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INTRODUCTION,

In  sending this book out into the  world, I am hut an instru
ment; a servant under orders; obeying commands that have 
come to me from many sources, and leaving the result with those 
who have guided me.

In the beginning of a new age, like th a t upon which we are now- 
entering, there are many souls awakening from their long sleep 
of death, and beginning to  reach out after those spiritual powers, 
th a t are the b irth righ t of every child of God, bu t have hitherto, 
except in isolated cases, lain undeveloped as potential possibilities.

Tne p ith  of th is book, is true occult law ; giving the mystical 
insight into all hum an possibility; and to  the awakened mind of 
the student will reveal the steps to  be taken, if he would enter 
the Temple of T ruth , and abide in unchanging Peace.

The law of vibratory force and of magnetic power, has already 
obtained a place among the scientific minds of the day. In a t
tem pting to  prove th a t the  knowledge of these forces is the key 
to  all power, I  have b u t h inted a t  a  secret belonging to  the coming 
age.

The order for th is hook was given some tim e ago, b u t as there 
was no one ready to  perform the work, it  w aited; and was 
given me as an instrum ent to  whom the Light has come from 
sources th a t I  knew not existed, when I  began my work. The 
Hierophant of the Order E gyp tian ; the Order of A lcantra of 
G ranada; the School of the  Prophets on M ount H erm on; the Illu
minati, and the Nameless One, over whom the Keeper of the 
Lost W ord presides—all these have given of their wisdom, and 
bid me say th a t some of the cult used in  the  Book has never before 
been pu t into English.
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The author lays no claim to originality. The knowledge of 
vibrations was known many ages ago by the Chaldeans, Egyp
tians, and Jewish Kabalists, and are still held sacred by the Lamas 
of Thibet.

If the reader will delve deep into the  spirit of this book, reading 
between the lines, he may find that which will be more precious 
than rabies, a light that will lead him to heights undreamed of, 
where he will catch glimpses of the m ajesty of God’s great glory, 
and the fact of God will no longer be a belief of the  head, bu t a 
knowledge of the heart. I t  will lead him across the threshold, 
into the Temple, where the secret laws of life and occult phi
losophy will be made plain, and he will find himself no longer a 
worm of the dust, bu t a Deifle babe, whose life m ust ever be a t 
one w ith the Divine Source.

The clock has struck the m idnight hour of the old age. The 
sixth day’s work is finished. The long day of Love’s waiting is 
accomplished, and lo ! the morning of a new day dawns, with hints 
of a coming glory too great to be imagined by the present race. 
To the people of this new time, the tru ths of th is book will not 
seem strange, for they will be endowed w ith  senses now but dimly 
presaged.

“ To-morrow’* fate, though thou be wise,
Thou c&ns’t not tell, nor yet surmise;
Pass therefore not to-day in vain,
For it will never come again.”

Omar Kayam.
(A Persian Poet.)
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Z E N 1 A ,  T H E  V E S T A L .

C H A P T E R  I.

FATE.

“We know but little of the way 
That the sacred Fates pursue.”

“ As gold is uncorruptible In the fire, so man is subject only to the One God 
dwelling in him.”—Jacob Bcehme.

“ Y e gods, what a creature ! Such perfect curves of form I 
such grace of motion I What must the face be ? ”

“ Don’t  rave, Cecil. Bad form, you know. Besides, it’s a loss 
of vital energy. Keep calm. We can follow and see for our
selves.”

The two young men. hastened and entered the main hall of 
the Louvre, where, among many others, a young lady and 
her companion were giving their parasols in charge of the 
custodian, and then turned toward the grand staircase. They 
noticed no one, and seemed intent upon the subject they were 
discussing earnestly. The young men were now quite near, 
and overheard the younger say:

“ I shall take but two pictures to-day, Mouessie, then sit in the 
atmosphere of the Venus de Milo and the ancient Greeks for
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half an  hour, and all the rest of the tim e we will have for the 
dear old Egyptians.”

“ As you lead, I  follow, (hurling,” replied the o th e r ; u only, I  
m ust take in more than two pictures. Life, w ith me, is too 
brief for such extravagances.”

They were now qu ite  near to  the W inged V ictory of Samo- 
thrace,* whose headless form seemed reaching out to m eet them. 
T h at they  were connoisseurs in  a r t was very evident, for the  
g irl’s cheeks flushed as her eyes rested on the headless figure 
w ith  flowing garm ents standing on the prow of the mystic boat. 
T he mass of sight-seers moved by, some to the right, others to 
the l e f t ; b u t the young g irl and her m other paused in  silence, 
and the young m en also paused, unobserved and unnoticed.

“ W here is such grace to  be found to-day, Mouessie ? W hy 
should the A ncients alone possess i t  ? Each tim e we come here 
its power over me is greater, and I  see w ith  clearer vision th a t 
glorious tim e when the hum an moved and breathed in perfect 
unison w ith the rhythm  of all created things,— of swaying tree, 
and flowing wave, to p lanet’s cycle and the music of the m yriad 
spheres—one universal melody. Ah, th a t was life, and worth the 
l iv in g ! W e of to-day are m erely existing among the ashes of 
a buried past, too glorious to imagine.”

* Samothrace, or the island of Samos, rocky and mountainous, has come down 
to us from the age of myth, connected with the mystic and sacred rites of the 
Kabeirl or Cabeiri. This mysterious and silent order grew from the Greek 
desire of perfect humanity, and no one was admitted to this fraternity who had 
not been bom of an archetypal man and woman. All that belonged to mere 
externals they held in contempt,—riches, self, sex, and the ordinary marriage. 
They held that the mystery of their goddess, which to-day cannot be imparted 
by words,—the love of Truth, the love of Man, the love of God,—is all that 
should be given to the public. The third way of human life was their basic 
principle. The Winged Victory represents the attainment of their highest 
Meal, and so angered the Persians by representing the head of Adnnal, on a. 
woman’a body.
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“ J o v e ! Does she th ink  the folds and pose of th a t piece of 
marble more graceful than her own ? ” m uttered the young man 
who had first been a ttracted  to  her. His companion laid  his 
baud on Ms arm and said in a low tone:

“ Hush I We shall he observed, and then your little  game 
will be up,”

The elder lady was now speaking, and he did not finish his
remark.

“ The world was younger then  than now, and like all young 
things lay near its m other’s heart, and being true  to nature, was 
fu ll of grace. I  have sometimes tho u g h t this sense of distance 
from the source of life, m ust be the ‘ lost ’ th a t Jesus of Nazareth 
said He had come to seek and to  save. W e are altogether un
natural, and every thought is crippled in  expression by cold con
ventionality. T he world is sense, no t spirit. Only when brain 
and heart are free as air, can men and women hope for grace. 
Can we imagine any head among the sons of men, fitted to be 
placed on yonder shoulders ? We cannot even surmise what it 
m ight have been, and all the highest ideals that have come down 
to us from Greece have given us none worthy of that place. 
W e know i t  must have been a marvelous blending of majesty 
and gentleness, to have roused the conquering Persians to such 
w rath  th a t they  severed it from the trunk. I t was the symbol 
of our H ig h es t; the head of the Adonai upon a woman’s body, 
w ith wings of eagle, representing the two natures and the 
power of atta in ing  the heights of power. W ill the artist ever 
again be bom  that can execute such conception ? ”
. They moved on and entered the main gallery, walking with the 
assurance and directness of those who know w hat they  seek and 
where to find it. At length they seated themselves before the 
masterpiece they sought, and were soon oblivious to all else.

i(....
'11)
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H ow  long they sat there they could not have told, but suddenly 
among the moving human tide th a t could no t obstruct their 
view, for the picture hung too high, they  became conscious of 
two figures standing just before them, gazing also at their 
favorite. It was a relief to come back to commonplace life 
and  forget color, form, gladiators and athletes for a time, and 
their eyes rested on the figures before them  w ith something like 
a  genuine interest.

“ English? ” said the girl with an upw ard inflection of inquiry.
“ T he taller, yes, perhaps. The other unm istakably American, 

like ourselves, bu t of a different la titude and tem perament. 
L ike all the world, they  have come to the Exposition, and of 
course m ust see the sights of Paris. The Am erican has artistic  
tastes, for his eye takes in  a m eaning the other does no t s e e ; 
m en in  picture galleries w ithout an artis t’s nature, are like 
swallows on a meadow, tha t dip and touch here and there, bu t 
make no p art of i t  their own. T h a t one is hanging in his brain 
a picture for fu ture days.”

T he two young men sauntered on toward the farther end of the 
room and stationed themselves where they could watch an artist 
m aking a copy of Attila and a t  the same tim e keep an eye on 
the two ladies.

These men were strangely unlike in form, feature ancl tempera
ment, and on this very account, perhaps, had been the self-elected 
friends that their maimer betokened. The taller of the two 
was unmistakably English. W ith  magnificent physique, smooth, 
cold, intellectual face, English clothes and aristocratic manner, 
he might be Lord This or That of some ancient house. He stood 
firm on the assurance of self-approval, never shrugged a shoulder 
o r gave sign of foreign im itation. His friend was slight, almost 
femininely delicate, with hazel eyes softened by long lashes and
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hair, mustache and French beard th a t gave Mm a decidedly 
foreign air. T he m erest am ateur in  observation would have 
noticed the size of Ms hand, the silky  softness of his hair, and 
pronounced him  a scion of some over-refined, over-sensitive 
family that had endowed Mm w ith  greater capacity for suffering 
than enjoying. He held his cane behind him and watched the  
brush pick up its colors and touch here and there the canvas. 
He talked with the artist of pictures and p rice s ; of life in  the 
Latin  Q uarter and the struggle for fame, b u t his lips were doing 
all th is mechanically. H is m ind was conjecturing all sorts of 
fancies about the  g ir l whose form and  m otion had so fascinated 
him and whom he was covertly w atching.

“ Harmonious through and through,” though t h e ; “ from the  
curve of her cheek, to  th e  tip  of h er finger, she is a Grecian 
maiden of a rem ote age. W h a t has she to do w ith the world of 
to-day ? W h at can she find here of her natu ral life ? ”

“ Understands his work, eh ? ” T he voice recalled  him  to him
self and he replied to  his friend,

“ I  should say so were I  to be judge. Alas for art, if all were 
like me.”

“ W hy, you’re a bom  artist, Cecil, b u t you’ve never been devel
oped. You are an artis t in black and white, in  curves and poses, 
in  motion and poetry. W h at more would you have? ”

“ Perhaps nothing, perhaps everytMng. I t  m atters no t wMch. 
L et us stroll through the open door, where we can see and no t 
be seen.”

They stepped into an  adjoining gallery, and stood where they 
could watch the figures, still s ittin g  before the Guido Rene.

“ I  am not a  mind-reader, bu t a  cMld could have seen th a t your 
w its were wool-gathering when you stood by th a t a rtis t and plied 
Mm w ith  your aimless questions. Keep your feet on the earth .
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Cecil, and your head on your shoulders, and you will be a Solo
mon some day. I ’ll  no t deny th a t th a t g irl yonder is ra ther un
usual and all that, b u t w hat I  say is. W h at of i t?  A gain I  say 
I  am not a mind-reader, b u t by a glance I  can see th a t even could 
we know her, we could never hope to be to  h er more than  pass
ing  figures. She does no t belong to  a world like ours, where 
m en are filled w ith  lu s t of greed and women eaten  up by lu s t of 
passion. She belongs to  a different age and w o rld ; all I  can say 
is, God bless her. H er m ind seems to run  on a celestial melody, 
of which the m eaning would be to  us unknown.”

“ F o r th a t very reason I  shall feast m y eyes on her while I  can,” 
replied the other. “ My heart has never been so stirred  before. 
I have come from a  race of lovers where the fires of chivalry 
never die out. I  am not a frozen lum p of manhood, Lord Royal.” 

T he other smiled half compassionately, half disdainfully, as his 
friend ended his speech, by the title  that had long been used by 
him half in sarcasm, half in admiration.

“ Spare your sarcasm, Cecil. I t  is not a safe weapon in a 
friend’s hand. I tell you I  am not insensible to  all the charms I  
see in yonder creature. I  have been as keenly alive to beauty as 
any man that ever walked, and in her are combined beauty of 
form and feature, and a som ething I have never seen in living 
being before—an indescribable charm that comes from some
thing deeper than can be measured by the eye of sense. She is 
such an one as would make a man forget all else, and die when 
the dream was over. I know her power. I feel it to the tips of 
my fingers, but my will is iron, and I shall not allow myself to 
admire, too warmly, a being I may never see again.”

“ But I  have no such will. T he power had touched me ere I 
was aware, and I m ust follow th a t face to the end. Something 
in  i t  reminds me of the Assum ption of the Virgin. I mean that

!.
....

.
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one of M urillo’s th a t cannot be photographed ; w ith  clasped 
hands and eyes cast down, and golden background. The purest 
face that ever breathed from canvas. Ail others m ight have 
thought of earth, bu t th a t one never.”

“ Are you losing your mind, Cecil ? Do you know  w hat you 
are saying ? How long is it  since you left Leipsic and our la* 
supper ? When the farewell hour came a t dawn of day we 
vowed by all th a t we held sacred, th a t for three years no woman’s 
charms should sway us. Look on th a t ring  you wear, and then  
on mine, and tell me if you are ready to break the vow made 
then, after scarce a month of tria l ? I  am a t a loss to  under
stand  you, for all the years I  have been the weaker heretofore.” 

“ B u t this is not a woman. She is a superior being ; a  living 
p o w er; and if I  could b u t live where I  m ight see her face I  
should be well content. I  do no t w ant to  love her as you know 
love. I  w ant to  reverence and worship the power th a t comes 
from p urity  like hers. I  remember well the n igh t you speak of. 
I  can give you word for word the speech I  made on life’s g reat 
race, and woman as its handicap ; and then  our vow. I  know it 
all, you see. B u t w hat of that, if over against the handicap is 
to be found a power for helping fu lly  commensurate ? Beside, 
the woman I then m eant was the ordinary creature of flesh and 
Mood, of vanity and selfishness, of sense and passion. I never 
dreamed of such as this except in days of ancient myth and 
Greece. H er very presence brings me to  the verge of holy con
templation. My views of life are not w hat they were an hour 
ago. Fame, position, all have fled before the newly-awakened 
consciousness of what life m ight become. Perhaps they have 
been transmuted from lower into h igher forces. Surely if I have 
a righ t to  be inspired by a Venus in marble, w hy not by one of 
flesh and blood ? ”
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“ Not the same at all, my friend. You cannot look at them 
alike. There is no hope of reaching a point of recognition in 
the one ; there is in  the other, and just here lies the difference. 
I am free to say, though, that in this ease you would find no more 
response than if she was a statue. I know women. This one 
has no thought for us nor any coarser creatures. Of course you 
are the one to choose your own career, and 1 shall do the same. 
Years hence we can decide who acted wisely. I repeat my v o w : 
—for three years no woman's face shall lure me from my self- 
elected path to fame. If my future fails of honors won ; if all 
these years of midnight study do not bring forth a harvest of 
fame, it  shall not be my fault. I  am proof against all love’s 
blandishments, and if yonder rad ian t face, im mortalized by 
Corregio’s pencil, could come to life this moment and call me by 
love’s dearest names, I  should say, 4 N ot yet. Some other day 
when I  have reached m y goal.’ ”

“ A nd all this proves m y theory tru e  of individual vibrations 
and dom inant notes. I  have always said you could be moved 
to  do your best and greatest work, by love of the world’s 
applause, which after all is b u t another name for v a n ity ; while 
I  w ould leave the stars I  gained to  win the love of a  pure heart. 
Southern blood burns in  m y veins, and I  was horn in  Sagittarius, 
a sign of fire. You then  know  w hat I  am. W ith  you i t  is very 
different, for you belong to  the fixed domain of earth , and i t  is 
very easy to plan, and vow, and say the fu tu re shall be as you 
make it. Nevertheless, I  need not break my own vow, for, as 
you say, this casual m eeting can mean a t best no more than  
a m agnet th a t has drawn me from my orbit and given me a
glimpse of------ Where are they ? They have gone, while we have
talked  like jabbering idiots, and I m ay never see that face 
again— ”
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“ You forget we heard their program,” said the other in tones 
of calm superiority. “ Nothing easier than to be awaiting them 
in the Hall of the Egyptian sculpture.”

“ What a clever fellow you are, Royal. You never lose your 
head, and when you are made Bishop, a few years hence, it will 
be your just due. The only time I ever saw you go to pieces, 
was over that German girl in Heidelberg, and it was a miserable’ 
affair, but you came out of it with flying colors, and she is now 
happy, and so are you.”

“ I t  is not necessary to discuss anything as far in the past aa 
that. Shall we go to the Sphinxes ? ”

The tone that accompanied the words was unmistakably chill
ing, and nothing more was said. The two went down the stair- 
oase, giving a last look at the Winged Victory, and out into the 
court, then in at another door, and were soon seated in a remote 
corner of the Egyptian room, behind a statue that seemed to par 
tially conceal them with its heavy shadows. They talked in 
low tones, and the one called Royal took out a pencil and paper 
and began making an exact copy of some figures in bas-relief 
on a tomb before him. They were mostly birds, and, strangely 
enough, they resembled our own doves. Why he did this ho 
could not have told, and only when the meaning was made 
clear long after, did he know there was a special meaning to 
his work. His friend watched his fingers and the entrance 
alternately in silence. He suddenly exclaimed:

“ Here she is now. I was just going to say what if they 
should change their minds ? See the sunlight on her golden hair. 
The vibrations are intense, for the radiations form a nimbus, a 
halo, like that we see around the head of a saint. Wonderful 
effect. Do you not see it ? ”

“ See what ? I believe your brain is upset. I only see a
2
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mass of golden hair and the sum m er sun reflected from it. 
There is som ething like a m ist around her head, b u t I  should 
never th ink  of calling i t  a halo.”

