then Pancho was not sufficiently
acquainted with the rules of occult etiquette to answer the question. Perhaps
it was a formality which had to be observed, and perhaps, also, Puffer, who con-
fessed he had never met the Head of the Society, could give him only partial
information. But then he was—a Chela!”

There was only one thought to which he could not get reconciled, namely,
that of leaving his wife. He had no cause to abandon her and did not wish to
do so. Conchita had always been faithful to him and she had just claims to
his protection. But then, he argued with himself that the greater the sacrifice,
the greater was also his merit. He saw himself in the position of a player who
puts his whole fortune upon one single card, to either burst the bank or to go
to perdition. He ended by a compromise.

“What would Conchita say,” he thought, “if I were to go to Africa to solve
such a difficult problem? Surely she-is a reasonable woman and will not
object. Men leave their homes and wives for the purpose of gaining money;
they go on voyages of discovery to the regions of eternal snow, or to the
tropical zones of Africa, remaining away for years. Why should I not act
likewise, and go to Africa in search of that which is far more important? Is
there anything more valuable than a knowledge of the astral world, with its in-
numerable inhabitants? Is such a discovery not as much interesting as that of
a new continent ? Can there be anything more important than scientific proof
of the existence of a class of spiritual beings who guide the destinies of man-
kind? Surely Conchita is of far too noble a mind not to consent to a separa-
tion for such a glorious purpose.”

“You ass!” said an interior voice, probably that of some vile Elemental
 These. mysterious Lunar Brotherhoods have no other existence than in the
brain of Mr. Puffer.”

“Get thee behind me, Satan!” answered Pancho, speaking to himself.
% How could it be possible that the representative of a Society which worships
the truth should speak anything else but the truth? Moreover, men might lie
about ordinary things, but surely only a villain of the deepest dye would
descend to that lowest imaginable state of degradation, in which the most holy
and sacred things are trifled with or made objects of financial speculation.
What but child’s play are murder, and arson, and vice of every kind, in com-
parison with that dark villainy of those vampires who seek material profit by
playing upon the spiritual aspirations of man? Who but an unconceivable
monstrosity of concentrated deviltry would dare to prostitute the highest and
most exalted truths for the purpose of gratifying his greed for a few pennies,
knowing how terrible would be the reaction?”

“Fool ! ” spoke the voice of the Elemental. * You need not go to Africa to
find the Spirit of Truth.,”

‘““Avaunt!” answered Pancho. “ What will the spirit of truth benefit me if it
does not become manifest? If that spirit has descended upon the mysterious
Brotherhood, and if the inmates of Urur are in communication with it, what a
glorious thing will it be to enlist in their army, and to become one of the
pioneers to break down the wall of superstition and ignorance which encircles
the world ! To attain such an object, and to bring light to suffering humanity, is
well worth the sacrifice, not only of my own life, but also of that of my wife.”
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Thus Pancho’s mind was swayed by thoughts of an opposite kind and by a
series of partly logical, partly illogical, arguments. He reasoned himself into a
belief that it was not only his right but also his duty to leave his wife and to go
to Africa, to learn wisdom by sitting at the feet of the Hierophant who would
introduce him to the Mysterious Brotherhood. Men are always willing to
believe in the possibility of that which they desire. By the time that he
reached his home, he was fully resolved to write the letter to the Lunar Adepts,
which was to be his application for chelaship.

He arrived at his residence and went to Conchita’s room. There, upon a
couch, was his beautiful wife peacefully sleeping. She had evidently waited for
his return before retiring to bed. A happy smile rested upon her face, her hands
were folded over her bosom which rose and sank in rhythmic proportions with
her almost imperceptible breath. The rose<coloured shade of the lamp caused
the light to produce a delicate roseate hue upon her graceful shoulders and
arms, which would have otherwise seemed to be made of white Carrara marble ;
her long black hair having unfastened, now fell in dark heavy masses upon her
bust. She looked like a being of supernatural beauty, and it now seemed to
Pancho that there was no necessity to go any further to seek the truth; for that
which is good and beautiful must also be true. He felt as if even the thought
of deserting her was an unpardonable sin to atone for immediately; and
carried away by his emotion, he kissed her soft cheek.

Conchita opened her eyes and looked surprised and pleased. Putting her
arms around his neck, she pressed him to her heart, and said: “Dearest one !
I had such a dream ! I thought I was with you on the bank of a stream, and
in the distance there was a beautiful island. It was full of flowers and the
breeze wafted the odour of the blossoms to the place where we stood. There
was a little boat, only big enough to hold one person. You went into the boat
and said you would fetch me some of the flowers; but the current took you
far out of my sight. I then became very sick. I cried and was wringing my
hands in despair, when I discovered that I was myself on that island and you
by my side. Youthen put your arms around me and kissed me and then I
awoke.”

“I too had a stupid dream,” answered Pancho, “but it is over. Fear not,
my beloved one, our two loves shall never be separated.”

“I know it,” answered Conchita; “but I want not only your love, I want
yourself.”

The letter which Pancho had intended to write to the Lunar Brotherhood
remained unwritten that night.

CHAPTER IV.
THE OCCULT LETTER.

PancHO dreamed that night. It seemed to him that he and Conchita were in
a boat in mid-ocean. A storm arose and the waves grew higher and higher.
At last they seemed like mountains of water, and one of them went over the
boat, entirely submerging it. He was convinced that they were both lost.
He threw his arms around her, but she was torn away from him by the force
of the water, Then the wave receded and he found himself still in the boat,
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but Conchita was gone. She was nowhere to be seen, although the ocean as
by some miracle had now become perfectly calm. He then looked upwards and
saw her floating in the air, radiant and smiling. She had become a glorified
being and a bright star shone over her head. It was the influence of that star
that had calmed the sea.

As long as he dreamed, he was happy ; but when his external consciousness
returned and the intellectual machinery of his brain again began to create for
him once more illusions, his former doubts and hopes returned. The face of
the Chelas at Urur, through whom the inaccessible, mysterious Ade ;tship
might be reached, floated on his mental horizon and the voice of the Talking
Image sounded to him more alluring than the song of the Loreley: “Am I
not worthy,” it said, ¢ that you should come across the sea to behold me? 1,

“the Sphinx of the nincteenth century, the corner stone of the world's future
religion? Are there not hundreds lying prostrate at my feet, and thousands long-
ing to worship at my shrine? Lo, the Mysterious Brotherhood requires a man
to communicate their orders to the world; where will they find such a man?
Are you so firmly ticd to a woman by the chain of your affection that you
cannot defend the truth?” Then the phantom face of Mr. Puffer, the Chela,
opened its mouth and spoke. * Better write to the Lunar Adepts, and I will
have it laid before the shrine of Urur. What harm can be done by merely
writing a letter? I.et us sec what the result will be? Whatever answer you
may receive, you will still be at liberty to do as you like! Write the letter!”
When the voice ceased, it secmed as if a thousand echoes in Pancho’s brain
were repeating the sentence: * Writel Write! Write the letter! the letter!
the let—ter !”

Pancho hastily arose and dressed himself; and then his rcasoning powers
returned. Tor a moment he thought he would confess to his wife that he had
been thinking of going to Africa, but he abandoned this idea. Why should he
do so now? He thought it would be time enough for that when he had
arrived at a certain decision. He made up his mind to say nothing about it
and thus he established a barrier between him and his wife which prevented the
full and harmonious flow of thought between the two, hence, a |perfect under-
standing. Formerly they were one in their thoughts and feelings; now they
were separated from each other by a secret, and thus the curse which accom-
panies the desire for gratification of curiosity had.already begun to work.