“ You are blind, Royal. I t  flows o u t from her, as the rays of 
the sun when we watch it  going down behind the western hills. 
Such things are scientific verities and  come w ithin the realm  of 
radiations. There, they have seated themselves before the 
statues of Isis and Osiris. How oblivious they  are to  all tha t 
surrounds them  ! M y goddess folds her hands and looks more 
saintly  than ever, as she sits reverent and motionless.”

“ Your goddess, as you call her, is no t a young girl, she is over 
tw enty , if she is a day.”

“  H u sh ! Draw your birds and keep still.”
G radually the hall became deserted. In  exactly the same 

position the two sa t for many m inutes, motionless and silent. 
T h e ir eyes were open, b u t seemed fixed on vacancy, and Cecil 
H autrave, to whom nothing was lost, fancied th e ir breathing 
was uniform. A t length by a long-drawn breath their reverie 
was broken by the younger s a y in g :

“  I f  we could s it like this in the halls of tru th  a t K am ak or 
Luxor, w hat floods of ligh t would come. Do you not feel the 
sp irit of a m ighty past breathing from these sculptured forms ? 
Is not Isis speaking of her Lost W ord, and Osiris bidding us 
ponder well the m ystery of life and death he holds w ithin 
his grasp ? ”

“ I  have not gained the inner s igh t and hearing yet, as you 
have done.”

“ You mean you have no t learned to  use them . You soon 
w ill have them  and I shall no t need to te ll you w hat I  hear. T o
n ight before our open window I  will tell you w hat I  heard just 
now. I t  came from yonder little  statue. Strange, strange.”
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“ We are alone, tell me now. You havo excited my wonder 
and I cannot wait.”

“ No, i t  w ill keep till then. I  am half famished, and m ust 
have some lunch. Shall we go to  our old h au n t and ea t the 
self-same th ing  we ate yesterday and the day before ? ”

“ As you please, darling.”
The two arose and moved away, ou t into the air and across 

the court, giving a glance to  the Arch du Carousel, the monu
m ent to  Gambetta, then ou t into the crowded thoroughfare.

T he concealed observers waited u n til they were sure of being 
unnoticed, and then follow ed; b u t i t  was too late. There was 
no sign of the ladies anywhere, and w ith  an  im precation on his 
luck, Cecil H autrave beckoned to a  cab and ordered the driver 
to drive them  to the Exposition. H ad  he waited patiently, he 
would have seen the object of his in terest reappear after her 
lunch, proceed w ith her m other to the bank of the Seine, descend 
a flight of steps and enter one of the gilded barges th a t ran  to  
the grounds of the Exposition. Stepping from the barge they  
followed as if by a single impulse the direction of the Rue de 
Caire, and a t  length  paused before an open window where was 
seated a silversm ith busily engaged upon a silver bracelet of 
Lotus flowers, which he was cu tting  and polishing and link ing  
together w ith  great satisfaction to himself. As he joined the 
last in place, he held it up and gazed upon it  w ith  the delight of 
a creator in  his w o rk ; then laid i t  down and a t the same 
moment saw the two ladies observing him, and held i t  toward 
the younger saying, in  broken French,

“ I t  was made for you, mademoiselle, and the sacred Lotus is 
the connecting link  between you and your ancient mother, Isis.” 

Clasping it  around her arm, he m urm ured som ething in  an 
unknown tongue th a t ended in  “  Selah, Selah,” then  passed into
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a curtained recess. When he came out his face was calm but 
grave. No persuasion could induce him to accept money for the 
gift. Buying an ornament for their room, they went their 
way.

“ What made ns go there? What led us to his window? 
What caused him to give me that bit of exquisite work?” 
were the questions asked by the girl when they had reached a 
quiet place.

“ I cannot tell, it  is all mysterious,” replied the elder. “ I 
wondered at our going there, for we had started for Les Beaux 
Arts, but a power seemed to lead me on.”

“ The same with me,” replied the younger. “ I had no 
thought of going there till I left the boat, and I almost felt 
something take my hand and draw me on till we stood before 
that Egyptian. 1 believe it is a talisman and shall never be 
without it.”

That there was a resemblance between these two the most 
casual observer could see, but in their conversation no word 
betrayed relationship, and no one ever heard the name of mother 
or daughter pass their lips. Sitting there beneath the shadows, 
as utterly unconscious of pose or self as bird that paused to rest 
upon a twig, Zenia Glendenning was a picture that day upon 
which many eyes rested to admire, and then came back 
to look and admire again. Her dress was brown and fell in 
folds from throat to waist, and waist to foot. A broad-brimmed 
hat that matched its tone, sheltered her face ; and next her face 
a soft encircling of golden-brown feathers broke the outline of 
the brim, and blended hat and golden hair harmoniously together. 
Somehow one could never think of patterns and stitches and 
work on any garment worn by her. They all seemed as much 
a part of herself, as the feathers of a woodland thrush.
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As they talked low and earnestly, they rose to seek the pic
ture that had brought them here; and walking slowly, hand in 
hand, they passed before the Eiffel Tower. A loaded car was 
slowly climbing, cog by cog, towards the next landing, when : 
“ Let me o u t! Let me o u t! Stop the ca r! ” rang out upon the 
air. And then remembering that English was not the language 
of the place, the speaker poured a volley of words, French, Ger
man, Spanish, all mixed together in lively confusion, but meaning 
one thing, viz: a desire for liberty. Every one was alarmed. 
The man must be ill or insane. Near him stood a friend, 
flushed, but haughty and calm, saying in suppressed tones:

“ For heaven’s sake be quiet, Cecil. W hat on earth is the 
matter with you ? You can’t  get out till the car stops, and by 
that time we shall be arrested by the gens-d’armes.”

The other became quiet, but never removed his eyes from the 
scene below. Royal Montrose followed his glance, and saw the 
ladies of the Louvre just entering the French Gallery of Fine Arts.

“ Thunder! I t’s that girl as I ’m aliv6. The man has lost his 
senses,” he muttered as he turned to his friend and with him 
stepped from the car, and made a hasty descent to the ground.

There was no time to speak, to remonstrate, or relieve his 
mind of its  vexation. He could only follow as the other took 
the lead, plunged among the crowd, went from room to room in 
the mad h u n t; and at last, baffled and wom out, gave up in 
despair, took a cab and drove to their hotel. During all this 
time not a word had been spoken, but when half way home 
Cecil Hautrave said:

“ I  never believed in Fate till now. Hang me, if she is not a 
reality. Think of it. We went to the Louvre; by chance I 
saw that form ; I  saw that face; I  lost the track by chance, and 
now when the clew is given me once more, I lose it all again.
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I t was not by chance. I t was the work of Fate, and I am 
doomed. I ’ll haunt the Louvre, the Boulevard, and the Expo
sition till I find her. She shall not thus escape me,”

“ Cecil, you’re a fool,” was the only remark vouchsafed by his 
indignant Mend.
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CHAPTER II.

FLIG H T.

“  If  Love be God, h is path were safe to  follow,
Though bridging chaos w ith a single hair ;
Hard the world’s heart, corrupt and base and hollow,—
Love’s guidance only holds us from despair.”

T h e  G b e a .t  R e p u b l i c .

W h e n  Mrs. G lendenning and her daughter Zenia reached 
Paris, they  had found apartm ents in  one of its  most delightful 
suburbs, where the din of the city  was lost in  rural sounds, and
the river Seine, like a silver ribbon, separated them from the 
babbling, rushing crowd of pleasure-seekers. Seven m inutes 
by train, and they were at the M adeleine; seven minutes* walk, 
and they were in N ature’s arms. T heir rooms were Mgh, com
manding a view of Paris and the vicinity, . Up four long flights 
of stairs, they found many advantages. Smoke and dust did not 
reach them j noises that might have been disturbing nearer the 
ground, m elted into a  harmonious m urm ur before they  reached 
th a t h e ig h t; and sitting  a t  a  little  distance from  the  window, 
they could see naught b u t the sky above— w ith its  ceaseless 
panorama of cloud-land, and, perhaps a balloon, now and then, 
or a flock of doves flying to the belfry of the Church of the 
Virgin.

Here among strangers they had made a cozy home of a suite 
of rooms, and when the day’s sight-seeing was over, were always 
glad to find themselves in  th e ir pleasant quarters.
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To s it by the open window in the tw ilight, hand clasped in 
hand, and talk of loved ones in the home beyond the s e a ; to 
watch the life going on in  the gardens and homes below; the 
boats pass to and fro upon the river; and then leave all these, 
and ta lk  of the one great purpose, the one absorbing theme, 
th a t  never le ft their minds, this was the delight of all delights, 
the crowning of each day. There were no intruders to be 
feared, for, beside the woman-of-all-work, and the mademoiselle 
who came to  “ causer des choses” no one crossed th e ir threshold.

So absorbed were th e y ; so in ten t upon some cherished desire, 
th a t  they gave no though t to  their more im m ediate environ
m ent, and came and  went, unconscious of who m ight be th e ir 
immediate neighbors. N ot so, however, w ith  the  other locataires. 
One after another had caught a  glimpse of the  fair, angelic face 
th a t radiated a ligh t, in  the darkest hall. M any a  door was 
le ft ajar to  catch a  glimpse of her as she passed out in  the 
m orning or in  a t  ev en in g ; and blessings fell from strangers’ lips 
upon the Am erican ladies and th e ir stay in  Paris. Shopkeepers 
along the boulevard soon learned to  watch the coming of the 
“ lovely sain t,” as they  called Z e n ia ; while mothers crossed 
themselves and prayed th a t the dear, good God would give such 
beauty  to  their little  ones..

I t  is here th a t we find them  a t the close of th a t particular 
day, when all unconsciously they had caused such disappoint
m ent to  a fellow-countryman. I t  was late in the afternoon, 
and Zenia, throwing herself in  an  easy chair, exclaimed, in a 
tone of perfect content:

“ W ho would ever have dreamed one could have such a 
delicious sense of home-coming in a foreign land, w ith  only an 
apartm ent of four rooms, and a  few photographs and books! 
We find our way back to this little  spot, as surely as a eat or
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dog will reach its  home. I  wonder if we have the hom ing 
instincts of animals ? ”

“ N ot in  the same degree—for we need streets and numbers, 
and an effort of memory to  find our place, while they  go, w ith
o u t thought or teaching, through pathless forests unerringly. 
B u t where’s Marie ? ”

“ As usual late, and I  am famished.”
“ Poor ch ild ! Famished, and w ith  such a  b rillian t color. 

P u t  away m y things, and I ’ll have a  repast under w ay fit for a 
queen, or a half-starved Juno .”

“ A nd the individual m entioned w ill condescend to  arrange 
the table,” laughed the other. “  F irst, le t me te ll you who the 
letters are from, and afte r we have ‘ eaten a morsel and com
forted ourselves,’ as A u n t H ettie  used to  say, we’ll revel in 
home-news. D ear A untie , how she would enjoy this life of ours.” 

“ Leaving ou t the occult and mysterious. She has none of 
th a t in her nature.”

“ A nd strange too. Your own sister and so fond of you ! I  
cannot understand it. H ere’s a le tte r from a stranger. Then 
there’s one from A untie Cox in E n g lan d ; three from hom e; 
and  some from mere acquaintances. L et me psychometize this 
s trange one,” and pu tting  it to her forehead, she held it  there a 
m om ent in  silence, then  laid it  down say in g :

“  I t  gives me a sensation of joy—y et not unm ixed w ith  pain. 
I t  is from a lady, b u t i t  te lls  of some one else, who is n o t very 
well. I wonder w hat i t  all m eans? W e’ll know shortly,”

A t this mom ent Marie entered, and i t  was no t u n til dinner 
was over th a t they  opened th e ir letters. Mrs. G lendenning 
seized one from her husband and  began to  read aloud, b u t was 
in terrup ted  by her daughter, who had opened one from her 
brother, and caught a word th a t startled  her.
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“ Prepare for a mental earthquake, Mouessie. Are you 
ready? I ’ll break it very gently, Floyd''« engaged. Was ever 
anything so funny ? I never dreamed of such a thing. Floyd, 
the Kyd of the family. Floyd, the fickle. Floyd, the loveliest 
of hoys, but as little fitted for life as a child. What do you 
say to it, Mouessie? Is i t  due to vibrations or planetary 
causes ? ”

The golden head fell back upon her chair, as she finished 
speaking, and a musical ripple broke from her lips. Her 
mother was slow to comprehend i t  all, but spoke at last, saying: 

“ Read the letter, Zenia. I  catch your meaning, b u t cannot 
quite comprehend it.”

“ I  should th ink  not,” replied the other. “ I f  i t  had been 
dear old Eusonias who had lost his heart to  some bloom ing 
client, i t  w ould not be so absurd. H e is so strong and practical 
and self-contained. E ven though he m ight be in  danger of 
talk ing  L atin  to  her one moment, and the nex t address h er in  
the language of a  legal document, he would always come down 
to practical life when necessary. B u t Floyd. T h ink  of i t  1 
F loyd G lendenning engaged. I t  is really a huge joke. He, 
the sw ell of all sw elldom ; the deligh t of elder ladies and the 
desired of the young ones, caught a t last. Im agine him % 
m arried man. W hy, he does no t know what marriage means. 
H e th inks i t  is another name for a fete, or a lig h t drama. He 
has evidently  seen a  new face, possessing some peculiar charm. 
To own this face, to  be its  sole guardian strikes him  as the  
most desirable th ing  on earth, and so he has made up  his mind 
to  m arry it. N ot always the surest way of keeping it, bu t this 
is his dream. I  wonder if he has asked him self w hat he would 
do in case of m isfortune ? ”

“  O r how he is to  support a  wife on a salary th a t a t present
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m erely suffices for dress-suits, flowers, theater-tickets and  car* 
riages.”

“ I  can hear his answer, Mouessie. H e cannot believe trouble 
or sorrow w ill ever touch him.”

“ A nd  if she should have moods and little  tem pers; or be 
careless, or unlike his sister, can you imagine w hat a  fall he. 
w ould have ? ”

“ A gain the laugh rippled ou t from pearly teeth , and then 
the le tte r was read aloud. I t  was fu ll of a lover’s extravagan
cies—y et breathing a love deep and  unchangeable for m other 
and sister. I t  ran  th u s :

M y  D a b u h g  M o t h e r  a m d  B e l o v e d  B a b y — - S t .  Z e n i a ,

“You will be surprised to see from this that I am in Saratoga, where we have 
spent so many happy summera together; but there is another surprise In store 
■till greater. I am not only in Saratoga, but I am in love. Hopelessly, madly, 
desperately In love. I know that you will say this Is nothing new, and begin 
to name over the many pretty girls I have admired, but this is nothing of that 
kind. I  am an engaged man, ready to deny myself club-life, and all extrav
agancies for the sake of the 'woman I adore, and my future home. I wish I could 
describe her so you would see her as she is. Tall, rather slender, but with a 
face all smiles and sunshine, and teeth almost as perfect as your own, my Baby. 
Her cheeks are like roses, and she lights up a room when she enters, just as 
your friend Ethel used to do. Her disposition Is perfect. I should love her 
for that alone,—even were she not so beautiful. You will understand from 
this that it is all settled and 1  am an engaged man. 1  know what mother’s first 
question will be, and therefore I hasten to assure that she need not worry, for 
the blood In the veins of the Van Oiindas is as blue as that of the Glenden- 
ings, and my fi&ncde Is as refined as Zenia, and imagination can no farther go. 
It all seems like a dream, and I am constantly worrying for fear it will sud
denly end, and I will awake in the old world. The family came up here for 
July, and I am taking my vacation now, so as to be here with her, and we drive 
to all the places where as children you and I had such pleasant times together.

“ I tell you though, it was dreadful when I had to face her father and ask him 
for her. My teeth chattered and my knees shook, and there sat the Governor as 
unconcerned as if he did not dream what I was after. It is over now, and I am the 
happiest fellow on earth, and shall swear off on society and save money for a 
nest to put my lovely bird In, for I want to have her all to myself. O Baby, 
you can’t imagine how different everything looks when you are In love. Give 
up your wild schemes of being angelic, and come home and meet my friend Bo’. 
A nobler fellow never wed, and he would make any woman happy. Take
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my word for it. Ton are as near an angel now as I ever care to have yon, and 
there's time enough for wings when you cannot walk. I forgot that I  had not 
told you my darling's name, and will do it now. Her mother is going to write 
a  note by this steamer. By the way, Bo is talking of running over to England 
to see his friends. I  wish he could run across you. He is my ideal of a man. 
I  must stop now; we are going out to the lake and shall talk erf you. She says 
I  make her Jealous by my devotion to the loveliest and best of sisters. You 
first, Baby—always. Kiss each other for the Kyd and write at once to tell him 
you are glad he is happy.