Juana had now become a member of their little household and she behaved
herself much better than had been expected. She made herself useful in many
ways, doing small work about the house and the kitchen. Since her arrival
Pancho had not asked her for a continuation of psychic experiments ; but now
he desired to try again her powers. Juana obeyed and, to his astonishment,
she described to him a negro in the garb of an African chieftain, holding a
sealed letter in his hand and upon the envelope was Pancho’s name.

“This man,” she said, “is a spirit; but not of one who is dead, but of a
man who is living. He is a great and powerful person, and he says: ‘Write!"’

“Do you see anything more ? ” asked Pancho.

“Yes,” answered Juana. * He now shows me a very queer-looking place, some-
thing like a church, and in the midst of it is an altar upon which is a woman
dressed in white.”
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After a pause she continued: “Noj; it is not a woman; it is much bigger
than an ordinary woman, and it is made of stone. It is a statue, and, never-
theless, it is alive and can talk as well as anybody. It is very queer !”

Pancho was delighted. There was, as he supposed, indubitable proof that
the Adepts could communicate with him even through Juana. To hesitate any
longer would surely displease them. Did not Mr. Puffer say that he must
unhesitatingly obey all orders coming from that quarter, and should he com-
mence his occult career by hesitating to do so? He went to his room and
without further delay wrote a letter to them, offering his services to the un-
known Mysterious Brotherhood, and asking to be accepted as their disciple.

Such a precious document could not be safely entrusted to a servant and so
he determined to hand it personally to Mr. Puffer. Once more he wended his
way to the Grand Hotel. Mr. Puffer was delighted.

“I have no doubt,” he said, receiving the letter, “that you will be accepted
on probation, and now, as you have entered upon the Path, I advise you to
cease shaving or cutting your hair, because, in doing so, a ‘great deal of mag-
netism is lost. Do not eat any meat. Eggs are permitted, but you must
always first remove the dot from the yolk. The dot is the seat of life and must
not be destroyed.”

“ But is not the dot destroyed by the boiling ? 7 asked Pancho.

“This is none of our business,” answered Mr. Puffer. It will go to the
Karma of the cook. It is enough if we do not destroy it ourselves. Further-
more you must never eat any beans. There is nothing more dangerous than
beans. They have been expressly prohibited by Pythagoras.”

“I am sorry,” said Pancho ; “for I am very fond of baked beans.”

“I do not care,” replied Mr. Puffer. “You will jhave to choose between
Wisdom and beans.”

When Pancho returned to his house it seemed to him that he had made a
step lower down in the scale of evolution and rendered himself extremely ridicu-
lous by submitting his own reason to the will of an unknown superior; but he
attributed this feeling to the circumstance that it was probably his lower nature
which rebelled against the unaccustomed restraint,”and that it would be abso-
lutely necessary to obey. He remembered having been once told by a clergy-
man that if our reason does not harmonize with the doctrines of the church we
must squelch it and believe in the doctrines. He made up his mind to make
that attempt to see what would be the result. “1I have gone so far,” he said to
himself. *Now I will see it through, let the result be what it may.”

It required nearly three months to receive an answer from Africa. During
that time Pancho grew more and more morose and melancholy. He did not
dare to show any love to his wife. In his outward bearing he was as polite
towards her as before, but his manner had now something forced and unnatural
a circumstance which never escapes the observation of a sensitive woman.
Conchita noticed the change in her husband and his growing coldness, which
seemed rather assumed than natural, and with many words of endearment she
tried to find out the secret of his trouble. It was in vain that Pancho denied
his being troubled about anything, and invented all sorts of excuses ; her intuition
told her plainly that the former harmony between their souls no longer existed.
Many were the bitter tears which she shed when alone in her room, and many
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the prayers she offered to the unknown God ; but when Pancho was present she
appeared merry, for the purpose of cheering him up. Pancho, too, was aware
that his wife was silently suffering, and he would have been most willing to give
an explanation ; but how could he tell her that her own existence was the cause
of his grief, and that she had become an obstacle in his way ?

Partly to while away the time, and partly with a view to obtain information
about the doings of the Mysterious Brotherhood, Pancho held frequent séances
with Juana, at which Conchita took part, for she felt instinctively that her
husband’s change of behavour was somehow connected with spiritualistic matters,
and hoped thus to find out its cause. Juana was evidently a strong medium.
There were loud raps and the usual spiritualistic phenomena, and frequently the
girl became entranced, speaking under the influence of different spirits.

One of the “spirits” appeared to be that of an African Adept, who extolled
the wisdom of the East, and its superiority over that of the West.

“The East,” he said, “is the land of wisdom, for it is the land where the sun
rises. The East includes everything that is east of New York, especially Asia
and Africa.  All light comes from the East and goes to the West, and then it
cemes back again to the East. The three sages mentioned in the Bible came
from the East. There are lots of Eastern sages, but who ever heard of a
Western sage? All the Rosicrucians of the Middle Ages went to the East in
search of wisdom, and the last of the Alchemists has emigrated to the East.”

Communications of that kind only increased Pancho’s wish to go to the land
of Wisdom, and they forged still stronger the links with which his will was held
captive by an inflamed desire.

Conchita, too, became caught with this strange infatuation. It seemed as if
her own thoughts found expression through the mouth of the Indian girl; fora
superior spirit, who said that its name was * Purity,” spoke to her through the
entranced Juana, and whenever this spirit took possession of the Indian girl,
she became, so to say, transfigured, and her face assumed an angelic expression.

“ Grieve not,” said the spirit, *“ we are constantly around to guard you. We
are the messengers sent by the Most High, and no evil can befall those that
trust in our guidance. There are dark clouds gathering on the horizon whose
exact nature we are not permitted to reveal ; but if you have faith in the divine
power that guides all things, all will be well. God sees everything, and not the
least thing escapes his attention, for it is written that not even a sparrow falls
from a tree without the will of God.”

The influence passed away, and then the spirit of the African Adept returned
and wrote upon a paper:

“The spirit that just spoke is a liar. If a sparrow does not exert its own will
to remain upon the tree, there is no God that will keep him there.”

That was exactly Pancho’s idea, and he was glad to see it confirmed.

“ How strange !” exclaimed Conchita. “1T always imagined that a sparrow
had no will of its own, and that its will was the will of God.”

“ Nonsense |” said Pancho. “ There is no such thing as God. The African
Adepts do not believe in a God and they know what they are talking about.”

*“They must be very unhappy !” replied Conchita.

Pancho gave no reply; he saw that his wife was too ignorant to understand
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such philosophical questions, and he did not wish to enter into a discussion that
might end in a dispute.

“What is the name of the African Adept who is communicating with us?”
asked Pancho.

“Molobolo,” was the written answer.

“1I thought Molobolo was the African king with whom Mr. Puffer stayed,”
sald Pancho, and the answer came :

“He was a king, and has now become an Adept.”

Thus Pancho received communications from *“ Molobolo ” and Juana from
“Purity,” and as these communications often contradicted each other, while
each of the two parties believed in the infallibility of his or her guide, they only
served to separate our friends still more and to create an antagonism between
them, which became stronger in proportion as it became repressed.

The subject of Spiritualism now formed almost exclusively the topic of their
conversation. Pancho who had already had considerable experiences in such
matters did not believe that these ccmmunications originated from spirits of the
dead, nor from angels. He had read a great deal about Ske/ls and Elementaries
and said that he knew a thing or two and was not going to be humbugged. As
to “Purity ” being an angel, as Conchita supposed, he argued that if there were
no God, there could be no angels ; but he believed in the possibility of receiving
communications from living Adepts, and therefore those of Molobolo were to
him genuine and all the rest was a fraud.