“ Tour own loving
“ F l o y d .

“ P, 8.—I nearly sealed this before 1 thought that I  had not told you her name. 
Yeressa. ‘ Very,’ for short. Sweet, is it not i  A ll tell her, it is Very, Very
sweet. They are descendants of the Knickerbockers also."

“ A nd this accounts for the one in  an unknow n hand,” she ex
claimed, as Zenia finished reading. Opening i t  she continued, 
“ It is from the m other of his fiancee, who evidently w rites ou t 
of a fu ll heart, saying she has become very fond of our Floyd 
and  glad to  have him for a prospective son. You and I  m ust 
write to both a t once, and after th a t  is done we can take tim e to 
grow  accustomed to the thought th a t our loving boy w ill some 
day have a  home of his own. God bless him  evermore.”

Zenia looked up. Tears rested on h er m other’s lashes. H er 
own eyes filled, b u t brushing the  m ist away by a  g reat effort 
they  took up the rem aining letters and read th e ir contents. 
One of them  told them  to  expect M r. G lendenning in  two weeks, 
and  be prepared for a to u r through the N etherlands and Belgium 
w ith  him , and then back to  P aris for the Exposition.

“  T his w ill give us ju s t tim e to  take a  little  tr ip  to  Geneva 
and M t. Blanc before he comes. I  though t of i t  to-day and 
kep t i t  for our tw iligh t hour, when you promised to  te ll me 
w hat you heard in  the Egyptian Hall, A few days apart from 
all this rush and bustle, am id the glories of the everlasting hills, 
and  within sight of snow-capped summits that never are or can
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be touched by sense of earth’s defilement, w ill be an  u p lift th a t 
w ill give us new streng th  and life.”

“  B u t can we do i t  ? I t  is alm ost too good to  believe.”
“  W h y  no t ? A re we no t free as a  bird to  go  or come ? A  

tu rn  of the key and  we are absolutely w ithou t restrain t.”
“ C ’est vrai, m a ch&re. B u t when can we s ta r t  ? ”
“  A t once.”
“  To-morrow ? ”
“  W hy not ? ”
“ B u t how about our mademoiselle ? ”
“ Send her word in  the m orning th a t we cannot have our 

‘ causer des choses ’ any more a t  present. T hey  m ust be dis
continued for m any weeks. T hen  we’ll purchase our tickets and
be off.”

“ I t ’s really very exciting  to  an  ordinary mortal, the finding 
of whose polarity has been a th ing  of recent date,”  said the girl 
laughingly. “ I t  w ill be such a  la rk  as we have not had since 
the old days a t home, when we used to take M ollie and General
and go off for days at a time by ourselves.”

“ We m ust keep in mind the teachings of Seneca ‘ M odera
tion and equanim ity are the sources of all power.’ I am say
ing this to  myself, for you are always calm, but the A lp  have
been the dream of my life, and to  see them  will be the cul
m ination of this whole trip. Though our souls are centered, 
polarized on an immoveable rock, our m ind is still very 
hum an.”

T he maiden looked into her m other’s face, and, rising from her 
chair, seated herself in her lap and with her arms around her 
neck kissed her many times.

“ And now shall I  tell you w hat I  heard ? ”— and the words 
seemed to come in murmurs of vibrations from the statue of Isis.
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‘♦You w ill no t th ink  me foolish, Mouessie, fo r you know my 
heart.”

“ Speak on, my darling.”
“  I  was gazing a t th a t Sphinx th a t has the lovely woman’s face, 

and as m y though t pierced through  the rocky form to find the 
very soul, I  lost all sense of place and seemed to  be upon the sands 
of E gypt. I  knew  th a t I  was I . I  knew th a t these had lived 
and known their wonderful secrete ages before th is  modern world 
was known. I  found myself talking, bu t w ithout words, to  this 
being who was not stone, b u t flesh and blood.
. “  T he early founders of E gyptian  dynasties were ranged about 
me and they knew  w hat I  was saying. Centuries of time no 
longer separated us. T he empires of the world had vanished. 
N othing remained b u t the  teacher and the taugh t. A ll else had 
fled. I  fell upon my face and cried aloud, ‘ O Isis of the sacred 
veil 1 Osiris of the mystery of life and  death ! O M otherhood J 
O Fatherhood I T he Two-in-One. Give me light. Absorb me 
in the quenchless glory. Illum inate my being, and le t me ever
more abide in tru th .’
. “ Then a hush fell on my soul. Darkness covered me as with 
a garm ent. I  could not move to throw  i t  off, un til a winged 
globe of golden ligh t came towards me, growing larger and 
brighter like the rising sun, w ith rays of scintillating ligh t vibrat
ing from its heart. . I t  almost touched me, and w ith a terrible 
explosion vanished. In  the silence th a t followed I  distinctly  
heard the words,

“ ‘ V estal virgin, thy  prayer is heard. The greeting of immor
ta l Peace to  those who love the law of use, and seek after T ru th  
and Knowledge. To them  shall all things come, even Powers 
and Dominion and L ig h t ; for nothing th a t thought shall grasp 
or the hum an m ind conceive is impossible. Love and L ig h t are
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the birthright of all the human race and free to all. The echo 
of good words once uttered, vibrate in space to all eternity. The 
portals of the tem ple are open. E n te r thou in .’ ”

She had become w rapt and inspired by the memory of her 
vision, and when she finished she rem ained for a time m ute and 
motionless. A t length  she con tinued :

“ W hat are mere personalities to  the soul. W h a t are all 
earth ’s external joys, when once the soul has awakened to  its 
heritage of power? What is i t  to us th a t men toil and women 
sorrow, and the race struggle, and P aris surges, and the whole 
world runs mad ? ”

“ T rue, Zenia. I f  we can keep our bearings tow ard the star of 
tru th , and grow more like our M aster day by day. T he riddles 
th a t perplex m ankind will only find solution when the  children 
of the kingdom  enter into life. A s Jesus said ‘ T he life was 
the lig h t of men.’ Love, hate, poverty, wealth, misery and 
happiness w ill a ll be transm uted by th a t ligh t into spirit, and 
sp irit is eternal joy. I  too fe lt strange vibrations in  tha t 
room.”

“ A nd w hat was most strange of all,” contained Zenia, “  those 
vibratory waves did  n o t seem to come from any object or objects, 
b u t from the unseen minds th a t had produced or caused them. 
W hen they were most vivid, I  had a strong illum ination th a t near 
at hand are great and sudden changes, and other lives are soon 
to touch our own w ith  som ething in  them  rich and lasting. 
Perhaps among the A lps we’ll find a  valued friend, whose 
m eeting w ith us has been hastened by our journey th ither.”

“ As if a  th ing was ever hastened, child. W e cannot make 
one hair w hite or black, and if we cannot hasten th a t which is 
least, we surely cannot change th a t which is greater. In  the 
fullness of time all things come according to  their pre-detemiined
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M aster i t  was said, ‘ H e knew  the  time of his departure was a t  
hand.’ ”

A far in  th e  dim  tw iligh t the  marble pillars of M ont M artre 
gleam ed like g h o sts ; the  g ilded L iberty on the  Place de la 
Bastile seemed poised in  mid-heaven ; the dome of the Pantheon 
shimmered a mom ent and  then  became obscure; the  Trocadero 
grew fain t and th e  g reat tow er of th e  Exposition of 1889 h u n g  
like a b it of lace against th e  waning light. Between all these 
familiar objects and the tw o observers, ran  the Seine w ith its  sil
very flow. Zeniaand her m other knew w hat was going on along 
its banks. They had often followed its  course to  see the happy 
life of the toilers a t the  close of the day, and it  needed neither 
lig h t nor im agination, to  fancy lovers w alking slowly w ith  their 
escort not too n e a r; families on the grass partaking of a  frugal 
meal of bread and wine and sa lad ; dogs brought for th e ir daily 
plunge, and horses who had drawn heavy loads 811# given their 
strength for m an’s uses through the hot day, now were reveling 
in the cool w ater and kindly scrubbing. Close beneath their 
window they could see the little  tables se t for supper in the 
yards of happy families. Men sat holding th e ir children on 
their knees, and w atching the wife ply  her needle while the 
cloth was laid. Walking up the stree t very slowly, arm in arm, 
there came a couple, who had never failed to  come in a t this 
hour; had never been known to  speak to any one 5 had never been 
seen to go into the city, but whose attitude and manner was 
one of perfect love and devotion. T he man was very dark, the 
woman’s face was never seen. A  heavy veil concealed her 
features from public sight. T he madam of the house had one 
day said w ith  a shrug of her fa t shoulders as they passed, while 
she was receiving Mrs. Glendenning’s rent: “ V ery strange
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people, see no one, always alone, b u t they  always pay their ren t 
and they have been here three years.”

To-night they  were w alking as usual, arm  in arm, very 
slowly, and were talk ing  earnestly. Zenia’s eye falling on them, 
she s a id :

“ I  m et th a t lady in  the hall to -d ay ; a  th rill passed over me 
as if  in  some way we belonged together.”

“ In  which event I  hope you w ill suggest to her the wisdom 
of discarding th a t long, pink ribbon which she wears.”

“  A nd the inevitable brown silk,”  rejoined the other. T heir 
thoughts had evidently come down to  simple ordinary topics, 
b u t n o t to  remain there. As a bird  touches the ground for a 
few moments th a t i t  m ay fly higher, so, sometimes the hum an 
mind needs rest and relaxation. I t  was thus w ith  the two at 
th a t upper window. T he couple they had noticed were soon 
forgotten, and as the shadows deepened, th e ir thoughts traveled 
through space, far beyond America, or even the earth  itself, 
until they found themselves with the Immortals of all Ages. 
At length the younger said ;

“ I  am so glad th a t I  had th a t little disappointment, which 
was then so hard to  bear; for out of it I reached for something 
permanent and have found a new world. I  shudder when I 
think that but for that experience, I should now be chasing 
phantasms that have no substance, as all my friends are doing. 
What should I have done or been, without the guiding hand of 
such love and wisdom as yours, Mouessie ? ”

“ W e cannot imagine w hat we should have been w ithout each 
other, bu t your words are t r u e ; had you not found th a t hum an 
attachm ents bring pain and disappointment, you m ight not have 
been so earnest in seeking som ething enduring. From the face 
of my twin-boy, lying in the casket many years ago, I  caught a
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fain t glimmer of light. For years I  have followed th a t ray 
wherever i t  w ould lead, un til now, I, too, live in a new 
world, and the old world of death has passed away. I  some
times fear lest my love for you w ill some day rend my heart 
w ith  anguish, bu t our souls are as one, and I  m ust try  to keep 
this g reat fountain of love from the hum an personality.”

“ More and more I  know th a t we have been together in other 
lives,” replied Zenia. “ I t  comes to  me a t times so vividly th a t 
I  can almost describe the scenes about us, y e t I  know not where 
they are. I  can dim ly remember Greece and E gypt as one 
recalls a dream, b u t much farther than  tha t I  go w ith  you a t 
times—yet cannot tell where we are. One th ing  alone I  know. 
There seems never a tim e when we were not a p a rt of each 
other.”

“ A nd one th ing  I  know, m y child, th a t of all life’s g ifts such 
love is its crowning glory. I t  m atters no t w hat we have been 
in  the past, nor w here; b u t best th a t we can never fail to  under
stand and love each o th e r; this is all the world to me. Love lights 
up the darkness of life’s disappointments, as yonder tower is 
ligh ting  up the blackness of a Parisian n ight.”

They sat in silence, hand in hand, watching the great tower 
glow from base to  highest point, like m olten iron against the 
blackness of night. T hen the long stream  of ligh t flashed forth 
from its summit, changing from red to white, and white to blue, 
in loyalty to  the colors of the nation. I t  was an old story, new 
every evening, and always waited for and enjoyed. To-night, 
more than  ever before, i t  brought a sense of companionship, as 
if somewhere, somehow, they were shielded by a m ighty power. 
W hen the lights of the tower faded into darkness, they w ent to 
their rooms, and were soon asleep.

“ N ext morning they were early astir, for there was much to
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be done. L etters m ust be w ritten, arrangem ents made for leav
ing, and i t  was noon before they could lock th e ir door, and  sally 
forth. W ith  no luggage b u t a handbag, they drove first to  their 
bankers; thence to  the Rue Scribe for tic k e ts ; then to  lunch, 
and when all was done, there were nearly two hours before their 
train  w ould leave. As if she read the question in  the o ther’s 
mind, the happy g irl exclaim ed:

“ L et us spend i t  in  Notre Dame, among the shadows and 
pillars th a t breathe an  atmosphere found nowhere else.”

“ To N otre Dame,” was the order, and w ith an ex tra  crack of 
his whip, the carriage rolled rapidly along the boulevard, across 
the bridge and drove up in  fron t of Notre Dame, just as Cecil 
H autrave, sauntering aimlessly here and there, entering the 
famous church w ithout motive, had gone to the tower, and was 
now w atching the scene below. No sooner did he catch a 
glimpse of the inmates of the carriage, than  he tu rned  suddenly, 
and made a plunge down the stairs, nearly upsetting  a fat man 
coining up, breathing rapidly.

“ Thank Heaven, I have another chance. T hey  shall not 
escape me th is time,” he m uttered to  himself, as he entered the 
church, “ and, by Jove, I ’m g lad  I ’m alone. Montrose has been
an awful bore lately, w hat----- ” he did  not finish his rem ark, for he
found himself standing by the brass tracery  around the altar, 
almost touching the garm ents of Mrs. G lendenning. She and her 
daughter were taking ou t note-books, to  jo t down som ething 
about the wooden carvings of the world’s history. T hey  observed 
nothing around them  b u t the objects in which they were in ter
ested, and the young man qu ietly  slipped behind a  pillar and 
watched their movements. T hey d id  no t speak. T heir pencils 
moved rapidly, and after a  tim e they  passed to a  chapel on the 
other side, and were beyond his range of vision.
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“ I  dare not be too pronounced in  m y movements,” he thought. 
“  W h a t shall I  do ? I  have it. I ’ll tu rn  worshiper and  kneel 
a t  yonder shrine.”

No sooner thought than  done. A moment later, and there 
was no one more absorbed in their meditations th an  Cecil 
H autrave, who, w ith  face buried in his hands, was peering 
between his fingers a t  the two ladies, in whom he was so 
strangely  interested.

“  How very young to  be so religious,” said one of a  p arty  of 
to u ris ts ; “  he m ust have had a terrible disappointment, to  drive 
him  from the world.”

Suddenly Mrs. G lendenning and her daughter moved quickly  
towards the  door, and the young man was following them . H e 
was cautious, and did  not hasten. He could no t risk  being 
observed. H e m ust le t them  pass ou t before he could venture 
to follow, and when he did  so they  were entering their carriage, 
and before he could reach the sidewalk, were driving rapidly 
toward the Gare de Lyons. There was not a cab in sight. He 
would not give up and started  in  pursuit, hoping to find a cab 
as he ran. So he did, bu t it  was too late, for, entering the 
Gare he saw them  pass the guard  and enter the train , as it  was 
beginning to move. He tried  to force himself past the guard, 
b u t was th ru st back, and found him self again baffled. Fate 
had proved herself victorious. T urn ing  to  the  guard  w ith a 
five-franc piece, he slipped i t  in his hand, and asked if he had 
noticed tw o ladies, who arrived late and took the train . He 
remembered them perfectly. A  madame and a lovely young 
lady. T heir tickets were for Geneva and re turn  in five days.

T hanking him, the young man tu rned  away and walked 
rapidly toward the bridge, which he crossed, and passed on to 
the Rue Mont-Martre, m uttering to  himself as he went.
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A n hour la te r he was telling  his friend th a t he was tired  of 
Paris, and longed for a b it of nature, and  had concluded to  take 
a ru n  down to Geneva and see the Alps. H e had concluded 
to  leave in  the morning.

A t first he was no t fully  understood, b u t as his purpose was 
made clear. Royal M ontrose rose from his chair, and tak ing  him 
by the hand, exclaim ed:

“ A ll right. I ’m w ith you, old boy. W e can be gone a  week 
and s till have all the tim e we w ant for Paris. A  capital scheme. 
How did  you happen to th in k  of such a th ing ? ”

“  I ’m sure I  cannot te ll,"  said the other, dubiously, “ are you 
sure you w ant to go ? I  d id  no t expect you would care to leave 
Paris, and thought you could stay  and  study  up a r t while I  was 
gone. I  w ould not take you away for the w orld."

“ W h at’s the m atter w ith you? G o? O f course I ’ll go. 
You don’t  th ink I ’d le t you go alone, do you? W e’ll have a 
glorious tim e, and  m ay run  across some cousins of m ine on their 
wedding-trip. W hen shall we s ta r t? ”

H ad  he looked a t his friend a t this moment he would have 
been surprised to have seen him tu rn  first white, then flush a 
deep crimson. The answer came slowly after a  pause, and w ith 
some h esita tio n ;

“ A t eigh t to-morrow morning. I ’m afraid you are doing 
this to please me, Royal; I ’d  really feel better if you would 
stay behind and le t me run  off a few days alone.”

“ Can’t  be done, old boy. This trip  ju st su its me. W hat has 
p u t such a  foolrBotion in  your head ? ”

“ Oh, nothing. I  don’t  w ant to  bore you, th a t’s all. I ’ll go 
ou t for tickets, you finish your letters, and w hen I  g e t back we’ll 
pack our grips.”