Conchita had elicited from Pancho an account of his visit to Mr. Puffer, and
she now attributed Molabolo’s communications to an influence exercised over
Pancho’s mind by Mr. Puffer. She believed in * Purity” but not in Molobolo,
who, she said, was an evil spirit brought by Mr. Puflfer. Pancho defended
Molobolo and denounced “ Purity” as being a fraud. Their discussions became
sometimes very animated and would have often ended into a quarrel, if it had
not been for Conchita’s ability to turn things into a joke.

One day Pancho remarked:

“ My dear, all that ‘Purity’ says is nothing else but the reflections of your
own mind ; but as to King Molobolo, I know that he is a real and living person,
residing at Kakodumbala in the Lybian desert; there can be no doubt of his
identity ; for Mr. Puffer himself has been living with him.”

“But, my dear,” said Conchita, “ how do you know that the Molobolo that
talks through Juana is not also a reflection of your own mind?”

“ Because,” answered Pancho, ¢ Adepts can do such things and spirits cannot.
Moreover, my intuition tells me that it is Molobolo.”

“ My intuition tells me that Purity is just as good as Molobolo,” replied Con-
chita. *“They are either both true or both false.”

“You are mistaken, my dear,” said Pancho. “There must be a great dif-
ference between an Adept and a pretended spirit. I really shall have to go to
Africa myself to settle the question.”

“T wish you would go,” said Conchita. It would be better to settle it than
to worry continually about it.”

“I am seriously thinking of doing so,” said Pancho.

A few days after this conversation took place, the postman brought a large
package with the stamp of the post-office from the Cape of Good Hope.
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Pancho opened it, and found that it contained two letters. The first was a note
from the Urur Office, saying that Pancho’s application for chelaship had been
received and submitted to the Mysterious Brotherhood by means of the Shrine,
and that the enclosed answer had been received. It also expressed the hope
that Pancho would come to Urur to become a co-worker in the Cause of the
truth for the benefit of humanity.

The second letter was enclosed in a curious envelope, on which mystic
characters in various colours were printed. Pancho’s breath stood still as he
opened it, for this was a lctter from a real Adept, settling once and for ever the
question of their existence. He opened it and found a note written in a strange,
handwriting. It read as follows :—

“ FriEND,—He who desires to devote his life to the service of Humanity
must do so with his whole mind, his whole heart, implicitly and without any
reserve. Tear out of your soul the root of evil, the love of pleasures which are
not calculated for the fulfilment of the highest aspirations that man can have.
Sacrifice your lower passions to your higher aspirations. Work for the cause of
the truth, and great will be your reward. The Cause needs capable assistants.
Your qualifications are excellent. It rests with you to develop your powers.”

The signature of this letter can not be given, but it was not Molobolo’s name.

“This is plain enough,” said Pancho to himself, after reading the letter.
“I must go to Urur. I must make sacrifices to attain an exalted position.”

“Yes, I shall go,” he added, after a pause of reflection. *What is separation
from a wife in comparison with the attainment of all the knowledge of
the Adepts? It will be very painful to her to see me go, but it will not kill her,
and when I have learned the art of making the Philosopher’s Stone and the
Elixir of Life, I may come back to her.”

He firmly resolved to go. He took courage and spoke to his wife about it.
preparing beforehand all that he would say in answer to her obiections. But
Conchita did not object.

“Go, my beloved one,” she said, “if it is your pleasure to do so. I know
that you will not be satisfied until you have seen the Talking Image yourself.”

“ But what wll you do while I am gone ? ” asked Pancho.

“ Wait until you return,” answered Conchita.

“ But if I do not return ?” said Pancho.

“T know that you will return,” replied Conchita. *¢After you have seen the
Elephant you will be satisfied and glad to return to your wife.”

Pancho was somewhat stung by this remark, for he did not like to have such a
sacred thing as the Talking Image compared with an elephant in a show; but he
made no reply. He was satisfied with having so easily gained Conchita’s
consent. He said:

“I hope to have my clairvoyant powers in a short time sufficiently developed
to cnable me to see how you are doing.”

“ 1 have just been thinking of doing the same,” she said, “Juana told me of
a man who is giving instructions how to become clairvoyant.”

“ Oh, that will be nice, for I suppose that I will not have much time to write.”

It was settled that Pancho should leave by the next steamer of the Pacific
Mail Company.
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Let not the reader suppose that Pancho was an extraordinary simpleton.
‘There are thousands of persons living to-day, in high social positions, and being
looked upon as wise, who are equally unreasonable. He was a person of more
than average intelligence, but he was unconsciously selfish; he did not possess
yet the knowledge of Self. His egoistic propensities caused him to see the
truth in only a distorted aspect; his reason was made captive by it, enslaved
by his desire.

In vain truth battled in him against error. During the night preceding his
denarture for Africa it made one more herculean effort to obtain mastery over
him. He was in bed, but he could not sieep. It was as if a heavy load was
resting upon his soul ; he felt as if he werc about to commit a great crime. An
invisible vampire, ponderous as lead, seemed to be squatting upon his heart and
sucking out his strength. His immortal spirit seemed to have departed, leaving
behind only a gross material shell whose weight was dragging it down irto the
depths of the earth. He was conscious of being alive, but his life-blood seemed
to be swarming with worms and reptiles, battling with each other, the symbols of
his conflicting desires. To lie quiet under such circumstances was an impos-
sibility; corporeal rest became intolerable. He rose, and dressing himself,
attempted to go out, but the night was dark, and the rain coming down in
torrents drove him back into the house. He groped his way back to the sleeping-
room, and as he approached the bed it scemed to him that in the place of
Conchita there was an ugly serpent with the face of Juana grinning at him. He
turned away in disgust. Rather than remain at home he would be drowned in
the rain.  As he stepped out into the street there was a great shock of earth-
quake. It was the night in which a part of the Island of Java was destroyed
and sank into the sea.

What was the cause of Pancho’s emotions ?  Was it that he felt the coming
earthquake? Was it the higher consciousness battling against the decisions of
the animal mind and trying to prevent him from committing a bad action? or
was it a foreboding of the evil results . that would follow his departure? Who
can tell? It is said that earthquakes are due to a disturbance of emotions in
the soul of the earth. The elements in Pancho’s soul were likewise in a state
of terrible conflict. It was as if his individuality had become divided into
two separate entities, both existing in the same personality. One of these

urged him to go, the other one bade him to stay, and Pancho did not know
which one was right, or which wrong.

We will not enter into the details of what took place before his departure.
It will be sufficient to say that Conchita showed a remarkable amount of
self-control. She spoke of the joy that awaited her when she would see him
return, and thought of how happy they would be together when the cobwebs
in Pancho’s brain would have been removed by the African sun. She
attempted to appear gay, and proposed to accompany her husband on board
of the steamer; but when the fatal hour arrived, and she had dressed her-
self to go with him to the wharf, her courage gave way. Sobbing bitterly, she
threw herself upon a lounge, and when Pancho entreated her to speak, he merely
heard her whisper the words, * Father! Not my will, but Thine shall be done !”

Fancho hurried away.