“ W h a t the deuce ails him  ? ” said his friend to him self when
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left alone, “ I  never saw him have such moods as this, and I ’ve 
known him over three years. T here’s som ething upset him. 
I ’m glad he’s going to leave Paris for a time, and perhaps he’ll 
forget that g irl he saw at the Louvre before he returns. I ’ll 
keep him away as long as I can, and hope to  bring him back 
the same good fellow he’s always been.”

A nd his friend H autrave threading his way among the crowd 
on the Boulevard was carrying on a conversation with some 
hidden ego much like this :

“ Confound my luck, I  say. W ho would have dreamed the 
fellow would be willing to leave Paris now ! Not only willing 
but bound to go ; and if he sees w hat I ’m after he’ll preach me 
to death, get mad, and say I didn’t  act on the square. How 
can I manage to go alone ? I ’m tem pted to  make a clean breast 
of i t  and tell him I ’d ra ther he’d stay. Can’t  do it. Sounds 
absurd. A man can’t  be a fool even for a  woman. W hat on 
earth possessed me to go to  the Louvre th a t day ! Love is a 
sleeping g ian t in  me. I thought I  had downed him  forever, b u t 
I  swear he’s grown stronger by his long sleep. How many 
years is i t  since th a t affair in  Los Angeles that nearly cost me 
my life ? Five ? So it is. L ily  Breekenridge was a  beauty, b u t 
no more to  be compared w ith this one than  a  fine diamond is to 
a  b it of paste. She was only beautiful in face, while the 
unknow n is perfect in form, grace, feature, expression and I 
know she is as rare in mind. I f  I  could hope to  know her
I ’d give up my career and------ ”

H e found he had  passed the ticket office, retraced his steps, 
bought two tickets for Geneva, w ent back to  the hotel and 
seemed quite like himself.
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C H A P T E R  II I .

ALPS.

“ He whom no man knoweth,
Brilliant are his forms,
His glory Is a  veil of light."

H y m n  t o  R a .

A DILIGENCE and six horses, tro tting  rapidly up the m ountain 
road, w ith heights on heights above, and yaw ning chasms below ; 
this is the Alps. Sharp, jagged peaks throw n together a t  all 
angles, ice-covered, snow-crowned; this is the  Alps. Sudden 
halts for change of horses, while barefoot children press eagerly 
forward to reach up, on long poles, baskets of f r u i t ; this is the 
Alps. The sweeping glacier moving resistlessly bu t silently  from 
the far-off height, to  leave its  debris in  a moraine a t the moun
tain’s base ; this is the Alps. Torrents dashing madly down ; 
chasms yaw ning ; m ists r is in g ; clouds descending; ch&lets 
peeping o u t of wooded h e ig h ts ; goats ca llin g ; cowbells tink
ling, and now and  then  the flute-like tones of an  Alpine h o m : 
these are the A lp s : while over all, and above all and everywhere, 
honored, and sought, and crowned, sits M ont Blanc in the isola
tion of purity , k ing  of the realm  now, and for ages yet to come.

W hen Zenia G lendenning took her seat by her m other’s side 
in  tire diligence th a t morning, w ith  the dream of her life about 
to  be realized, she fe lt th a t a ll earth’s surprises w ould be over 
when tire day was done and Chamouui reached. T hey  were 
the last to be seated, and no sooner was the ladder removed.
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than the horses dashed off, as if they had caught the sp irit of 
eagerness from the hum an hearts.

The air, scene, and movement of the vehicle, acted strangely 
upon the tw enty individuals who had  come from all parts of the 
globe and were destined to the same place. Some were wildly 
en thusiastic; others became communicative, while others were 
hushed to silent awe. I t  was another key to the reading of in 
dividual peculiarities. For m any miles n o t a word was spoken 
by the two ladies th a t had been seated a t the las t moment. A 
close observer, however, m ight have detected an  exchange of 
glances th a t were full of meaning, and now and then their hands 
clasped as if to emphasize their thought. I t  was no t long 
before all eyes were interested in the fair, rad ian t creature sit
ting in  w rapt unconsciousness in th e ir midst.

“ W ill you not take some ? ”
The voice th a t spoke was a t Zenia's side, and had the rin g  of

youth in its tone. She glanced around, and saw a  face young 
as her own, flushed with health and happiness, sm iling a t her, 
as her hand held ou t a box of bon-bons. By her side sat a  young 
man whose air of proprietorship proclaimed him her husband.

“ Thanks. You are very kind,” and Zenia took a b it of can
died fruit from the box.

“ A nd your— friend—m other—sister—will she no t take 
some ? ”

“ W ill you, Mouessie ? J u s t  in honor of the Alps. Please do, 
ju st one. Now I  am happier, th a t I  d id  n o t sin alone. I t  was 
lovely in  you to  keep me company.”

“  Sin in  eating sugar-plums I ! How very odd. I  fancied you 
were Americans, and I  though t they  ate sweets all the tim e.”

No one heard the reply th a t was spoken softly  by the elder lady.
“ We are Americans, but?——”
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“ I  was sure of it, so was my husband. W hy, when we were 
»t Lausanne there was an American mamma a t the same hotel, 
with five daughters. T hey  were from Chicago, and were always 
eating sweets. T hey  called i t  candy, and after we -became 
acquainted, I asked them if they  were no t afraid of being 
poisoned. You should have heard them  laugh. They were 
always laughing, and when they  stopped, their m other to ld  us 
tha t they were the belles of th a t p a rt of the city, and had  more 
young gentlem en to  call on them  than  any girls there. W hen 
they left Chicago, thirty-five of these young m en came down to 
the depot to see them  off, and  each one brought a  two-pound 
box of candy. J u s t  th in k  of i t ! W hy th a t would be seventy 
pounds. When you took your seat, my husband whispered, 
‘ Americans.’ And I  offer you sweets, as a card of introduc
tion, and you hesitate to  take them , alm ost refuse, and ta lk  of 
sin in eating them. One cannot judge of a  nation by a few 
individuals, can one ? ”

“ Scarcely. In  times past I  fear I  have eaten as m uch candy 
as the Chicago young ladies, b a t  I  am n o t ea tin g  i t  ju s t now.”

“  W ould you m ind telling  m e w hy you stopped? ”
The voice was sincere, the tone earnest. T he b rillian t color 

o f the questioner’s cheeks became more intense as she w aited  for 
her question to be answered, and tu rn ing  to her husband in  an 
appealing way, she said to  him , hurriedly, in a low tone ;

“ N ot a t all like those Americans from Chicago, are they, 
Laurie ? ”

“ I should say not,” was looked rather than said.
“ I  forgot th a t you do not know us,” continued the bride. “ I 

am not generally anxious to add to my friends, but there 
was something, an indescribable something, about you that at
tracted me a t first to you, and mad# me really wish to- become
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acquainted. Then, when you sat so still and did not speak, I  
grew positively Impatient to hear your voice, and so I  resorted 
to bon-bons. This will te ll you who I am.”

She was one of England’s loveliest types, this bride of a few 
weeks, and as she held o u t a b it of pasteboard w ith  a heightened 
color tinting her cheeks, Zenia took it and re a d :

“ Mrs. Laurence Beaumaris. W h a t a  poetical name 1 ” she 
continued, “ and mine is G lendenning, Zenia G lendenning, and 
this is m y mother, Mrs. Beaumaris. You shall have a card later, 
when we reach Chamouni. I  had not dreamed I  should need 
cards, and they  are a t  the very bottom of everything.”

“ And may I  introduce my husband ? H e will be very pleased 
to know you, forhe has been in  America, and likes all Am ericans.” 
T urn ing  to  the individual in question, she introduced him, say ing : 
“ You were righ t Laurie— they are Americans, b u t quite dif
ferent from those we m et a t Lausanne. W e could no t be sure 
we were right, because you did not speak,” she continued, tu rn 
ing to  Zenia in  a charm ingly cordial manner, and then they all 
laughed and were old friends a t once.

“ I  am glad to know you are m other and daughter,” said Mr. 
Beaumaris, as they settled  themselves for a chat. “ I  am not 
very curious, b u t my brain has been quite exercised to find out 
w hat relationship you are to each other. Notwithstanding a 
certain resemblance, there is a suggestion of something more 
than  m other and daughter, if such a th ing can be, a combination 
of the sisterly, friendly and most intim ate ties. You do not mind 
my saying this, I  hope ? ”

“ N ot in  the le a s t ; we claim all of these and even more,” 
replied Mrs. G lendenning. “ I th ink  there can be bu t few so 
favored, as every one seems to  rem ark upon it.”

“ B u t for convenience, sake and the comprehension of ordinary
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minds, we lim it i t  to  the parental and the  filial,” in terrup ted  
Zenia, sm iling in  her m other’s face, w ith  a  look of intense 
devotion.

“ A nd the secret of i t  ? ” he began, bu t his wife would not 
allow him to finish w hat she fe lt was sacredly personal—but 
in terrupted him  by say in g :

“ You have no t told me w hy you th ink  it  wrong to  ea t sugar
plum s.”

“ T here’s really nothing to tell. W e have made up our minds 
to forswear certain things, th a t is all. A  freak, perhaps, you 
would call it .”

“ You do not look like one th a t has freaks. W hatever you 
would tell me I  should believe, for your eyes are as true as the 
sky.”

“ Thanks. No greater compliment could you pay me, and 
I am sure you mean w hat you say. W h a t tim e do we reach 
Chamouni ? ”

“ A n hour before supper. I hope you w ill be there as long 
as ourselves. W e stay  a week. N o? Really. W hy, your trip  
is a  flying one. You m ust a t  least join us for the M auvais Pas, 
to-morrow.”

“ W e have never been separated an hour since we le ft America, 
and my m other is constitutionally opposed to  trusting  herself to 
four-footed things. I cannot imagine her, in  any emergency, 
riding a  m ule.”

H ere h er mother, who had ju s t caught the m eaning of her 
words, s a id :

“ In  the same degree th a t I  am tim id is my daughter fearless, 
and if  she w ill no t be de trap, I  know of nothing th a t would 
delight her as m uch as a ride among the Alps. Do not th ink 
of me, child. O f couise you will go.”
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“ How lovely you are to  tru s t lier to  our guardianship, is she 
not, Laurie ? W e will take the best possible care of her and  be 
grateful for the opportunity, won’t  we ? ”

“ Indeed we w ill. I  only wish Beverly was here to  be one 
of the party ,” he continued. “ Beverly’s m y bro ther ju s t re
turned from the States, an aw fully good fellow. O ught to  have 
been in  the Church. T he p iety  of^ill the Beaum aris fam ily for 
generations is condensed in  him. You should know him , Mias 
G lendenning.”

“ W hy ? I  am not very pious myself, as the world counts 
piety. He would find very little  in  me th a t would be congenial. 
I am just an ordinary g irl.”

A  long, low whistle was the only reply, and as the young man 
raised his eyes to the heights above, she tu rned  to speak to  her 
mother about the purposed jaunt, and failed to ca tch  th e  expres
sion on his face.

T he conversation never lagged. The hours of the day wore 
on. H eight a fte r height was reached, horses changed every 
hour, and a q u ie t se ttled  over the passengers on the o ther seats. 
From  clouds a  gray m ist began to  fall, soon to change into a 
steady rain, and when they  drove into Chamouni an  hour before 
sunset, i t  was to  find the grandeur of the scene quite  sh u t out 
by a dense overhanging haze, and to  learn th a t M ont Blanc 
had n o t been seen for a  week. Mrs. G lendenning had only 
allowed herself five days for the trip , two for coming and 
going, and  three for Geneva and the mountains. “ W h a t if, 
after all, they should be disappointed and be forced to  go 
back w ithou t having seen the k ing  of the A lp s ! ” A s the 
though t flashed through her m ind it  was read by the other, who 
rep lied :

“ A ll th ings come to those who know how to wait, you know,



A L P S , 45

Mouessie. When have we failed of our desires, if they  have 
been unselfish ? ”

“ Yonr faith is perfect, Zenia. I  would th a t I  could feel as 
confident as you, and yet my trust should be the stronger of the 
two, for I have come from long lines of the faith fu l believers in 
God’s leading. I  used to  listen to  the explanations w hy prayers 
were no t answered, and the things desired never came, till I  
made up  my mind the clergymen themselves looked upon the 
sentence, ‘Seek first the kingdom of God, or heaven, and 
all else shall come,’ as idle words. Now th a t I  have proven 
the tru th , I  am always surprised, and ejaculate ‘ How won
derful ! ’ ”

“ I t  is so lovely to  feel one’s-self guarded and led, and cared 
for by a hand that cannot grow  weak or make a  mistake. I t  is 
all very real to me. W h at w ill you do to-morrow when I  am
gone ? ”

“ W ander in all the by-ways and w ait for you to  come back 
to  me. Birdie. O ur life is so entirely  one th a t I  shall probably 
feel like a forlorn cripple, very lop-sided.”

“ B u t som ething is coming to make you glad. I  know it, I
feel i t  in here,” laying her hand on her breast. “ And you know 
these voices never speak falsely.”

“  W h a t can i t  be, and you away ? ”
Very early next morning, Mrs. G lendenning watched from the 

piazza of the H otel d’A ngleterre the departure of the happy 
party, and as the last glimpse of them was lost around a rocky 
point, she tu rned  idly toward the hall, wondering w hat she would 
do next.

■** I  have long w anted to  see the gems th a t are found on the
topmost heights of the Alps, and cu t and polished ready for a 
setting, and this is my time,” she murmured to herself, as she
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moved toward her room, from which she soon returned ready 
for the street.

Every one knows Ckamouni. W hoever has slep t one n ig h t 
beneath those silen t majesties th a t represent eternal repose and 
power, can close their eyes any  moment and hear again the tin k 
ling  of the bells on the mild-eyed cows, the calling of goats, the 
horn of the A lpine shepherd. T hey can follow the path  th a t 
leads to  the little  chapel and worship toward the  sun, or the 
road to the Glacier des Boisson, or any of the little  village 
streets. Every d istan t chalet is p rin ted  on the brain, to  be 
reproduced a t will, and Les A iguilles once seen can never 
be forgotten.

As Mrs. G lendenning le ft the yard  of the hotel, she paused 
a moment, and w ith  downcast eyes waited, as if hesitating to 
decide, then  turned  to  her le ft and was soon wending her way 
from shop to  shop, pausing a mom ent to  glance a t the display 
of articles in  one, then on to the next. A t length she reached 
the last of all and entered. A n old man with snowy beard, and 
long curling hair falling on his shoulders, sat on a bench near 
the door, and behind the counter stood one in middle life. She 
merely observed them as she entered, and made known her de
sires, then forgot their existence in rap t delight over the 
beautiful stones th a t were spread before her eyes from some 
hidden drawer. How long she stood there she never knew. 
She tried  to  remember later when te llin g  Zenia of her day, bu t 
time had no place in th a t experience. One by one the jewels 
were selected, and then  two m agnificent stones were added; 
one for her beloved, one for herself. T hey gleam ed like sun
light, they shone like stars ; they  burned like fire. Mrs. G len
denning was filled w ith delight.

“ W hy didst thou choose for thine own, one of the fated  stones
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of flame ? ” sounded in her ears, as she was about to place them 
in her bag. “ Knowest thou not, daughter, the blue of the sky 
is yours, and sapphires should guard  you and the one you lo re?  
The fire also is yours, b u t its flames m ust come late.”

She turned, startled  by the voice and words, to find the old 
man who had sa t upon the  bench, now standing a t her side, 
earnestly regarding her. H is eyes were fathomless, as they 
looked a t her from projecting brows th a t seemed like snowy 
crags guarding a  ligh t beneath. W h at was their color she never 
knew. Such torches of ligh t w ent and came th a t all else was 
forgotten in  their gleam, and, unconsciously, she bowed her head 
and made no reply.

“ Dost thou not know th a t to such as thee, the fire bum s to 
consume ? Self-love, yea, the  life itself, m ust all be destroyed 
in the flames th a t aspire to heaven. Couldst thou pass through 
this ordeal, to atta in  pu rity  and peace ? I t  is not too late to 
leave the stones where thou  hast found them, and go thy  way, 
beneath tranquil skies.”

As he spoke, she had involuntarily  laid down the tw o stones 
she had selected, and stood w aiting in an attitude of indecision. 
W hy should she be affected by the words of a  strange old 
man ?

“ Come to  me to-morrow a t this time, and after th a t decide. 
Thou w ilt th en  choose the path deliberately. B ring also the 
neophyte, and the  Spirit w ill rest upon us in  power.”

“  B u t where ? ”
“ You will be led, daughter, ju s t as you were led  th is  morn

ing, though you did not know it. Rememberest thou not the 
words, * T he blind are led in  a way they  know  n o t ’ ? O ur 
poor blind souls would go far astray w ith  no guidance b u t our 
little  fragm ent of knowledge.”
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W hen she raised her eyes he was gone.
“ W ho and w hat is he ? ” came from her lips when she had 

recovered somewhat from her astonishm ent.
“ He is known here as ‘ T he W ise Man of the H oly Grotto.’ 

He speaks to  few, and his words are no t idle. Blessed are the 
favored few whom he chooses.”