Franz HARTMAXNN.
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Some of our members objected to this story being published in Lucirer,
believing it was a satire against the Theosophical Society.  The editor, one of
its Founders, does not agree with this view. Dr. Hartmann is a Fellow of the T.S,,
and would hardly ridiculethe body he belongsto. But he doesgive hardhitsto those
members who make a farce of the Society ; and especially to its false friends,
numerous parodists, and enemies. The artist who rises against the desecration
of his art and its abuses, renders service, and is no enemy but a friend to it
It is not against the use, but the abuse, of Occultism that the author fights.
In his own words, this story has not “been written for the purpose of carri-
caturing any living person,” though “it is taken from life and the persons
described herein are, so to say, composite photographs of persons that actually
exist. It is of a tragi-comical character; but this unfortunate circumstance is
due to the fact that life itself is a tragedy mixed up with a great deal of tom-
foolery, and it is better to laugh at its ills than to become angry about them.”
And headds:—

It is said that there is only one step from the sublime to the ridiculous and this fact is never more
evident than when allegorical representations of eternal verities are mistaken for historical events and
interpreted in a literal manner. The peregrinations of the valiant knight Don Quichote de la
Mancha in search of his imaginary Dulcinea de Toboso cannot be more ludicrous ‘than the useless
efforts of those who, instead of seeking for self knowledge within themselves, seek for it in external
things; and who unable to rise up in their thoughts o the regions of eternal truth, attempt to
drag it down to their intellectual level,

The comical situations in the pages of the work are thervliore not given to bring the true occult
doctrines into disrepute ; but rather to impress them more forcibly upon the mind, by showing to
what absurdities their misconception may lead. It has always been the fate of the truth, whenever
it descended among mankind, to be persecuted and misunderstood and crucified between superstition
and disbelief ; nor will it ever be known until it has risen up from between its distorted images
into the region of Knowledge. . . .

We are the more willing to publish this story as it casts more just ridicule
upon the enemies and detractors of the T.S. than upon the few theosophists
whose enthusiasm may have carried them into extremes.—[ED.]

AT LAST.

My dear lost Master, I have sought thee long

Thro’ brake and briar of life’s dark way-faring,

Where ‘mid the dying stars snow-mountains spring
Aglow to clasp the dawn . . . where the serried throng
Of dark-browed pines grow glad in one clear song

O/ wind and bird . . . where lingering rivers sing
Amid their lilies and green reeds whispering ;
And where thro' strife heroic hearts grow strong :

Yet never found thee till this last dark hour
When reft of all, my wan soul crucified,
Love’s oft-kissed hands have driven the sharp nails home :
And [ raised on the cross, [ pale as foam,
See sudden a glory shining at my side
And thro’ death-anguish life hath bu.st aflower !
EVELYN PYNE.
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FROM THE EAST OF TIME.
By CHARLES HaNNAN, F.R.G.S., Author of “A Swallow’s Wing,” etc.

(Continued from the January Number.)
Part IIL

T seems strange that the world should be moving onwards, that man
I should sleep and wake, that one should be born and another die,
whilst I, the victim of the Unity of Eternity, in my own person

seem to give the lie to the ever-moving Time.

Sometimes I have wondered if 1 shall ever die, sometimes I have
questioned uselessly whether if I have lost the power to sleep I have
also lost the power to die. And but an hour ago the test was nearly
made, for that pistol was placed against my brow. But as my hand
clasped it and asmy finger moved to touch the trigger my soul recoiled
from its own deed and Onora’s form came between me and the grave,

What a hideous mood was upon me yesternight ? what a terrible desire
was that which caused me to call upon the spirit which isa part of mine to
aid me in some hellish design that I might fascinate Onora Mayne ?

Perhaps I was blinded by an excess of terror which hid from me the
truth, that I love her—and love cannot injure, as I would have injured
in that moment the beauty of her soul.

Onora, I love you for good or ill! yours must be the holiness which
shall banish all that has come from the East of Time—if I gained your
love it may be that its purity would fill me, and exclude all else! Alas!
I dream of a thing which cannot be! Fool that I am, do I not know
wherefore from the East the spirit came? it was to divide with me my
youth, to share with me your love.

L] * L] » * L *

Within the past four days I have written much. To-night I have
destroyed all these pages which contained, as does everything I write
now, egotism in every line. If I wrote for the world I should be con-
demned, and justly. I care not!

But it was not because of egotism that I destroyed page upon page,
but rather that I would not have you know the terrible depths to which
my soul has sunk, and which lay unveiled upon the page a moment
since.

My uncle is very ill—and I am glad that he is so—there is no need to
conceal it—it is true. Let me say no more lest this also lead me to write
too much.

Onora and | have been much alone, she is alone with me as though
she loved me and were drawn towards me, though her maiden-like
reserve makes her every act instinct as it were with bashful grace.

I have watched her closely. I cannot be mistaken. I believe that
Onora loves. I laugh with a great happiness at my own folly when I
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recall my doubts but two days since, my fears that she could not be
mine, and now I feel that I possess her love.

I am infatuated with the beauty of the thought. Onora mine, at last!
Mine at last Onora! At last!

» L » - L 2 » L

Have you ever loved? Can you then conceive this thought !—that for
all you know the love which ske gives you may be as nothing, that it
may be a fascination, an empty mockery as the thing which I dreamt
of some days ago in an evil hour when I called upon the power of the
spirit from the East of Time.

My agony is intense. What if that which I look upon as bashfulness
be naught but fear, what if that which I look upon as love is fascination?
My own evil recoils upon myself. Hideous is the very prompting of my
mind ! .

Onora, do you love me, or have I called upon you that curse which is
mine? How is it that you are with me as it were in heart and soul, yet
cringe from me and dislike my very touch?

L J L 2 L - . L L

I have been looking at myself in the glass. I cannot understand how
aught so unearthly could attract a woman’s love. My eyes from want
of sleep are deeply sunken, my cheeks hollow, and my lips pale, whilst a
bluish tinge seems to have taken from my complexion every tint of youth.

I think I must be mad! Would to God I might be!

What a wish! I repent—not that—not that !

I shudder strangely at every thought that springs within me, for my
every wish of fiendish nature seems to rebound upon myself as granted
and fulfilled.

Death! If I only knew the great beyond. I fear Death because I
cannot see, and yet what can my life be more than the existence of a
spirit—of a double spirit—in a human tomb?

Onora Mayne, I call upon you still my thoughts; calm me and be
with me that my thoughts may dwell upon the hours I spent with you'!

This morning I received bad news. I, the man with the bluish face
and the pale lips turned paler then, and Onora fixed her eyes upon me
as I spoke : '

“ My friend, Frank Marston, will arrive in two days,” and a flash of
jealousy shot through me as I spoke his name.

It is strange that Onora likes me, hideous creature as I am become.
If to myself I seem so, what must I be to her >—to her the beautiful and
fair ;—and yet it is as though she saw nothing of that which is creeping
upon me, for daily she comes nearer to my heart !

Can it be that I am right in that aching thought—fascination, not love
or is she actuated by some depth of pity, that she does not see me as |
am? She cringes from me, yet hides the very act, and why then
cringing thus, does she always seek my presence ?
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I am a fool, my fiction writing in the old days has preyed upon my
brain.

Onora loves me—that is all.

[ ] » - - * . »

I have decided after much thought, and I wait for the day that I may
speak to Onora of my lovee. How many nights have I spent thus—
dreaming, anon horrible things, and anon the beautiful, and waiting for
the dawn, whilst sometimes, as an old custom, I take up my pen to
write a line or two, now only of my own career.

What use is a biographer to me, who write, without shame, of my
own strange life, and whose mind circles ceaselessly upon itself? Yet it
would seem that I am to have a Biographer in the days to come. Curious
to think upon!—and will he then glean anything of my real life, and of
the true nature of that which has come upon me; and will he describe
in that second volume which was lost in the East of Time the nature of
the change which has lighted upon me? Will he know anything of my
misery, of my sleeplessness, and of my hopeless love? Hopeless ? Why
hopeless, since I still hope ?

To-morrow, Onora, I shall ask your hand.

o= . - = » » .

Another day has gone.