The m an spoke reverently  and w ith  deep feeling.
“ A nd  do you know  w hat he m eant by stones of fire ? ”
“  I  am a  babe th a t has no t y e t seen the light. T he W ise 

One has led me out of darkness, and the little  th a t I  know he 
has given me. Ask me no more ; I m ust keep the silence. Go 
to him  and he will give th y  soul all i t  seeks.”

H e turned  and busied him self w ith  some stones on a d istan t 
shelf, and  Mrs. G lendenning had n augh t to  do b u t go her way 
and w ait patiently  her appointed time.

T he sun was nearing the m ountain tops when the mules and 
riders came into sight. As yet the monarch of m ountains had 
refused to be seen, and when Mrs. G lendenning held her own in 
her arms, she had almost forgotten M ont Blanc, in her delight 
a t having h er once more. Clasping her in  her arms, she kissed 
her tenderly  and led her to their room. Once there she 
asked—

“ A re you safe and well, darling ? I  had a  terrib le frigh t as I  
saw you pass ou t of sight, som ething whispered— ‘ W hat if  she 
should never re tu rn .’ ”

“ You see I am safe, and I  assure you I  am well, b u t there 
came near being an accident, and if Mr. Beaumaris had not 
been a t hand, no telling  w hat m ight have happened. T he mule 
was young and easily frightened. T ell me about your day, 
Mouessie ? I  know it  was lonely and long.”

“ A nd you have been happy ? ”
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“ More than happy— I have been a child again. T ell me, 
•where you w ent ? ”

“ To begin w ith  I  w ent to  a lapidary’s shop to look a t gems, 
and there I  met------ ”

A shout long and  loud ren t the  air, and was caught up by th e ; 
m ountains and throw n back in  prolonged echoes.

“ M ont Blanc,”  “ M ont Blanc,” was repeated again and again,, 
u n til every guest in the H otel was standing on the piazza, to 
catch a glimpse of the monarch of m ountains, now revealed in  
unrivaled grandeur, in  the lig h t of the  after-glow. Pure, 
radiant, spotless in  the repose of a  sacred silence, am id the  
vibrations of rapturous ether, was th a t marvelous dome before 
which kings and monarchs have been b u t as worms of the  
dust.

Upon two souls in  th a t w aiting throng  fell a  g reat silence, as 
the atomic vibrations were inhaled in  sp iritual asp ira tions; b u t 
upon the rest i t  was the hush of expectant curiosity, followed 
by the babble of idle words.

“ To th ink  how long we’ve waited for it, and these late 
arrivals have seen it a t once. It’s not fair,” said a quiet little 
woman to her clerical-looking spouse, who replied in a patroniz
ing way.

m we can afford it, my dear, and you must remember that 
some have come and gone without even a glimpse. I t  is just 
the election of life you know.” The voice came from the 
depths of his saintly breast, and the two strolled off w ith their 
backs to the m ountain, while a smile passed over the spectators. 
In the quiet of their room, Mrs. G lendenning to ld  her daughter 
of the day’s experience w ith the wise man, and the command to 
meet him  on the morrow.

“  How can we w ait ti ll  to-morrow ? It is the fondest dream
4
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of oirr im agination about to be realized. How often we have
talked of such a possibility, and to think we may see an 
adept------ ”

“ But do not be too sure, darling. It may not be such as we 
th ink, though Ms appearance and manner accord w ith all our 
fancies of what a sage should be. Here’s the diligence; let me 
see the arrivals.”

She w ent to the window and waited for the vehicle to  come 
in  sight.

“ W onders will never cease, Zenia,” she exclaimed. “ W hom 
do you suppose has ju st jum ped to  the ground and  is shaking 
hands w ith Mr. Beaumaris ? W hy, those two gentlem en we saw 
in the Louvre tha t day. You remember you said they  were 
English, and I said the small one was American. T here he is, 
being introduced to Mr. Beaumaris by the o ther one, and  they 
are looking to  the windows for a sigh t of the lovely bride. 
W ho are they ? How do they come here ? ”

“ For the same purpose as ourselves, perhaps. I  am too 
tired  or I  should take a g lan ce ; to  be sure you are not mistaken. 
A s i t  is, i t  w ould not pay. I  m ust rest an hour before I dress 
for dinner. Ha, ha, w hat a joke ! Dress for dinner ou t of a 
little  hand-bag,” and a musical laugh rang o u t through gates of 
pearl, a t the mere thought of conventionality and toilets.

However, when the two ladies appeared in the dining-room an 
hour later, although their fellow-passengers had laid aside their 
traveling dresses, there were few who recognized the fact tha t 
both m other and daughter wore the same dresses they  had 
traveled in, least of all the two men who had been seated a t 
the righ t hand of young Beaumaris, and were thus brought face 
to  face w ith the ladies they had followed from Paris. D inner 
w ith  the one we have known as Cecil H autrave was a  mere
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play. Long hours of rid ing  and fifty-four miles of m ountain 
roads, had  not been able to give him  an appetite th a t could en
dure the presence o f th a t “ Venus in  flesh,” as he called her, who 
devoted herself to  her soup w ith  a zest born of the day’s 
fatigue and adventures, in blissful unconsciousness of her vis-a- 
vis. H er manners a t the table were perfection ; and all w ithin 
sigh t of her watched adm iringly the  movement of her fork and 
spoon, the peculiar lightness of touch of the long fair fingers, 
the dainty morsels she ate, as she composedly w ent through 
the courses of the dinner. T hey also observed th a t no m eat 
touched her plate, no coffee or wine her lips. “ A nother proof 
th a t she has the soul of a Greek and does no t belong to this 
time and place,” thought her admirer, who le t none of these 
things pass unnoticed.

“ M ay I  introduce a  cousin of mine to yourself and daughter, 
Mrs. G lendenning ? I  can vouch for him, and he stands spon
sor for his f r ie n d ; though you may th ink  I  need a backer 
m yself?”

“ Not a t all. I  shall be happy to  know  your friends.” Mrs. 
G lendenning smiled cordially, and the  party  seated theirlselves 
on the broad piazza to  watch the moon rise over the mountains. 
I t  so happened th a t the young ladies and  Mrs. G lendenning sat 
together, and  in  a  semi-circle in  front, the three young men. 
Each one addressed the neighbor adjoining, and Mm. Beau
maris was saying so ftly :

“ You can’t  imagine our surprise a t  seeing Royal Montrose 
here. I should ju s t as soon have expected to  see my grand
m other. W e knew he had left Leipsic, b u t supposed he was on 
his way home to America. I  cannot see for the life of me w hat 
has brought him  here.”

“ No one would imagine you had been on a  mule since day-
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lig h t to look at your color,” replied Zenia, anxious to ta lk  on 
some topic that she knew  som ething of. Royal Montrose was 
an unknown quan tity  to  her, and she had nothing to say on the 
subject. “ How lovely you look in  th a t dainty silk  ! ”

“ W hich is not half as m uch of an a r t as looking lovely in a 
plain brown traveling-dress. T hat is a  m ystery I  cannot com
prehend. A ny girl w ith decent figure, s traigh t eyes, and  a  p re tty  
dress can look well, especially if she knows how to smile ; b u t 
how you could look so bew itchingly fresh in  the same dress we 
rode all day in, is more than I can understand.”

“ A  b it of real lace a t the throat and wrists is all. W e can’t  be 
bothered w ith  baggage for short trips. W h a t are they  ta lk ing  
about ? ”

“ A bout your mule. D id you te ll your m other ? ”
“ Yes, in a general way, bu t not so as to give her an idea of 

real danger, but she is waking up to i t  now.”
“ I  really  thought at one time that I  should never dare come

back to you without your daughter,” Mr. Beaumaris was say in g ; 
“ and when I  saw that vicious beast tu rn  suddenly on th a t 
narrow path, I was sure she was gone. That guide was a 
careless fellow. I felt like thrashing him, and if his knees 
hadn’t  trembled so, I am not sure I would not have pitched him  
over the chasm, I kept my hand on her mule after th a t.”

“ H ow can I sufficiently thank you ? A ll the more, when you 
gave her the care that should have been your wife’s.”

“ I knew 1 could get another wife, h u t you could never have 
another such a daughter,” replied the young man, laughing.

“ A re you really  in  earnest th a t there was such an accident ? ” 
Prof. H autrave leaned eagerly forward to  catch the answer.

“  Sure as I ’m s ittin g  here. You see, Miss G lendenning joined 
us for the Mauvais Pas. She is a  fearless horse woman, and th e
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guide seeing this, le t her look ou t for herself, while he gossiped 
w ith my guide ju st behind. H e either forgot the mule was a 
colt, or else he had been drinking, for ju st as the procession 
wound around a sharp crag, her mule took fright, tu rned  sud
denly, and came near losing its  foothold, which m eant a fall of 
two thousand feet a t least. Both guides sprang forward, held 
the mule up, and I  caught Miss G lendenning ; they  tu rned  the 
mule again and we were safe. T he horror of the th ing  followed 
us like a nightm are all day, and I  was glad to  reach Chamouni 
again w ith  no fu rther mishaps. I  shall complain of the guide 
to-morrow, and henceforth he w ill no t have i t  in his power to 
do such harm .”

“ Oh, please do nothing of the kind. I  am sure the m an was 
punished by the frig h t he had,” in terrup ted  the young lady, 
who till then had not spoken. “ Such a th ing would probably 
never happen again. L e t the man go.”

“ Such mercy is no kindness to  those who come after us. 
H ad you been less calm, less m aster of yourself and the m ule, 
you would not be here to  intercede for th a t w retched man, but, 
if you will both join us in  a  carriage-drive to-morrow m orning 
toward the T ete  Noir, I  w ill do as you desire.”

M other and  daughter here exchanged glances, and both spoke 
a t  once.

“ I f  we do not, i t  is neither from lack of desire nor w ant of 
courage, b u t our tim e here is very lim ited, and we have an en
gagem ent for the forenoon th a t cannot be set aside ; bu t when 
you come back, we shall be here to  welcome you. N ext morn
ing  we m ust re tu rn  to  Geneva.”

“ How d read fu l! ”
“  P reposterous! ”
“ T he plan m ust be changed,” came from one and another.

....... xl tr . I.!;{ t
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T hroughout th a t brief evening, for they  were all weary and 
needed rest, Cecil H autrave never once addressed a rem ark to 
the woman he had followed so far. Once in  their room, he 
tu rned  suddenly, facing his friend w ith  :

“ W h a t have you to say now, M ontrose ? H ave I  no t proved 
the tru th  of the  old adage, ‘ F ain t heart never won fair lady ’ ? 
N ot th a t I mean to  win her, bu t if I  had been content w ith a 
single glance, and had no t insisted on coming here, I  m ight 
never have known who she was. I  a t least have the satisfac
tion of know ing her name is Zenia Glendenning. St. Zenia 
henceforth to  me, for a more saintly face I  have never seen. 
Such streng th  and  loveliness are rarely found united.”

“ She is unusual. There is no denying it. B u t she has no 
in terest in our sex, and the m aturity  of her face and conversa
tion plainly show th a t some great upheaval in  the past has left 
no sm oldering fires of passion w ithin. H er m ind is fixed on 
other things.”

“ All the  more charming. Where have we met her like 
before ? ”

“ B u t surely you can have no idea of pursuing her? ”
“ P u rsu ing  her ? No, 1 have no idea of anything. I  have 

no ideas about my future, since I have seen her. I  only hope 
to know her well enough to discover the secret of her fascina
tion, for in all my life I have never been so charm ed.”

“ I  should hope not. A man can’t  stand  many such cata
clysms in an ordinary life-time. I  am w illing to  acknowledge 
all you say, even willing to say th a t I  too w ould like to know 
beneath the surface, but my adm iration is admiration. My 
pulses are not quickened. Feel for yourself. While yours, I 
am sure, are going like trip-hammers. W e are both the same 
age; why is this? You have suddenly found yourself idle ; no
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books, no lectures. A  m agnificent creature comes along, and  
you throw  all your ideality, intellect, everything, on the new  
line. Shake i t  off ere i t  is too late, old man, or your life is a 
wreck. T en to  one neither of us sees the real woman. I f  you 
should w rite a perfect description of her as she seems to you, 
I  as she appears to  me, her m other w ith  her idolatrous love as 
she is in  her eyes, how near would any of these come to th e  
g irl as she knows herself ? She would laugh a t them  as car
icatures. M ind m e for once, and fly away from the flame 
before your wings are so scorched th a t you cannot fly.”

“ Never.”
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' ' CHAPTER IV.'.

PROPHECY.

“ Yet God comes by the Inward-rolling sea ;
Not waves of thought alone, but waves of i r e  ;
Thrice blessed of Love’s children shall they be
Whose deeds embody all the flames inspire.
The fires within them rise, the waves unroll,
They meet, they blend, they re-attune the soul.”

I t  was m orning in  Cliamouni. Never again could Zenia 
G lendenning know the rapture of th a t first m orning when she 
sprang from h er bed to  catch the first glimpse of the A lps in 
the m orning l ig h t ; b u t now there was som ething even more 
po ten t th a t th rilled  her w ith  intensest joy, as she and her 
m other stepped into the open air to  greet the day. T he sun’s 
rays were g ild ing  the  topm ost h e ig h ts ; the mists of the val
leys were gathering up their garm ents and fleeing aw ay ; the 
rippling waters of the A rve made melody w ith all the sounds 
th a t were born of th a t h o u r ; and the bells of the cattle grew 
more and more musical as they came toward the village.

No tourist was astir, and in silence they stood for a few 
moments, watching, waiting, feeling the uplift they knew  
would be borne to them. A t length Zenia spoke, in  a half- 
dream y tone, bu t full of suppressed fee lin g :

“ Is  i t  a dream, ma chere, th a t we are here ? A re we veri
table entities of flesh and blood, or are we under the spell of 
some w eird illusion ? Here we stand in the presence of these
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everlasting hills, with thoughts and desires and a fixed pur
pose as foreign to  the life of those about us as can be imagined. 
A  few short months ago, and we were chasing the  same phan
tasm s th a t they are. T hen came th a t ten ib le  realization of 
the hollow mockery of i t  all, followed by a  flash of conscious
ness th a t revealed powers and possibilities h itherto  unknown, 
b u t no t undream ed of, and we started  on the quest. W e would 
prove their tru th , and the m om ent our resolve was taken the 
door was opened, and step by step we have walked since then, 
ti ll  now we find a  gu lf has widened between the old life, and 
the new, th a t separates us from i t  forevermore. I t  never 
seemed so g rea t as when I  ta lked  w ith  th a t charm ing bride 
yesterday. She seemed so proud and happy in  her life, and I 
fancied I  could feel a throb of p ity  for me th a t I  had no hus
band to love and adore me, when imagine m y surprise as we sat 
together alone, she said :

“ ‘ Shall I tell you why I  spoke to you in the diligence ? Your 
face had such a lig h t upon it, such a look of g reat joy, th a t I 
longed to  know your secret. I  am happy b u t not satisfied, even 
w ith Laurie and my beautiful new home w aiting for me.’ Im 
agine my surprise. How has all this come to  us and not to 
others ? ”

“ I t will come to them  when they are ready to receive it, child. 
Only through sorrow, and disappointment, and pain, are such 
flowers brought to  bloom. Although you are young in years, 
you have always been old in m ind, and the experiences of life 
have touched you as deeply as my sorrows have me, and no doubt 
there is a reason for i t  all. There may be a work for us to 
do that we know not of. One thing we know, that we have 
found a world of delight, that all the wealth and honors of this 
ou ter life could not purchase.”



“ I  sometimes feel th a t those strange visions I  had a t first, 
were memories of a life we both have lived before. I  know you 
do not believe this------ ”

“ Do not say believe—say know. I  accept more slowly m any 
things th a t come to me by in tu ition  or suggestion, than  you do, 
because my m ind is fu ll of ideas planted there in  childhood, no t 
easily uprooted. I  have always left yours free, and tru th  can 
come to you w ithout obstruction------ ”

“  A h, ma ckere Mouessie, how wise you have been in your 
g reat love ! Since know ing more of the powers of astra l in
fluences, and planetary effects, I  often ask myself w hat I  should 
have done or been w ithout your gu id ing  hand. J u s t  im agine 
th a t had I  been bom  under another sign, or triplicity, and we 
could n o t have moved in the same orbit, how different would our 
lives have been, and how miserable ! W e are both children of 
the same domain, and nothing can m ar the harmony of our 
lives.”