She was very still and very quiet, and she let me take her hand
in mine; but it was cold, and did not answer to the pressure that
I gave, and I, who was half kneeling, in the old fashion, on a foot-
stool, by her side, looked up, as she did not speak, to see her face.
She was marble pale, and it flashed across me: “Has she become
even as [ am, and as I must be?” Then I think I spoke again, in low
tones, lest I should frighten her, and I told her, as I looked upon her
still, frozen face, of the great devotion of my youth, and how I was un-
worthy, yet could not help myself in that I now spoke.

And then [ tkink, for 1 cannot recall clearly all that passed in mo-
ments peopled with thoughts which rushed to and fro within me, pressing
forwards to light from darkness and back to darkness from light. I think
she was still for a few moments and then a trembling took her, and as
I, fearing she would fall, placed my arm about her, she sprang from me
with a shriek as though from an unholy thing.

And I think I fell upon the ground whilst the devils in my heart
tore me asunder, and all darkness descended from above.

Then of a sudden a hand was placed upon my hair and Onora
spoke, and what she said I shall not desecrate, only it calmed my soul.

And now I am filled with a great sorrow and am in my better mind!
Ah, Onora, it must have been as I have feared, you were drawn towards
me dear, as you are still, and I pray you to forgive me, for the
power is noneof mine. Ah, Onora, you have been more than friend,
dear to me in the days gone by, yet I blame not you, but this accursed
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thing from the East of Time, whose power encircled your soul to draw
it near mine own. And I pray, that as I shall shortly set you free, so you
may forgive me for that of which you do not know. I have taken your
answer, Onora, in the sadness of my heart, and you take this, dear, in
the after days.

“ONLY A FrIEND.”

“Only a friend—no more,”
Why not have said “Farewell for aye,”
Ah, better so !
How can we, howso’er we try,
The past ignore ?

“ Only a friend—no more,”
Do not the very words that bind
For time to come,
Sever the trust we ought to find
In friendship’s: store ?

“Only a friend—no more,”
Must we then keep the strict confine
We seal to-day ?
When eye meets eye this be in thine
¢ A friend—no more !”

“Only a friend—no more,”
Nearer thy heart in rustling sound
Moved by the breeze
Yon withered leaves that circle round
Thy feet, Onore !

“Only a friend—no more,”
Before me waking—present should I sleep,
For evermore
This—there can be no gulf more deep—
A friend—no more !

Dear, can my better self speak to you before I go?

Onora, I am a young man, and my path has not been easy. Do you
think that I have lived these years in poverty and in my uncle’s home
without the longing that manhood brings—to be free? Do you think
that I, who but a few hours ago asked you to be my wife, could have lived
upon his bounty, or upon the fortune which may be yours? Rather I
should have asked you to share an author’s home, where poverty may be,
but where shame is an absent thing!

“ A friend—no more.” Onora, it is well—well when I remember that
which I had forgotten for a little time—that there is another’s soul
within me even now! Onora, you will know why I have done this
thing—you, Onora, will know—that it has been done for you. For
this has been my fear, that you, too, might be entrapped by that power
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which has come from the East of Time! that you, too, may taste of my
misery—if I but live!

This you shall never do!

* * * * * * *

I have been praying that it may be God’s will that I may die. For
her sake I would do this thing, yet for my own sake also, for hell cannot be
blacker than the life I have known for nine days! And for the present
it seems to me that the spirit from the future time has ceased to trouble
me as though it were aweary of life, and would fain pass beyond into the
realms of death. And yet, if my time has come, and if it be that I may
die as I so plan, who knows if the spirit which is silent now will die also,
or if it will not be merely as if released, to pass back to its own century
in the distant East of Time?

If my time has come ! I fear lest it be not come, and I tremble lest
the second volume, which tells of my life in the after days, may be the
chronicle of many weary years to come. And the things which are
written there must be, for they Zave beer in future time.

* * * * * * *

My soul seems to have become a hell. It is as though® I knew of
other promptings, and these the truth, which bear me onwards to commit
this deed. Itis as though something whispered to me, “ You wish to die
for self’s sake, and for that alone. You face a miserable life, and you
cannot bear it, that is all. And more than this you fear your friend’s
arrival on the morrow, and that arrival you would avoid at any cost, and
the jealousy which will lead you on to crime you are not man enough to
face, and still you say, ‘I do this for her sake.’”

Great God! it is all true!

* * * * * * *

Dawn is approaching. Has no one guessed that I have not slept for
nine days? Onora alone has seen me since my uncle fell ill ; she alone
and the servants have looked upon my face !

There will be talk in the servants’ hall ere another day has passed.

My resolve is made. I have argued logically with myself, as I used
often to argue in my boyish days, each impulse of right and wrong, and
I have fixed upon this thing. I mean to die.

For it seems to me that what is written in the future time must be
and if I go against my destiny, a Higher Power will turn Death aside, and
I, who long to taste of death, shall live, if my time be not at hand. And
now I shall place this pistol against my heart, for I would, Onora, that
your lips might light in kiss upon my brow when I am gone, and I
cannot mutilate my face. The heart is here, is it not? VYes, I am sure
of it—it is certain death—nothing stops me. I seem to know that it is
His wiLL that my end may be, and all is at rest within me, yet I know
that the spirit from the East of Time is not dead, but has tasted of
misery from that youth it came to share and to destroy, and that it is
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only calm in the desire which is my desire and his desire—that life may
end.

Onora, farewell ! it is better, dearest, that it should be so, for my life is
not a thing which could bring happiness to those I love, and you, Onora,
must forget the man whose life was changed (not as you dream of, dear)
because we met.

» * * » » * »

I have stood shuddering before my glass, trembling like an aspen, with
my revolver placed against my breast, and like a coward I have shrunk
back from death, and from that which I shall yet complete. I feel as
though there were something I had not yet done. What is it?—what
is it?

Your rose. I know it now—your rose, Onora. Do you remember
the day you arrived at Varnley Hall? Do you remember it fell from
your hair, and I picked it up and returned it to your hand, and you
smiling laid it on the mantel as though still loth to cast the flower away,
and then you said, “ Some whim made me put the faded thing in my
hair. I wore it at a ball last night, and it is withered, as you see!” and
when you left the room I took it, for it was dear to me because it had
added to your loveliness.

Poor withered rose, thou, too,
Hast won a moment’s glory * * ¥
Whilst the foul airs of gaslight, and the hum
Of countless dancers seemed to stupefy,
And kill with new-awakened wonderment
Thy sylvan sense!

Does it please you, Onora, that the last lines of my poor poesy are a
fragment upon your rose ?

* * * * * * *

In five minutes’ time I shall be a dead man! The hand of the clock
moves leadenly—twenty-six minutés! four more and I lift my Colt
without hesitation and fire into my breast. How the seconds drag
themselves out! What has happened, that the clock seems to stand
still—has it stopped ? No, it is ticking still. =~ See how the hands hurry
me onwards to my doom. Two minutes—why am I all cold? The
clock ticks too loudly. Why do I write like one frenzied? Ah! I die
like a soldier, with my weapon in hand-—my pen—the only weapon I
have ever used !

One minute—God in Heaven! if it be thy will that I may not die, let
the hand stop now, for the end is near. The seconds gather and heap
upon themselves—Onora—Onora—farewell !

Now 111

(To be concluded in our next Number.)
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THE ANCIENT EMPIRE OF CHINA.