“ I t  was all a part of the plan, and the G iver of Life gave us also 
our pathw ay to walk in and our work to do. I cannot b u t feel the 
old man of the grotto has a message for us. How strangely the 
ligh t has been given to us in unexpected ways ! Our mission is 
plain. L ight, heat, power must be given to the world. Firq 
does not burn  for itself. I t  purifies, transm utes, vivifies. I t takes 
lower vibrations and raises them  to higher octaves, th a t the power 
may be increased; bu t this is not for its own good. The fire in 
the locomotive shows us where our work lies. I t  is no t there for 
itself, i t  is no t there even to  warm, its work is larger than th a t ; 
it  is to  propel a train , to move a mass, to take them  from where 
they now are to  where they belong. Can we do this ? Can we 
live entirely  for others? Can-we move living beings and carry 
them  from a starting-point to an advance station? The S pirit

!
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of the F ire m ust do its  work, child. W oe to  us if we hinder its  
flames or th ru st self in  its way. O ver and over I  repeat the  
words of the H oly Book, * Behold is i t  no t of the Lord of Hosts 
th a t the people shall labor in  the very fire? ’ ‘ A nd the L igh t of 
Israel shall be for a  F ire, and his Holy One for a Flam e.’ ‘ Set 
me as a seal upon thy  heart, as a seal upon th ine arm, for love is 
strong a3  d ea th ; . .  . the coals thereof are coals of fire, which hath  
a most vehement flame. M any waters cannot quench lo v e ; 
neither can the floods drown it.’ A n d  then  comes the grand 
finale. ‘ A nd the fire shall try  every m an’s work of what so rt 
i t  is.’ ‘ I f  any m an’s work abide, he shall receive a reward.’ ” 
She paused a moment, and then  con tinued :

“ These words are ever ringing in  m y ears, and when the 
time comes that we know the law  of vibrations, and we can 
change our dominant note, we will rise toward the central fire of 
Love, to  tlie very center of Life, b u t th a t is so fa r away. How 
are we to  find the secret ? ”

“ E ver since we entered the path  two years ago, we have been 
constantly led step by step, why should we doubt now ? W hen 
we are ready for the nex t step, we shall be led to  take it,” 
replied the younger, glancing towards the sun w ith a face glow
ing with spiritual devotion. Its  rays were now flooding hill, 
and valley, and darkest nook. A  moment more and it would 
rest upon the top of the m ountain in  fullness of glory. As if by 
a single impulse both speakers lapsed into silence, turned w ith 
bowed heads toward the east, assumed the a ttitu d e  belonging to 
children of the Fire, and remained motionless, un til the King of 
Day had crowned them  with his benediction, and was pouring 
o te r  all nature the flood-tide of his glory. B reathing in unison 
for a space, they tu rned  again tow ard the hotel.

“  The baptism of the sp irit of the m orning will prepare us for
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the  wise man,” said Mrs. G lendenning, tak ing  the hand of her 
daughter and raising i t  to her lips. “  W h at a  power comes by 
the inbreathing of the rising sun, and all i t  represents of spiritual 
t r u th ! T o feel th a t as the palpable rays of th a t lum inary bring 
us living atoms for our bodily life, so from the g reater Sun, on 
auric waves, there comes a t the same moment, actual, breathing 
atoms th a t en ter into the w aiting, longing soul, to vivify and 
enrich ; this makes a new world of this old earth, and we walk 
its places children of the Most H igh .”

The other did  not reply. She fe lt the inspiration of the 
moment, and so, hand in  hand, they  walked through the newly 
wakened world, and reached the hotel before the guests had left 
their rooms. Three hours la ter they  started  on their strange 
quest. The ways were many th a t lay before them, and there 
was no guide to te ll them  which to  choose. They started  forth 
feeling their way as children grope who are blindfold and have 
no bearings. W hen they reached the gate, a dog came toward 
them, and in his eyes was the lig h t of intelligence. H e was of 
the collie breed, full-blooded and taw ny w ith black and tan  ; 
and Zenia seeing him, rushed tow ard him and threw  her arms 
around his neck in ecstasy of delight.

“ I t  is the dear General himself, and see, he knows me ! ” she 
cried.

The righ t paw waved an assent as he sat upright. T he tail 
pounded on the ground.

“ See, is not tha t the self-same way my own would greet me ? 
You blessed creature ! You are not d o g ; not beast, b u t already 
owner of a hum an heart and brain ! Can you not te ll me who 
you are and whence you came ? ” *

T he ears and head drooped. T he ta il no longer stirred . He 
felt his inability to re p ly ; b u t i t  was evident th a t he knew  all
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she said. When she rose to her feet and moved forward, he 
started on before, apparently  delighted.

“ He is going with u s ; can i t  be th a t he is sen t to  guide us ? ” 
exclaimed Zenia.

“ We shall follow his leading,” replied her mother, and from 
that moment there was no hesitancy. They turned as their guide 
turned, crossed the bridge over the Arve when he led the way, 
and then crossed fields and paths, till  they came to  the foot of 
the mountains. On and on they went, up  and up a zigzag path, 
the faithful dog never stopping for word or caress. Suddenly, 
on a high projecting rock, they saw a solitary figure and knew  
th a t their destination was a t band.

T he path  now became a mere trail, and afte r a  few more 
turnings, they stood face to face w ith  the venerable m an whose 
presence they sought. H e came forward w ith  extended hands, 
and, crossing them, took a  hand of each guest in  his own, say
ing:

“ Welcome, my children. I  knew  thy  hearts, and fear has no 
abiding place there. I t  is well. F ear is bondage, and children 
of the Most H igh are free. Such are ye, and ye are welcome.” 

He laid his hands, still crossed, upon their heads and remained 
silent. Then he patted the dog upon the head, say in g :

“  W ell done, thou faithful servant. Thou a r t  w orthy of tru st, 
and some day thou shall be called no longer Path-finder, b u t 
Leader, General, Conqueror.”

The dum b Being seemed to know the m eaning of every word 
and sank upon the ground in adoration, and licked the sandals 
of his m aster’s feet.

“ Ye have been led across deep waters, children of Fire, to  
this m ountain height, and from thence w ill ye go to  d isten t lands 
and fu ller knowledge. A t morning, a t  noon, a t n ight, I  have
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followed ye, and  again I  bid ye welcome. Follow  me. The 
prophet Zelo has a  message for the strangers.”

T he sun was now nearing the zenith, and as he led the way 
tow ard rocky chasms, where even the noontide dared not enter, 
Mrs. G lendenning clasped tightly the hand of her child.

“ Fearest thou the shadows, child? thou who hast trod  upon 
the adder and the dragons. Where the Vestal V irg in  is, there is 
safety. The shadow of Omnipotence is over her, and the holy 
ones form a  wall round about her. U nder His wing shalt thou 
trust, and H is tru th  shall be thy shield and buckler. There 
shall no evil befall thee, nor any plague come nigh thy  dwelling 
(w hich is thy  body), for H e shall give H is angels charge 
over thee to keep thee in all thy ways. E n ter into His sacred 
place.”

A s he spoke he stepped aside and  revealed a new world to 
their eyes. A  grotto suddenly opened before them , seemingly 
formed by the hand of man, bu t in reality  a work of nature. 
Here he bade them  be seated, and as they sank upon a  moss- 
covered bench, the eye looking outw ard could see naugh t b u t 
the highest A lpine peaks and M ont Blanc, pure and serene, 
above all. The dog, Path-finder, came and crouched a t Zenia's 
feet, looking into h er face w ith a glance of faithful devotion. 
Silence reigned. T he m aster had vanished behind a  heavy 
curtain th a t fell across the rear of the grotto, and the breathing 
of the three was all the sound th a t broke the silence. Strange 
to say, the dog was breathing in  unison w ith the hum an 
breasts, and as he did so, his g rea t brown eyes grew  beauti
fu lly  clear, like amber beads. H e seemed to see something 
far off in space and listened motionless and rapt. T hen a 
curtain  moved and the prophet once more stood before them, 
grand in  the majesty of a  presence found rarely among the sons



PBO PBEC Y. 63

of men, such a one m igh t have been Moses on the M ount of 
G o d ; or Elias as he called down fire from heaven. H is long 
w hite robe fell to  h is feet and was girded by the threefold 
c o rd ; while in  Ms hand he held a staff th a t represents all 
th ings m anifest in  m atter, and has been the sign of power in 
every age, since Moses smote the  sea or made the rock break 
forth  in  floods of gladness. He m otioned to his visitors to 
follow, and led the way beMnd the curtain.

A  raised altar stood beneath a sky-lit dome, and up the  seven 
steps of stone tha t led to i t  he walked, and they followed. 
They could not b u t notice the rays of lig h t reflected from the 
steps in all the colors of the prism, and as they reached the 
altar of wood, most beautifully  carved, i t  seemed as if showers of 
arrows came from the dome and pierced their inmost being. 
Upon the a ltar seven candles were lighted, w ith  one brighter 
and taller than  the rest in the center. A signet, som ething like 
a  cartouche, was in the wall above; b u t nothing of its m eaning 
could be understood by the strangers. A  bronze tripod a t the 
side of the altar, of curious workm anship and quain t device, part 
Greek, p a rt E gyptian, held blazing coals. Before i t  stood the 
prophet, w ith  crossed hands, w atching i t  glow and bum , as if his 
very glance were life un to  its flames. H is long snowy beard, 
his hair falling  in curls upon Ms shoulders, his snowy robes, 
Ms inspired eye, raised in  silent prayer, made a p icture never 
to  be forgotten by the two who were perm itted to  behold it.

“ Draw  near and worsMp.” T he tones were fu ll and rich. 
T hey had no trace of all the decades th a t had  come and  gone 
since first they  made a sound. T he two knelt, one on either 
side of the priest, and suddenly a  sm aller curtain, h itherto  un
noticed, slowly moved aside, revealing the face of Jesus the 
Nazarene. I t  had the likeness th a t was so well-known, bu t was
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j e t  utterly unlike any masterpiece they liad ever seen. All/ 
Love, all Wisdom, all Power looked down upon them  from tha t 
face. W ith  eyes uplifted the  prophet prayed.

“ O Thou m ost merciful, all-wise Providence, in  whose hands 
are the deep places of the earth, and all the experiences of life, 
kindle T h y  flame of love and lig h t on these hearts, we beseech 
Thee. M ay i t  burn all dross. B urn us, O F ather, burn us, b u t 
le t us no t be consumed. Save oursouls though it  be through all 
sorrow and  b itte r agony. M ake us to  rejoice in  all tribulation 
th a t leads us nearer to Thee. O hear our cry for H is sake, the 
M an of Sorrows, who endured to  the end. Am en.”

Strange vibrations th rilled  the hearts of those who listened, 
and very  fa in tly  in  the  distance they  seemed to  catch the notea 
of melody as if divine harmonies filled the place. T hey grad- - 
ually  grew  fa in ter and died away into silence. Once more the 
M aster spoke.

“ Before yon m ountain was created, this th a t we have done 
was decreed and foretold. In  all ages the children of the 
H ighest have been enlightened, b u t the world was dark, the 
ligh ts few in number, and in  earthen vessels. The school of the 
Prophets has never been w ithout its disciples, bu t un til now their 
lesson has been to  learn wisdom and to  wait. For m any genera
tions they  have longed, and waited, and died, and saw no sign. 
T he rising of the sun is a t hand, for the time has come tha t a ll th a t 
has been hidden shall be revealed. The ruddy beams of the 
m orning tinge the mountains. The sons and daughters of L igh t 
are ordered to m arch forward as torch-bearers of the T ru th . 
They are chosen from the ends of the earth  5 as i t  is w rit te n :
‘ T hey shall come from the N orth and the South, and the E ast and 
the W est, and sit down in the kingdom  of Heaven,’ and to you, 
daughters of a d istan t land, has been given a sacred trust, first
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to ld  to  me in the silence of the n ight, long years ago. I t  said 
to me, ‘ The world is travailing in pain ; the hour of redem ption 
is a t h a n d ; and the Learners in  the Tem ple of T ru th  m ust arise 
and purify themselves. To-day a  child is born across the sea, a 
Vestal V irgin  from the A ncien t of Days, who shall serve me 
in  the great Temple. Seek the young child and lead the m other 
into the L ight, for to  this end was she born.’ I  went, in  spirit, 
w hither I  was directed, and found i t  as the voice had said. T he 
brave heart of a warrior of T ru th  was enshrined in  a female 
form, and from th a t day to  this moment, the child and h e r  
m other have been m y care. L ed through joy and sorrow to this* 
hour of covenant, the children of F ire  m ust be baptized, before 
the stone can be worn which has been rejected by the Builders 
for long ages j for i t  has been w ritten  th a t th is is destined to 
become the head of the corner. T he Tem ple of the  M aster is 
the Temple of H um anity, and the stone rejected is the stone of 
suffering, which no m an desires till its m eaning and glory are 
revealed, and then  its  day will be passed. Blessed are they  who 
have clasped i t  to their breast when i t  m eant sorrow, defeat, and 
humiliation.

“ H ail, thrice hail, ye children of the fiery powers 1 H ere ye 
see the domain ye inhabit.”

H e threw  upon some burning coals a powder of incense, and 
the smoke rose in  heavy masses and filled the place.

“ Coal, the darksome th ing  of earth, becomes glowing a t  the 
fiery breath. Clouds arise when the passions are burned, b u t 
from the consuming goes forth precious perfum e, which is th e  
spirit of the divine. As this flame ascends to be re-united w ith  
its  prim al source, so have risen for years, from the  a ltar of thy  
hearts, devout longings for the S pirit of Love and W isdom, th a t 
is now w aiting to  descend upon thee. I t  is thus the divine
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spark  is kindled. T hus is the sp irit bom  into power. T he 
earth ly  m ust rise into longing, to  m eet the quickening from 
above. N ever again can ye go back from knowledge to 
ignorance, nor the earth  hold thee in thrall. F or there is a  path  
to  enter, a  world to conquer, a  work to do. I t  is for this ye 
were bom . As I  look in  yonder burning coals, I  see the years 
stre tch  o u t before thee. Years of overcoming. Ye m ust go to  
o ther lands. To the isles of the sea for knowledge, and  the sands 
<of E g y p t for crowning and the L est W ord. Loves of earth  m ust 
all be burned, and the trine of Love, W isdom, and Use, be 
•established.”

T urn ing  to  Mrs. G lendenning he placed his hand upon her 
head, w ith  fingers widely outspread and the thum b between 
the eyes. Raising his eyes toward heaven, he said, slowly and 
•solem nly:

“ T hrough disappointm ent and heartache hast thou been 
•driven to the life, Child of Fire, b u t in  th is new life shalt thou find 
peace now and forevermore. S trong a r t thou in faith, rich w ilt 
thou be in knowledge, bu t the crowning m ust be in the great 
Unseen by the Master’s own hands, for thou canst not sever the 
ties of love and family, and, bound by these, thou m ust reach 
w ithin the veil for thy reward. Be brave. Be of good courage. 
For those th a t overcome inherit all th ings.”

T urn ing  to Zenia his tones changed and became tender as 
a  woman’s. P lacing  his hands upon her head, as he had done 
upon her m other’s, his heart poured itself o u t in  the following 
prophetic u tterance :

“ V estal V irg in  of the holy F ire, thou a rt come to  M ount 
Zion, to  the heights of D ivine Love, and into thy  soul shall flow 
the  Spirit of Consecration. Thou a r t  no t a child of this earth and 
age. Thou hast come from d istan t spheres and other worlds.



T h y  time on earth was in  the days of E gyp t’s glory, when Moses 
was no t born and the palaces of the Pharaohs stretched down 
the banks of the Nile, to  Karnak and the Tliebaid. T hou w ert 
then a  vestal virgin, pure of though t and pure of life, m inister
ing  in the temple of Isis, the keeper of the sacred veil, where no 
though t of m undane things could enter. T hen  thou didst pass 
to the land of spirits, and when Greece was a t  her height of 
power, and the tem ple of Athense crowned the lofty  hill, thou 
w ert again bom  for vestal service, and a keeper of divine secrets. 
T hy  soul was there made p e r fe c t; for thou didst w ithstand all 
trials th a t m ight shake thy purpose, even the love of a  heart as 
true  and noble as e’e r beat in hum an b reast; and when the Mas
te r’s voice d idst whisper to  thee, ‘ W ell done, m y child,’ he also 
said the earth  need never more expect to  see thee serve her 
temples. B u t now, because the greater tem ple of hum anity is cry
ing out for servers, thou hast come again, and the love thou didst 
refuse before, was given thee as thy guerdon, and i t  burns w ithin 
a mother’s breast; the highest love that hum an heart can know. 
The soul that beats as one with thine, is no new soul to thee. 
I t  loved thee ages long since past as lover-king, and it  loves 
thee even more as mother, aye as thine own self. Remember 
this, tha t separations of the body matter no t; ye tw o am  one and 
never can be separated. Inal! earth’s history, b u t few have come 
to do their Master’s bidding so gladly and so freely as thou. It 
is because thy  love has all been given to thy  Lord, whom thou 
hast seen and known beyond this world of sense. W hen others 
wonder a t your choice to-day, could they b u t see the memories 
th a t haun t thee in thine hours of sleep and press thee on upon 
thy  way they would no t marvel. F a lte r not, nor fear. T hy  
path will not be long. T hy  work w ill soon be done. For a time 
thou must go back into the world, as one bom  in  it, bu t no t of
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it. Be glad, and live a happy hum an life ; so shall the Lotus 
strike its root more firmly in  the earth, and when the vessel 
brings thy father, and the child of nature with him, seeking 
light, the way that thou m ust go will then he made more clear. 
This faithful dog shall be thy  servant, till his life is given for 
thine. W henever he comes to  thee, thou needs m ust touch this 
acorn hanging on his collar, and w ithin i t  thou  sha lt find a 
message. Kneel now before the a lta r for thy  consecration w ith 
the holy  oil.”

W ith  hands upraised, his voice ascended for a  blessing on 
their lives and work ; and he ended in these words :

“ I  commit these dear children* into th y  hands, O most 
M erciful Providence, th a t Thou who hast l i t  their torch and  sen t 
them  forth, w ilt give them  richly of the oil of wisdom, to bring 
lig h t into the darkened world. Be thou their Rock and Fortress, 
and m ay the m yriad angels th a t now surround us, and have 
witnessed w hat has been done, be round about them , from th is  
time forth  forevermore. May the new name th a t w ill now be 
given them, be w ritten  in the Book of Life th a t is as enduring  
as the soul.”

From  o u t the silence th a t fell upon them, came a strain  of 
music, as of little  children’s voices in  a far-off land, say in g : 
“ Selah ! Selah ! Am en and Am en.”

“ Henceforth, O M other of the V estal, thou shalt be known 
as the Anchor of Hope, for thy  hope will take thee w ithin the 
veil.”

T o the daughter, he said, “ S tar of the E ast is thy  new name, 
O V e s ta l; as a s ta r shalt thou shine, and as a s ta r shalt thou 
guide others. Go in peace.” “ Selah ! Selah ! Selah ! ” again 
floated in  from the unseen choir.

They k n elt long. W hen they arose the prophet led the way
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tow ard the ligh t, and raising a hand of each to  his lips, he said, 
“ Farewell, children of the F ire. Once again shall we m eet in  
the flesh, then  never again save in sp irit.”

W hile they looked upon his face i t  grew dim, and they were 
alone on the rocky hill, with only the dog for a guide. I t  was 
the Transfiguration lived again. T hey had been among angels 
and near to God, and once more m ust descend into the world’s 
life. Slowly, talk ing  of all they had  seen and heard, w ith  the 
baptism of a m ighty power resting upon them, they  found th e ir 
way to the village, and the store where Mrs. G lendenning had 
seen the gems of fire.

“  I  have no longer any fear of wearing these gems. I  have 
become a new woman since I  was here last,” whispered Mrs. 
G lendenning to  Zenia, as they entered the  shop, “ and we can 
select them  now under the vibrations of a clear sunlight. Every
th ing  has favored us.”

The man had the stones spread ou t as if he knew ju s t when 
they would be there, and the two she had selected lay apart by 
themselves. T aking them  to the door she held them  where the 
sun’s rays would strike them, and looking steadily for a moment 
a t the glowing disk, and then dropping her eyes upon the  gems, 
she exclaim ed:

“ We can no longer doubt. T hey are our own color, and our 
choice is made.”

“ You mean they have chosen you,” said a voice a t  their side. 
Looking 'u p  they saw the Prophet, serene and calm, observing 
them  closely.

“ They will give you power, if  you know how to use them. 
Like a horse is a precious gem. W ell broken, i t  is your s la v e ; 
but ungovemed, i t  is your master. T heir vibration is in unison 
w ith your own, and hence will give strength . I t  w ill also help
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you to atta in  perfection, which is another word for anguish. The 
hour of tria l is near. Wear it and use i t  in  the hour of need.”

“ W ill sorrow come more surely by wearing th e se ? ” asked 
the mother.

“ N ot more surely, but more quickly, for they hasten the 
purpose. The martyrs of all religions have been children of 
the Fire, as i t  is w ritten, ‘ These are they th a t came out of great 
tribulation,’ ou t of the fiery furnace, and drank the nectar of 
life from the violet cup of the throne of God. E ternal rest. 
E ternal peace. I t  is not by arbitrary law th a t men are chosen. 
I t  is the self-elected choice of fitness, and the fitness is purity  ; 
the desire for wisdom, and the power of overcoming. As it  has 
been, so m ust i t  ever be. The m artyrs of the fu ture m ast be 
as the m artyrs of the past. Easier was i t  to  be torn  by lions, 
or roasted in  a furnace, than i t  will be in the coming tim e to  
hold the torch of T ru th  amid the commotions of the world, when 
the w ar of Armageddon rages. T he time is a t hand. Six 
thousand years of inherited curses, lu s t of greed, lu st of sense, 
lu s t of power, have brought forth  hundred-headed serpents, that 
will sting  the race to  death. In  staying these will he the war 
of Armageddon, and the sufferings of th a t time no tongue can 
describe. Self will not die a t a single blow. It is an hundred
headed Hydra, and i t  sways a scepter tha t is universal. When 
our g reat men and our m ighty men, as the world counts great
ness, are laid low, then the child of God will do his work. 
Am id the ruins of the past will be the upbuilding of a perm anent 
future. The cry of the poor and the famished in a land of plenty 
and luxury  will no longer be heard, for in  th a t day the poor 
man shall be the ruler, and the rich man a laborer. The ear of 
God has heard, and the fiat has gone forth, that their wrongs 
are to be avenged.”

(" iCJ
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T aking  Zenia’s hands in  his, he con tinued :
“ Small and  w hite as are these hands, they  shall bear the 

burdens of th e  world, for the sake of love, and the law of use. 
The hum an brotherhood are coming home, and these and many 
other hands shall prepare their places a t  the m arriage supper of 
the Lamb. T he Lost W ord is again to  be given to  the race. Let 
him th a t can receive i t  so receive it.” H is tone now changed, 
and like a  fa ther he s a id : “  T hou m ust ever go to  rest early, m y 
child. W hen all the vibrations are hushed, the holy angels o f 
the M ost H igh  shall a ttune them  to more exquisite harmony,, 
and when the music of the  spheres enters the H eart of Hearts,, 
then  w ill be p lan ted  in  thy  brain the seeds of thoughts th a t shall 
grow  by  these vibrations in to  lovely vines. In  the morning 
light, when the sun  sends his rays forth  in power, these vine* 
shall bloom in beauty. L ike the morning-glory th a t bursts into 
bloom w ith a song like a bird, could thine ears b u t hear the 
celestial harmony, so w ilt thou find thoughts new and wonderful 
coming to  thy  understanding, and thou shalt be a seer, and th y  
visions w ill enlighten the world. A t n igh t when thou liest down, 
ponder the psalm I wrote m any thousand years ago, beginning,
‘ He th a t dw elleth in the secret place of the Most H igh,’ and in 
the m orning le t thy  lips and heart repeat th a t one of a former 
incarnation, when I  was on the M ount w ith  Jehovah in  the 
B urning Bush, ‘ Lord, T hou hast been our dwelling-place i n ' 
all generations.’ Do not m arvel a t my words, for m y gener
ations have been many, and my soul las passed through many 
outw ard states. I  have come to rule as K ing—to serve as 
subject, b u t always to do the will of God. Your life w ill be 
hidden from the world. You will be misunderstood and for
saken, for one’s foes are they of one’s own household, and the 
time will come, th a t ye two who are as one, k n it together by a love
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bom  of flame, and past lives, w ill be separated for a time, for 
the  sake of the M aster. I  feel the m other-heart shrink, b u t 
be no t dismayed, m y child. In  the furnace of fire the smell of 
flame shall no t be upon thee. H enceforth, count no t your life 
a s  your own, and whatsoever thy  hands find to do, do i t  w ith 
a l l  th y  m ight. Remember w hat I  say, when in  the world, enter 
h eartily  into its  pure life, so shall thy  root strike deeper, and 
th y  flowering be more perfect. A s ye have chosen the stones 
of fire, so now I  give thee each a  stone, w ith the new name 
engraved, which only those know  who receive it. I t  w ill give 
thee power from the sign and planets of th y  nativity , Aries, the 
head, tha t governs and controls the g reat man, by its magnetic 
vibrations of am ethystine ligh t. A s these stones held to my 
forehead for increase of power, were curiously w rought in the 
innerm ost parts of the earth, ages before m an existed, and a t 
last upon the heights of snow-capped m ountains were crys- 
'talized to the celestial music of the spheres, for this purpose ; so 
through the spirals of time th y  souls have been w rought and 
Tdndled into life, touched by the Spirit, and wanned by the 
vibrations of the great spiritual Sun, to  go forth to  warm and 
gladden the dark places of earth, and a t last to be swallowed 
up in divine Light, Love and W isdom. Go forth. Fear not. 
T he seal is upon thee. He will never leave nor forsake thee. 
H enceforth, we shall not meet, face to face, in the flesh, b u t call 
me in  spirit, and I  w ill a ttend  thy  cry. Thou a r t now under 
covenant, and hast received the stone of the seal, th a t hath  its 
place in the walls of the New Jerusalem . Remember me not 
as a personality ; remember me as a breath of God, a Deific babe, 
a  sp irit th a t has no abiding-place. Farewell, farewell.”

T hey  could not raise their eyes. Tears poured from them, 
b u t they were tears of joy. W hen they looked about them, no 
o n e  was in  s ig h t ; they were alone.
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C H A P T E R  V.

D E ST IN Y .

“ One In a  million thinks from inspiration;
And he all dimly tracks through dubious light 
The secret paths where ancient revelation 
Gathered her multitude from height to  height.

“  All things in nature radiate from centers;
The individual much affects the race;
If  by one soul an inspiration enters,
’Tis tha t the many may its light embrace.”

T h e  moon was a t  its fu ll th a t n ig h t in  Chamouni, and every
one was w aiting for its rising. Soft fleecy, clouds floated across 
the deep blue vault of heaven, and caught the lig h t before the 
full-orbed moon appeared. A  moment more, and every mount
ain was made ra d ia n t; the valleys were m ade visible, and on 
tin glacier a flood of lig h t was poured, th a t flashed and scintil
late I like a sea of jewels. A  sudden hush fell on the  spectators. 
T he dazzling sum m it of M ont Blanc, the g littering  peaks of 
Les Aiguilles, the dark crevasses and  yaw ning chasms,—till took 
on new expression in  the moonlight.

Cecil Ilau trave was the first to move. T he glory of the 
heavens, the Alps, and all the w orld was eclipsed in his eyes 
by the face he saw opposite. In ten t upon the magic-like 
scene, absorbed by her own thoughts, Zenia G lendenning had 
forgotten time, place, all b u t the one engrossing though t th a t 
lifted  her into invisible realms. She had fe lt the power of a
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new life when the prophet Zelo’s hands had rested on her head ; 
she had tried to  obey his words and come back to  ordinary life  
and live as others live, b u t som ething in the silence and beauty
of the hour had stirred again those spiritual depths, and she 
had floated away from earth into the realm of ideas and substance, 
while the glory of her visions was reflected from her face in a 
most startling manner, giving i t  a  saintly and holy look. She 
and her soul were afar on their quest after God, and the shell, 
the human encasement, sat motionless.

Again and again he looked. H e forgot moon, Alps, every
thing but that face. The dreams of his l i f e ; fame, honor, love, 
were alike forgotten, and in th e ir place he fe lt a hunger for some- 
tliing, he could not have told what. I t  was the first aw akening 
of his higher self-hood, and the spell of im m ortality was upon 
Mm.

N othing of all this escaped his friend, who regarded him 
steadfastly for a  moment, and then said in  a tone of deep sig
nificance,

“ I t  was all lost on you, Cecil. Never again, if you should be 
here a year, could you hope for such a view.”

“ I  saw it  all.”
“ Yes, I  know you saw i t  all, b u t no t the ‘ i t  ’ I  mean. I  only 

wish to tell you I  have solved the problem. I t  is the stars.”
“  T he moon, you mean.”
“  Nonsense. T o the moon m ay be a ttribu ted  the cause of your 

lunacy, bu t the attraction is due to  unusual planetary juxtaposi
tion, You’ll see if  I ’m n o t rig h t.”

“ I  see now w hat you are driv ing at. Royal. A  little  more 
astrology, and a  little  less speculative philosophy, and the lunacy 
would have been in your brain, not mine. I  never was crazy 
enough for such notions.”
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“ W ho spoke of astrology ? ” asked Mrs. G lendenning. “ Can 
any one here cast a horoscope or read the  destiny of a life from 
the planets ? ”

“ My friend Montrose dabbles in  i t  a t  odd times. H e came 
across an old fellow in Heidelberg who tau g h t him  a  lo t of stuff, 
and ever since th a t he tries to explain everything th a t happens 
according to  a  diagram  th a t m ight have been well enough in  the  
dark ages, b u t is scarcely up to  the nineteenth century.”

“  A nd  w hat was he try ing  to  account for a t  the  present time ? ” 
the lady questioned.

“ The im portant reason why I  tu rn ed  my head a t the moment 
the moon’s disk came in sight, over yonder mountain.”

“ I  th ink my friend would scarcely wish me to  go into detail, 
and though his words are no t un true, they  are as wide of the 
mark as you may well imagine. You know the maxim, ‘ T rue, 
b u t to tru th  most false,’ ” in terrup ted  Montrose.

“ I  am one of the foolish th a t are interested in  astrology, and 
if you will cast my horoscope I  w ill read your hand. I f  you will 
write ou t my horoscope, I  w ill w rite ou t a chart of your life from 
the cradle to the grave, according to a science as old and per
haps as true as astrology,” continued Mrs. G lendenning.

“ O, really ? ”
“ Can you do i t?  ”
“ Are you a palmist ? ”
“ W hy did you not tell us your m other was a palm ist, Miss 

G lendenning ? ”
T he questions came from one and another of the group, and 

when Mrs. Beaumaris asked the last one, every eye was tu rned  , 
to  Zenia while they  w aited her reply.

“ W e are not posing as phenomenal characters, and she so 
rarely consents to  read a  hand th a t I  should never have thought

i
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of m entioning it. I  never knew her to  speak of i t  before. T he 
fu ll moon must have had an uncanny effect on you, Mouessie,”  
turning toward her mother with a tenderness of tone that did 
not escape the notice of any of the group.

“ Uncanny or not, her word has been given, and I  w ill pro
vide a written horoscope before I sleep, if she will read my hand. 
There is more, no doubt, in the science of palm istry than the idle 
world dreams. You need not write i t  out, Mrs. G lendenn ing ; 
my friend H autrave will take it down as you give it. This will 
save your time and strength  to read Ms palm, and I will cast a 
horoscope of Miss G lendenning as a small return.”

At the tim e he was speaking. Royal M ontrose had not the 
sligh test particle of faith  in  palmistry, but his belief in astrology 
was daily gaining ground, and he had been planning to secure 
the young lady’s time of birth, that he m ight cast her horoscope. 
H is friend, who refused to  credit either science as reliable, said 
nothing and followed the rest into the parlor, where they found 
a  b righ t light, and were soon seated around a center-table, Cecil 
H autrave ready to take notes, Mr. Montrose also writing, and 
the rest in expectant a ttitu d e  listening to  w hat m ight come.

“ W h at a piece of luck th a t I  brought m y ephemerides w ith 
me 1 ” exclaimed the young astrologer as he seated himself, book 
in hand.

“ Now for the date. A pril 8 th , Sunday child. P lanets  look
ing  well for m ental and spiritual conditions. B u t Ju p ite r causes 
trouble in the house of health. I  can see th a t by being born in 
Aries, under these conditions w ith  the sun and the metaphys
ical p lanet in the natural house and M ercury in  mid-heaven, 
you could be illum inated to a wonderful degree, by interior 
lig h t; I  do not wonder you can read hands, for all tha t is oc
cu lt belongs to you. The intensity  of your nature allows you
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no half-way measures, and whatever you do, you do i t  w ith  your 
whole heart. Y our g ift is im parting knowledge, and  as a  w rite r 
you could be alm ost inspired. T he planets give you g reat love 
for a r t  and all th a t is beautiful, and your genius w ill lead you 
to achieve success. T he gems belonging to you are the ruby, 
amethyst, and star-astral.”

As he was ta lk ing  and scribbling a t  the same tim e, he suddenly 
became aware of a  trem or th rilling  a ll his nerves.

“ Deuced queer,” he said to  himself. “ I  never knew  I  had a 
nerve before. W h a t’s the m atter w ith me ? I t ’s the effect of 
th a t fu ll moon on the  m ountains of snow.” A loud he said, as 
be wrote the date of the young lady’s b ir th :

“  You are ju s t four years younger than I  am, and  born in the 
nex t sign, which pu ts  you in  the fiery trip lic ity  and myself in 
the earth. I  should have guessed we were nearer in  age, for I 
am sure you look more than  your years. Or perhaps you w ill n o t 
think this complimentary, but I mean it so, I  assure you. You 
have the calm repose of one who has lived many years.” Then 
ns if talking to some invisible self;

“ I wonder if I  am not to find it after all. Strange, strange.” ' 
“ What’s th a t you are saying? ” asked Mr. Beaumaris.
“ Merely th a t I  could not find what I was looking for among 

the planets. I  find you,” taming to Zenia, “ w ith  planets more 
phenomenally placed than usual. Jupiter and Herscbel lifting 
you high in spiritual and intellectual gifts; your house of death 
singularly bright, and marriage omitted. How very strange ! It 
is such a horoscope as Swedenborg or Plato m ight have had, giv
ing you all th ings belonging to the m ind and soul, but saying 
nothing of the world and its honors. I  see now why you and 
your mother are so completely absorbed'in each other. It could 
not he otherwise. You have had a little love affair, the only on®
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I  see in your life. I t  occurred when you were sixteen. Pardon 
me if I  tell you th a t I  do not believe the man lives th a t could 
s tir  your pulses. Your love is a th ing for the mass, no t for the 
individual.”

“ I  th ink  I  have monopolized your time sufficiently, thanks ; 
now le t us hear your hand read,” said Zenia, w ith a heightened 
color. “  Of course our gems are the same, m y m other’s and 
mine.”