A BOUT two thousand years before our Christian era, the Chinese
/él tribe first appeared in the country, where it has since increased
'_ so greatly. It then occupied a small extent of territory, on the

north and east of the Ho, the more southern portion of the present
province of Shan-se. As its course continued to be directed to the east
and south (though after it crossed the Ho, it proceeded to extend itself
westwards as well), we may conclude that it had come into China from
the north-west. Believing that we have in the 10th chapter of the Book
of Genesis some hints, not to be called in question,* of the way in which
the whole world was overspread by the families of the sons of Noah, I
suppose that the family, or collection of families—the tribe—which has
since grown into the most numerous of the nations, began to move
eastwards, from the regions between the Black and Caspian seas, not
long after the confusion of tongues. Going on, between the Altaic range
of mountains on the north, and the Tauric range, with its continuations,
on the south, but keeping to the sunny and more attractive south as
much as it could, the tribe found itself, at the time I have mentioned,
between 40° and 45° N. L., moving parallel with the Yellow River in the
most northern portion of its course. It determined to follow the stream,
turned south with it, and moved along its eastern bank, making settle-
ments where the country promised most advantages, till it was
stopped by the river ceasing its southward flow, and turning again
towards the east. Thus the present Shan-se was the cradle of the
Chinese empire. The tribe dwelt there for a brief space, consolidating
its strength under the rule of chieftains, who held their position by their
personal qualities more than by any privileges of hereditary descent ;
and then gradually forced its way east, west and south, conflicting with
the physical difficulties of the country, and prevailing over the opposition
of ruder and less numerous neighbours.

The arrival of the Chinese tribe had been anticipated by others.4 These

* Our contributors are entitled to their opinions and allowed a great latitude in the expression of
their respective religious or even sectarian views.  Yet a line of demarcation must be drawn ; and if
we are told that the evolution of Races and their ethnological distribution as in the Bible are ‘‘ not
to be called in question,” then, after Noah, we may be next asked to accept Bible chronology, and
the rib, and the apple verdally, to boot? This—we must decline. It is really a pity to spoil able
articles by appealing to Biblical allegory for corroboration.—{ED. ]

+ And all this in less than 2,000 years B.C. (1998) if we accept Bible chronology? The Chinese race
has been ethnologically and historically known to exhibit the same type as it does now, several
thousand years B.c. A Chinese emperor put to death two astronomers for failing to predict an
eclipse, over 2,000 years B.c. What kind of an antediluvian animal was Noah, for that ** Adamite’
to beget all by himself three sons of the most widely separated types—namely an Aryan or Caucasians
a Mongolian, and an African Negro?—{ED. ]
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may have left the original seat of our infant race in the West earlier
than it ; or they may have left it at the same time. If they did so, the
wave of emigration had broken in its progress. Some portions had
separated from the main body, and found their way into the present
province of Shan-se ; and others, pursuing the same direction with it,
but moving with more celerity, had then been pushed forward, by its
advance, towards the sea, and subsequently along the sea-board, trying
to make good a position for themselves among the mountains and along
the streams of the country. We are not to suppose that the land was
peopled by these tribes. They were not then living under any settled
government, nor were they afterwards able to form a union of their forces,
which could cope with the growing power of the larger people. They
were scattered here and there over the region north of the Ho, gradually
extending southward towards the Keéang. Hostilities were constantly
breaking out between them and the Chinese, over whom they might
gain, once and again, temporary advantages. They increased in their
degree, as well as those, and were far from being entirely subdued at
the end of the Chow dynasty. Remnants of them still exist in a state
of semi-independence in the south-western parts of the empire. Amid
the struggles for the supreme power which arose when one dynasty
gave place to another, and the constant contentions which prevailed
among the States into which the empire was divided, the princes readily
formed alliances with the chiefs of these wilder tribes. They were of
great assistance to King Woo in his conflict with the last sovereign of
the dynasty of Shang. In the speech which he delivered to his forces
before the decisive battle in the wild of Muh, he addressed the “men of
Yung, Shuh, Kéang, Maou, Wei, Loo, P’ang, and Poh,” in addition to
his own captains, and the rulers of friendly States. We are told that
the wild tribes of the south and north, as well as the people of the great
and flowery region, followed and were consenting with him.

King Woo established the rule of the Chow dynasty in the beginning
of the 12th century B.C.

From the documents purporting to belong to the periods of Chinese
history which are preserved in the Shoo, it will be seen that the year
B.C 775 is the earliest date which can be said to be determined with
certainty. The exact year in which the Chow dynasty commenced is
not known ; and as we ascend the stream of time, the two schemes
current among the Chinese themselves diverge more widely from each
other, while to neither of them can we accord our credence.

The accession of Yu, the first sovereign of the nation, was probably at
some time in the nineteenth century before Christ ;* and previous to him

* The first Emperor, the grandson of Chow Siang, th founder of the Tsin dynasty, which gave its
name to China, flourished in the V1. cent. B.C. but the series of Sovereigns in China is lost in the
night of time. But even nineteen centuries carry the Chinese race beyond the Flood, and lcave
that race still historical. —{ED. ]
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there were the chiefs Shun and Yaou. To attempt to carry the early
Chinese history to a higher antiquity than twenty centuries before Christ
is without any historical justification.*

There may have been such men as Chinese writers talk of under the
appellations of Chuen-heuh, Hwang-te, Shin-nung, Fuh-he, etc.; but
they cannot have been rulers of China. They are children of the mist
of tradition, if we should not rather place them in the land of
phantasy.+

The Chinese empire consisted in the time of Yu of nine provinces.
On the north and west its boundaries were much the same as those of
China Proper at the present day. On the east it extended to the sea,
and even, according to many, across it, so as to embrace the territory of
Corea. Its limits on the south are not very well defined in the “Books
of Yu” It certainly did not reach beyond the range of mountains
which run along the north of Kwang-tung province, stretching into
Kwang-se on the west and Fuh-Kéen on the east.

Edward Biot calls attention to the designation of the early Chinese
tribe or colony as “the black-haired people,” saying that they were
doubtless so named in opposition to the different or mixed colour of the
hair of the indigenous race. But I cannot admit any indigenous race —
any race that did not come from the same original centre of our world’s
population as the Chinese themselves. The wild tribes of which we
read in the Shoo and Chinese history, were, no doubt, black-haired, as
all the remnants of them are at the present day. If we must seek an
explanation for the name of “ black-haired people,” as given to the early
Chinese, I should say that its origin was anterior to their entrance into
China, and that it was employed to distinguish them from other
descendants of Noah#} from whom they separated, and who, while
they journeyed to the east, moved in an opposite and westward
direction.

It was to their greater civilization and the various elements of strength
flowing from it, that the Chinese owed their superiority over other early
settlers in the country. They were able, in virtue of this, to subdue the
land and replenish it, while the ruder tribes were gradually pushed into

* The Chinese chronological annals have preserved to this day the names of numerous dynasties
running back to a period 3,000 and 4,000 years B.C. 'Why should we, whose history beyond the year
1 of our era {even that year is now found untrustworthy !} is all guess-work, presume to correct the
chronology of other nations far older than our own? With doubts thrown even upon Wilhelm Tell,
asan historical personage, and King Arthur in an historical London fog, what right—except egregious
conceit—have we, Europeans, to say we know Chinese or any pre-Christian chronology better than
the nations who have kept and preserved their own records ?—{ED.]

+ Surely not any more so than the Patriarchs and #4eir periods —{ED. |

{1 We believe there could not be found now one single anthropologist or ethnologist of any note
{not even among those clergymen who care for their scientific reputation) who would take any concern
in, or consider for one moment Noah as the root-stock of mankind. To use this personage as a
‘buffer against the views of any man of science is, to say the least out of date. Mr. Gladstone
alone could afford it.—[ED.]
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corners, and finally were nearly all absorbed and lost in the prevailing
race. The black-haired people brought with them habits of settled
labour. Their wealth did not consist, like that of nomads, in their
herds and flocks. Shun’s governors of provinces in the Shoo are called
Pastors or Herdsmen, and Mencius speaks of princes generally as
“Pastors of men ”; but pastoral allusions are very few in the literature
of China. The people could never have been a tribe of shepherds.
They displayed, immediately on their settlement, an acquaintance with
the arts of agriculture and weaving. The cultivation of grain to obtain
the staff of life, and of flax to supply clothing, at once received their
attention. They knew also the value of the silkworm and planted the
mulberry tree. The exchange of commoditics—the practice of com-
merce on a small scale—was, moreover, early developed among them.
It was long, indeed, before they had anything worthy of the name of a
city ; but fairs were established at convenient places, to which the people
resorted from the farms and hamlets about, to barter their various
wares.

In addition to the above endowments, the early Chinese possessed
the elements of intellectual culture. They had some (?) acquaintance
with astronomy, knew approximately the length of the year, and recog-
nized the necessity of the practice of intercalation, to prevent the
seasons, on a regard to which their processes of agriculture depended,
from getting into disorder. They possessed also the elements of their
present written characters. The stories current, and which are endorsed
by statements in the later semi-classical books, about the invention of
the characters by Ts’ang-Keéi, in the time of Hwang-te, are of no value;
and it was not until the Chow dynasty, and the reign particularly of
King Seuen (B.C. 825—779), that anything like a dictionary of them was
attempted to be compiled ; but the original immigrants, I believe,
brought with them the art of ideographic writing or engraving. It was
rude and imperfect, but it was sufficient for the recording of simple
observations of the stars in their courses, and the surface of the earth,
and for the orders to be issued by the government of the time.* As
early as the beginning of the Shang dynasty, we find E Yin presenting
a written memorial to his sovereign.

The habits of the other settlers were probably more warlike than those
of the Chinese ; but their fury would exhaust itself in predatory raids.
They were incapable of any united or persistent course of action. We
cannot wonder that they were in the long run supplanted and absorbed

* Bunsen calculates that 20,000 years, at least, were necessary for the development and formation
of the Chinese language. Other philologists may disagree, but which of them traces the *‘ celestials’
from Noah?—{Ebp.]

t+ How can this be, when we find in Knight's Cyclopedia of Biography that the work Skan Hai
King is spoken of by the commentator Kwoh P’oh (A.D. 276—324) as having been compiled 3,000
years before his timme, *‘seven dynasties back”? It was arranged by Kung Chia or Chung-Ku
¢ from engravings on nine urns made by the Emperor Yu B.C. 2255.”
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by a race with the characteristics and advantages which I have pointed
out.

The Bamboo Annals give but the skeleton of the history of ancient
China ; the Shoo gives the flesh and drapery of the body at particular
times. The one tells of events simply, in the fewest possible words ; the
other describes the scenes and all the attendant circumstances of those
events.

The Chinese meaning of the term S/oo is “ the pencil speaking,” and
hence it is often used as a general designation for the written characters
of the language. From this use of the term the transition was easy to
the employment of it in the sense of writings or books, applicable to
any consecutive compositions ; and before the time of Confucius we
find it further specially applied to designate the historical remains of
antiquity, in distinction from the poems, the accounts of rites and other
monuments of former times. Not that those other documents might
not also be called by the general name of S/4oo. The peculiar signifi-
cance of the term, however, was well established, and is retained to the
present day. The Shoo, in the lips of Confucius, denoted documents
concerning the history of his country from the most ancient times to
his own ; as spoken of since the Han dynasty, it has denoted a com-
pilation of such documents, believed to have been made by the sage.
The Shoo, or “Book of History,” is simply a collection of historical
memorials, extending over a space of 1,700 years.

“The Bamboo Books” is a comprehensive designation. It is not,
indeed, so wide as De Mailla represents, when he says:—“It is the
general name given to all ancient books written on tablets of bamboo,
before the manner of making paper was discovered.”

Such books might be spoken and written of as “Bamboo Books.”
The Bamboo Books is the name appropriate to a large collection of
ancient documents, discovered in A.D. 279, embracing nearly twenty
different works, which contained altogether between seventy and eighty
chapters or books. The chiefs and rulers of the ancient Chinese were
not without some considerable knowledge of God; but they were
accustomed, on their first appearance in the country, if the earliest
portions of the Shoo can be relied on at all, to worship other spiritual
beings as well. There was no sacerdotal or priestly class among them ;
there were no revelations from Heaven to be studied and expounded.
The chieftain was the priest for the tribe ; the emperor, for the empire;
the prince of a state, for his people ; the father, for his family.

Shun had no sooner been designated by Yaou to the active duties of
the government as co-emperor with him, than “he offered a special
sacrifice, but with the ordinary forms, to God ; sacrificed purely to the
six Honoured ones ; offered their appropriate sacrifices to the rivers and
hills, and extended his worship to the host of spirits.”

Subsequently, in the progresses which he is reported to have made to
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the different mountains where he met the princes of the several quarters
of the empire, he always commenced his proceedings with them by
“ presenting a burnt-offering to Heaven, and sacrificing in order to the
hills and rivers.,” I do not refer to these passages as veritable records
of what Shun actually did ; but they are valuable as being the ideas of
the compilers of the Shoo of what he should have done in his supposed
circumstances.

The name by which God was designated was the Ruler and the
Supreme Ruler, denoting emphatically his personality, supremacy
and unity. We find it constantly interchanged with the term
Heaven, by which the ideas of supremacy and unity are equally
conveyed, while that of personality is only indicated vaguely,
and by an association of the mind* By God, kings were sup-
posed to reign, and princes were required to decree Justice. All
were under law to Him, and bound to obey His will. Even on the
inferior people He has conferred a moral sense, compliance with which
would show their nature invariably right. All powers that be are from
Him. He raises one to the throne and puts down another. Obedience is
sure to receive His blessing ; disobedience to be visited with His curse.
The business of kings is to rule in righteousness and benevolence, so
that the people may be happy and good. They are to be an example
to all in authority, and to the multitudes under them. Their highest
achievement is to cause the people tranquilly to pursue the course which
their moral nature would indicate and approve. When they are doing
wrong God admonishes them by judgments—storms, famine and other
calamities ; if they persist in evil, sentence goes forth against them.
The dominion is taken from them, and given to others more worthy
of it.

The Duke of Chow, in his address on “ The Establishment of Govern-
ment,” gives a striking summary of the history of the empire down to
his own time. Yu the Great, the founder of the Hea dynasty, “sought
for able men to honour God.” But the way of Ké&g, the last of his line,
was different. He employed cruel men—and he had no successors:
The empire was given to T’ang the Successful, who “greatly adminis-
tered the bright ordinances of God.” By and by, T’ang’s throne came
to Show, who was all violence, so that “ God sovereignly punished him.”
The empire was transferred to the House of Chow, whose chiefs showed
their fitness for the charge by “finding out men who would reverently
serve God, and appointing them as presidents and chiefs of the people.”

It was the duty of all men to reverence and honour God, by obeying
His law written in their hearts, and seeking His blessing in all their
ways ; but there was a solemn and national worship of Him, as ruling in

# No Chinaman has ever believed in one personal God, but in Heaven in an abstract sense, whose
many '‘ Rulers " were synthesized by that ‘* Heaven.” Every philosophy and sect proves it; from

Laotze and Confucius down to the latest sects and Buddhism. A ‘* He" God is unknown in China.
—|Eb.]
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nature and providence, which could only be performed by the emperor,
It consisted of sacrifices, or offerings rather, and prayers. No image
was formed of Him, as indeed the Chinese have never thought of
fashioning a likeness of the Supreme.*

Who the “six Honoured ones,” whom Shun sacrificed to next to God
were, is not known t In going on to worship the hills and rivers, and
the host of spirits, he must have supposed that there were certain tutelary
beings, who presided over the more conspicuous objects of nature, and its
various processes. They were under God, and could do nothing, except-
ing as they were permitted and empowered by Him ; but the worship of
them was inconsistent with the truth that God demands to be recognized
as “ He who worketh all in all,” and will allow no religious homage to be
given toany but Himself. It must have always been the parent of many
superstitions ; and it paved the way for the pantheism which enters
largely into the belief of the Chinese at the present day, and of which
we find one of the earliest steps in the practice, which commenced with
the Chow dynasty, of not only using the term Heaven as a synonym for
God, but the combination Heaven and Earth.

ANDREW T. SIBBOLD.

# Just so; because the mind of the Chinaman is too philosophical to create-for itself an ABSOLUTE
Supreme as a personality in his (the Chinaman'’s) likeness.

t ** The six honoured ones,” are those of every nation which had a cult based on astronomy. The
*“God" was the Sun. Ahura Mazda and his six Amshaspends of the Mazdeans are the later
development of the 12 Zodiacal signs divided into six double houses the Sun being the seventh and
always made the representative (or synthesis) of the six. As Proclushasit: ¢ The Framer made the
heavens six in number, and for the seventh he cast into the midst the fire of the Sun " (7imazus),
and this idea is preeminent in the Christian (especially the Roman Catholic) idea, #.e., the Sun-Christ,
who is also Michael, and his six and seven Eyes, or Spirit of the Planets. The *‘six—seven” are a
movable and interchangeable number and are ever made to correlate in religious symbolism. As
correctly shown by Mr. G. Massey there are seven circles to Meru and six parallel ridges across it,
there are scven manifestations of light and only six days of creation, etc. The mystery of the
“ double heaven” is one of the oldest and most Kabalistic and the six chambers, divisions, etc., in most
of the temples of antiquity with the officiating priest, representing the Sun, the seventh, left abundant
witnesses behind them.—{ED. ]

(70 be concluded in our next.)

He is a man who does not turn away from what he has said.
The heart of the fool is in his tongue, the tongue of the wise is in his
heart.
You cannot make a fat broth from a lean fowl.
Two captains sink the ship.
—Turkish Proverbs.
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The Elirir of the Devil.
(Translated from the German of E. T. A. Hoffmann by William Ashton Ellis.)
(Continued from the January Number.)

CHAPTER 1IV.

MONG the professors of the Seminary there was a most eloquent preacher.
A Each time he preached the church was crowded. The fire-stream of
= his speech bore his hearers irresistibly with it, kindling within them
the fervour of devotion. I, too, was caught by the flame of his noble inspira-
tion ; but, while I admired his exceptional gift, it seemed to me as though some
inner force impelled me to attempt to follow in his footsteps. When I had
listened to him I preached to myself in my solitary cell, completely yielding
myself to the inspiration of the moment, until I was able to fix my ideas and
commit my words to writing.

The Brother who was wont to preach in the monastery was growing gradually
more feeble; his discourses crept, like a half-filled brook, toilsomely-along their
toneless banks, and his exceptionally slow delivery, an evidence of lack of both
idea and word, made his discourse, that showed no connecting thought, so in-
tolerably tedious, that, before the Amen, the greater portion of the congrega-
tion was sound asleep, as from the meaningless monotony of the murmur of a
mill, and could only be re-awakened by the organ’s blast. The Prior Leonardus,
it is true, was a first-rate orator, but he was chary of preaching, for it taxed the
strength of his advancing age, and beside him there was no one who could re-
place this inccmpetent Brother.

Leonardus spoke to me of this misfortune, which deprived the church of the
attendance of many devout persons. I took heart, and told him how I had felt
an inner call to preaching even in the Seminary, and had composed and written
down many a spiritual discourse. He desired to see them, and was so delighted
that he pressed me to make my first trial as a preacher on the very next Saint's-
day, assuring me that there was but little chance of my failure, since nature
had endowed me with all the essentials of a good pulpit-orator, an attractive
form, an expressive countenance, and a strong, melodious voice. In respect of
the external details, such as appropriate gesticulation, he undertook himself to
instruct me.

The day came; the church was fuller than usual, and it was not without an
inner qualm that I mounted the pulpit. At first I adhered to the text of my
manuscript, and, as Leonardus told me later, I spoke in hesitating tones, which
were, however, well suited to the devout and sorrowful meditation with which
the discourse opened, and were regarded by the majority of my hearers as a
most effective display of oratorical art.

Soon, however, it was as though the glowing spark of heaven-sent mspu'atlon
lit up my inmost soul; I discarded the manuscript, and gave myself up com-
pletely to the impulse of the moment. I felt the blood rushing in hot currents
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through my pulses—I heard my voice thundering along the arches: I saw my
uplifted head, my outstretched arm, as though surrounded with the aureole of
inspiration. With one sentence, in which I gathered together, as in a flaming
focus, all the holy and noble thoughts I had given vent to, I closed a discourse
whose effect was unheard-of and unparalleled.

Impetuous sobs, cries of devout delight escaping involuntarily from the lips,
and loud-breathed prayer re-echoed when my words were done. ‘The Brothers
paid me toll of highest admiration, while the Prior embraced me, and greeted
me as the pride of the monastery.

My fame soon spread abroad, and the é/ife of the city’s society crowded into
the church, even an hour before the tolling of the bell, in order to hear Brother
Medardus. Urged on by this admiration, my eagerness, and my care to give
my speech due roundness and symmetry, together with the fire of strength,
ever increased. On each occasion I succeeded more and more in chaining
the attention of my audience, and the honour which on all hands was showered
on me mounted higher and higher, until it almost reached the adoration of a
Saint. A religious frenzy had seized the city ; at every opportunity, even that
of the ordinary week-day services, the people flocked to the cloister to see
Brother Medardus and speak with him. ‘

Then there arose in me the thought that I was one chosen of Heaven. My
mysterious birth in a holy spot, for the atonement of the sin of my father, the
wondrous occurrences of my early childhood, all, all seemed to point to one
conclusion : that my spirit, in immediate communion with the heavenly, was
already soaring above the earthly, and that I belonged, not to the world, not to
mankind, for whose comfort and salvation I sojourned here on earth. I was
sure now that the old pilgrim of the Holy Linden was Saint Joseph, and the
marvellous child was the infant Jesus himself, who greeted in me the Saint who
was called to journey on the earth.

But as this thought grew clearer in my brain, my surroundings waxed ever
more burdensome and oppressive. The peace and cheerfulness of spirit that
erewhile was mine, had vanished from my soul; even the good-humoured utter-
ances of the Brothers and the friendliness of the Prior awoke in me contemp-
tuous enmity. They ought tosee in me the SaiNT, lifted high above themselves,
and grovelling in the dust beseech my intercession at the throne of God. Thus
did I hold them all as sunk beyond recall in miserable blindness.

Even in my sermons I introduced covert allusions to the advent of a wonder-
ful year which was now breaking like the rosy radiance of dawn, and in which
one of God’s chosen messengers was wandering upon earth with healing in his
hands. I clothed iny fancied mission in mystic pictures which worked the more
mysterious charm upon my hearers the less they understood them.

Leonardus grew visibly cooler towards me, and avoided speaking to me
without the presence of a witness. At last, however, when by chance we were
left alone in an avenue of the cloister-garden, he broke forth :

“I can no longer conceal from thee, dear Brother Medardus, that for
some time past thou hast sorely displeased me by thy bearing. Some
change has come upon thy soul that has turned thee from the devout
simplicity of thy life. In thy speech there reigns a veiled hostility, behind
which there seems to lie some hidden meaning which once pronounced,































































































