“ Gems, b u t no t genius, nor work, nor life. T hey are widely 
different. You bring to your work the same natures, for both 
are in  the positive pole of the fiery triplicity , with its  quivering 
rapid motion, its  power to lighten, to  burn and purify, to m ake 
alive and to  destroy, and above all to transm ute into higher 
forms. Both born under the sign th a t gives you dominance 
and power. T ru ly  these horoscopes are very wonderful. O nly 
in one house do the planets fail you, and th is is the house of 
marriage. It is too late to counsel Mrs. Glendenning, bu t 
n o t too late to  say th a t between the years of twenty-two and 
twenty-seven any marriage would bring you misery. A word 
to the wise is sufficient. To-morrow morning these will be 
written out, and now for the hands.”

His end was accomplished; b u t courtesy required th a t he 
should be apparently interested in the rest of the performance. 
Mrs. Glendenning took out her glasses, drew nearer the light, took 
the young man’s hand in lier own, held it a moment palm up
ward, bent its fingers and thum b, its w rist and joints, scanned it 
m inutely and carefully as any professional chirosophist would 
have done, and then began to speak the troth th a t had come to 
her in a single flash when she hah first touched the hand.

“ I see you are American born. I  had taken you for English 
when I saw you. You are English in all but birth ; English in
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tem peram ent, taste, and personal peculiarities, and this is the 
more pronounced, because there is a vein of Norman lineage 
runn ing  through jo u r  family for generations. You are very 
proud of this, almost as proud as if i t  were som ething of your 
own choosing or doing.”

“  A  good h it on your pride, Royal,” in terrup ted  his cousin 
laughing. “ I  always to ld  you this was the weakness of your 
character. Beg pardon, Mrs. G lendenning, b u t I  could not 
resist saying it.”

“ A ll strong natures are in  danger of having an  excess th a t 
is  weakening. I t  is well to know where the danger is to  be 
feared.”

A fte r telling  every little  phase of tem peram ent, or idiosyn
crasy of nature, she finished w ith  his line of destiny, and the 
m ounts th a t held his fu tu re career. By this time a breathless 
stillness reigned. A ll were intensely interested, and  none more 
so than  the young man himself.

“ Shall I tell you w hat has been ? ”
“  Yes, indeed. T ell i t  a l l ! ” came from every lip. He him

self said nothing.
“ I  see a great wave of circumstances washing upon your 

shore. I t  has rolled again and again toward you, leaving each 
time some precious gift to enrich you. When it comes next, it 
w ill bring you the gift of all gifts. You will pick it up, admire, 
examine, and try to keep. But not understanding its virtues, 
i t  w ill fall from your hands back in to  the great ocean and never 
again will you see it.

“ This is a warning. I t  may be th a t by watchfulness this 
calam ity may be averted. On another line I  see events which 
have thrown a shadotv over others, and shut a door against 
yourself. A young girl is crying for you. You did not tell
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her you w ould m an y  her. You did no t say in  so m any words 
th a t you loved her, b u t the blue eyes looked for your coming ; 
the heart was w anned by your sm iles; and soon there was no 
world bu t the world of her dreams, and your presence. You felt 
sorry for her, b u t your vanity  prom pted you to keep this love, 
though you knew you were tak ing  what was not yours, for you 
could no t use it, and when you le ft her, i t  was w ith a m ute 
understanding th a t you would see her again in a few years. 
T h at g irl is crying to-night, she will cry many nights, and 
never w ill she love another as she has loved you. W hy, oh, 
why did you win the child’s love and m ake this wretchedness 
come upon her ? ”

“ You need te ll me no more of the past. I f  the fu tu re  has 
anything w orth knowing tell me th a t.”

H is voice had lost its tone of firm assurance and wavered as 
he spoke. H is face was paler than  its wont. H is friend kep t 
w riting, b u t occasionally glanced up as she proceeded:

“ Your fu tu re leads ou t on broad lines th a t bring you fame, 
honor, money, all th ings for the  ou ter man, b u t w ithin there will 
be a worm th a t w ill eat into your heart, and only when i t  is 
killed  w ill you have peace. Remember m y words. The worm 
must be killed. One year from now you will occupy a position 
th a t would seem incredible to  you to-night. A  year la te r 
and your feet w ill step higher.

“  You will th ink  it  due to  your m erit, and be v a in ; b u t you have 
really nothing w hatever to do w ith  it. I t  is all the result of 
the vibrations of magnetism from Ju p ite r and M ercury being 
intensified by higher laws, and this affecting these bits of muscle 
in  your hand, known as mounts. A ll uplift, all downfall, is due 
to  vibrations of ether, and when m an has learned to  m aster or 
use these, the age of electric marvels will be left far behind.”
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“ This is t ru ly  wonderful, madam. I  was no t prepared to
accept anything from mere lines of the hand, bu t here I  find 
they rival astrology, and are based on the highest laws of the 
universe,—vibrations. That old Professor a t H eidelberg was up 
on tills, Cecil; but he said he could not te ll me the secret yet. 
You have made a hobby of vibration, madam, and should know 
its laws. I am intensely interested. Where did you learn all 
this ? Give me the names of authorities, and I  w ill g e t them  a t  
once.”

“ T he real knowledge cannot come entirely  by books, though  
these may be helpers. A ll real knowledge comes from within,, 
and moves outward. The law  of vibration is the g reat cosmic; 
law. By i t  worlds are created and destroyed ; lives helped o r  
rained; and everything political, financial, or hum anitarian, 
carried on. In  an old translation of Genesis is th is sen tence: 
‘ Through vibrations God created all th ings.’ I  am  a  mere 
babe myself in  this knowledge, and cannot teach w hat I  do no t 
thoroughly know, b u t every one th a t desires m ay learn.”

This was u ttered  so quietly  yet so positively th a t the young 
man, covered w ith the honors of d Germ an University, suddenly 
fe lt him self all ignorance. I t  was a new sensation for Royal 
M ontrose and  n o t a  pleasurable one. He looked in  Mrs. Glenden- 
ning’s face as if he w ould read there the source of her know l
edge. H e saw only a  clear-eyed woman looking a t  him  k indly  
and inquiringly.

“ Can I  see you alone to-morrow m orning before b reak fa st?”  
he asked, alm ost unconsciously.

“ I  th ink so ; the diligence does n o t leave t i l l  n ine, and I  am 
always up to  see the sun rise.”

“ You are no t going so soon? W e had hoped you w ould 
change your m ind,” broke from th e  group.
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“ I  th ink  so. There are a few things to see in  Geneva, and
we must be in Paris in two days.”

“ We are all to meet in  London in  September. I  mean we 
four, no more,” said Mr. Beaumaris, laughing.

“ Would yon shut us into ou ter darkness, if we were in Lon
don ? ”  asked Royal Montrose, and was repaid by a glance from 
his friend’s eye.

“ The latch-string is always out, as they say in America, bu t 
I  feel a little  selfish about our friends. B everly is the only one 
to  be invited to  m eet them. I f  you come i t  is by your own 
•election, and to  remain you w ill no t be perm itted to monopolize 
them, as you have done to-night.”

“ B y Jove ! T h at’s so. I ’m aw fully sorry. Here, H autrave, 
•come and have your hand read.”

“ I f  he really cares to  have i t  done, i t  w ill be better to  w ait 
u n til morning. T he sun—rays are always best,and I  am a little  
tired  to-night.” So i t  was arranged th a t they should see the 
su n  rise n ex t m orning, and Cecil H autrave w ould then  have his 
hand read. N ex t to  him, if  there was time, the  lovely Mrs. 
Beaumaris was to  know w hat the  fu tu re  held for her. I t  was 
qu ite  la te  when they  parted for the night, and no sooner had 
they closed th e ir door than M ontrose said to  his fr ien d :

“ You’re the  oddest m ortal I  ever saw, Cecil. H ere you are 
in  the same house w ith  the woman you have been chasing from 
D an to B eersheba,w ith an infatuation worthy of a b e tte r  cause, 
and  you do not make a single move to gain a better acquaintance. 
I  can’t  understand it. You have scarcely spoken to Miss 
G lendenning, and  to-morrow morning they leave us. Mind, I  
am not urging you on, b u t I  sim ply wonder a t  you. I  th ink  I  
am  in danger of falling in  love with the mother. I  doubt if the 
daughter will ever bo as m agnetic. W hen she was speaking of
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Gretchen, her eyes were positively moist. H eav en s! Do you 
suppose th a t g irl is really  crying for m e? ”

“ W hy do you ask ? You know  i t ; and you knew  i t  would 
be so months ago, when I  told you to  keep away from her. 
Those simple-minded girls believe, no t only every word you 
say, bu t every glance of your eyes. Poor G retchen I W hile we 
are enjoying life, she is wishing to  die. Such things are wicked.” 

“ T hat’s enough on th a t subject. I  did no t in tend  to give 
you te x t for a sermon. L et bygones be bygones, I  say.”

“ I  wonder who has been doing the  preaching lately  ? ”
“ T h at’s so, b u t only to  save your fu ture, old m an.”
“  A nd this was only to  save your fu ture, young man. B u t 

say, Royal I ”
“ W h a tsh a ll I  s a y ? ”
“ O, you know w hat I  mean. I  have an idea.”
“ H old on to  it.”
“ Suppose we go to  Geneva to-morrow ? There’s nothing to  

keep us here any longer. W e have seen M ont Blanc.”
“ Be honest, and own th a t all the M ont Blanc you care for, 

w ill go in the  diligence to-morrow. W h at excuse could we give 
for breaking our promise to  my cousin and his bride, th a t we 
would search the moraine for stones ? I ’ll confess it  w ould be 
more to  m y m ind to  have good company for th a t ride than  to  go 
as we came, b u t it  can’t  be done, as I  see.”

“ W h at’s to  hinder our saying we have an im portant engage
m ent in  Paris th a t  had slipped our minds ? T hey’ll enjoy their 
honeymoon ju s t as well w ithout us.”

“ A  good idea. In  th a t ease you’ll no t have your hand read 
here. W h a t hits th a t Mrs. G lendenning made ! ”

“ I  should say so. I f  I  had any G retchen in  my hand, no 
money would tem pt me to have i t  read. As i t  is, I  am no t
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afraid. W hen i t  comes to family, and pedigree, and brains, I 'm  
not afraid to compare notes w ith any family in  America. As a 
scholar I  am not to be despised, and no Californian of family 
was ever known to be disloyal to his friend, so I  do no t fear her
insight.”

“ You ta lk  as if you were on the point of proposing for the 
hand of her daughter.”

A flush rose to the pale face of his friend a t th is remark, bu t 
he made no reply except to say :

“  Is i t  settled th a t we go in  the m orning ? ”
“ I  suppose so. Call me if you wake first.”
“  A ll rig h t.”
All was qu iet for a short time ; then  a  voice said :
“ I say, Eoyal I ”
“ What?”
“ Perhaps we can’t g e t a  seat in  the  diligence. W h a t then  ? ”  
“ Go to sleep, I ’m tired ,” and the one tossed, and planned, and 

worried, while the other passed over in to  the land of dreams, 
and was looking into the eyes of p re tty  Gretchen.

A long the corridor a light was still burning in  the  room oc
cupied by the two Am erican ladies, and low voices m ight have 
been heard in  earnest conversation. Zenia was say in g :

“ How could you embarrass th a t young gentlem an as you d id  
by alluding to th a t love affair, Mouessie ? I  fe lt really sorry for 
him .”

“ Such as he are never humbled. In his own eyes all his own 
acts stand approved. H is pride is invulnerable, bu t he has 
grand tra its  th a t offset this. N ature has done m uch for him ; 
if she could only make him unconscious of his magnificent 
physique and great mental endowments, he would be a man 
of a thousand.”
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“ A nd w hat of the other ? ”
“ W ait till  I  read his hand. H e seems qu ie t and sensitive ; 

beyond this I  have no thought. S trange th a t we should have 
seen them  in the Louvre, and now m eet them  in Switzerland 
and have become acquainted. Can i t  be th a t these are the ones 
th a t are to  cross our path ? ”

“ That was the adept and the m an w ith  the child-heart coming 
with Pater.”

“ How like a dream i t  all seems. W e are liv ing a romance 
every hour, and when we leave these heights we m ust descend in 
thought as well, and be ju st like every one else,— creatures of 
the ou ter w orld of sense for a  tim e. I t  w ill be alm ost like be
coming children again and p laying w ith  cast-off toys. Of course 
I  can see why he told us to do this. O u r life would be too in
tense and one-sided. T he world needs practical people, not 
dreamers of dreams. O ur work will be among every-day people, 
and therefore we m ust no t be too transcendental.”

“ Very true, m y dear. I t  m ay be th a t you w ill n o t come be
fore the world as a  writer, b u t a busy worker. This w ould be 
strange, indeed, w ith  your g ifts in  th a t line. L ike all the rest 
we m ust w ait and  follow the leading. The M aster’s life looms 
up in history in gigantic proportions, when we realize its  humble 
walk and th ink of all he m ight have been and has voluntarily 
resigned. A m bition had as g rea t power then as now, and the 
tem ptation in the wilderness comes to every soul th a t would 
en ter the h igher path. T o have one's will entirely  subjugated 
to the divine is no idle th ing, and this is w hat I  desire. May 
we have strength  to give up  our personal ambitions, m ust be 
our constant prayer.”

“ T he wise m an spoke as if he saw sorrow coming toward us. 
I  have never Baid this, b u t sometimes I  have fe lt a shadow of
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great darkness, a something intangible, but real, th a t is to  come 
to us as a family.” •

“ I , too, have fe lt this, but have thought i t  a morbid fancy, 
though at times it has made me shudder. When he spoke I 
fe lt the same shudder pass through my .frame, but i t  may mean 
nothing. Perhaps because we fear, it m ay come. W e have 
been many years untouched by sorrow. I t  cannot always be 
thus. The Book of books says i t  is a proof th a t we are children 
if we are chastened, and we must never lose sigh t of our royal 
birth-right, our divine inheritance. Now to our pillows, and to
morrow we tu rn  our faces homeward.”

Silence reigned here for many m inutes. The ligh t of the full 
moon lit up the room to its remotest corner. Shadows black as 
n igh t were throw n upon the floor by every object tha t in tercepted 
its rays, and vibrations of lig h t quivered in  long and broad 
shafts.

“ I  cannot sleep am id such glorious scenes,” exclaimed Zenia, 
sitting  bolt upright. “ I  wish we dared to go out on the piazza 
to  see Mont Blanc.”

“ I t  would not do. W e  need rest. I  w ill darken the window, 
and then you can sleep. I  was already off to  dream land when 
you spoke.”

The mother rose and pinned over the window a dark shawl, 
and once more they relapsed into silence.

“ Mouessie ? ”
“ Yes, darling.”
“ I  have ju st been th ink ing  I  am not m uch of a girl, not over 

half a one.”
“ W hy, darling ? ”
“ Because I  am pleased in ju st the same way th a t other girls 

are. I  am ashamed to acknowledge th a t the coming of these
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young men, in  whom I  haven’t  a  shadow of interest, has been a  
pleasing episode in  our journey, and the though t of m eeting 
Mr. Beaumaris’s brother is qu ite  pleasant to  th in k  of. This 
proves th a t I  am hopelessly commonplace. W here is the slay
ing of the senses and  all our rules of h igh  liv in g ? ”

“ Ju s t where they  should be. I ’m glad to know that in  some 
respects you are like other girls. You could never be common
place, and I hope for many a year you will not be more angelic. 
Now, good-night, my loved one; all good angels surround thee.” 

This was the last sound heard th a t night in  the HStel D ’A ngle- 
terre.
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C H A P T E R  V I.

CHAMOUNI.

By culture of the soul through things, the chord attenuates, and under the 
"hand of the spiritual tuner is worked into a perfect vibration in accord with 
•God.”—Hidden Way.

“ I t  is day, our last day in  Chamouni. W ake up, Mouessie, 
aud lose no more time sleeping,” said Zenia to  h er m other as she 
stood leaning on her window-sill in the early  morning. I t  was 
fairy-land w ithout. Clouds were aglow w ith  th e  promise of the 
s u n ; m ountains were veiled in  am ethystine t in ts ; the A rve 
was bubbling and singing on its way to the sea, and a beautiful 
silence rested over the world. H er m other was quick to respond 
to  her call, and ju st as they  were ready to leave their room, 
Zenia’s quick ear caught the sound of voices beneath the 
window.

“  Do you hear w hat he is saying ? ” she asked, as they 
gathered their shawls and wraps together.

“ I  heard nothing, my dear. W hat is i t  ? ”
“ W hy, th a t Mr. H autrave is m aking arrangements to go to 

G en ev a ; w hat can be the m atter ? They knew nothing of i t  last 
. n igh t. I  am quite positive I  heard them  plan going to  the 

moraine for precious gems. I  heard him say he m ust go at 
once. No bad news, I  hope.”

“ T hat would not be possible. This is no t the place for 
telegram s. No one could he so cruel as th a t ;  w hat did  he 
decide ? ”
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“ I  heard the porter say, 1 I t  is not possible. E very seat is
taken, unless the gentlem an will ride inside.’ Then the answer 
came in a decided and autocratic manner, as if he were a young 
Napoleon ; ‘ There is no such word as impossible, I  must go.’ ” 

“ A nd  w hat then ? ”
“ T he usual resu lt of a determ ined will, the man said, ‘ Ah, 

now M onsieur says that, we m ust see w hat can be done.’ ”
By this time they had reached the piazza and were stepping 

from it, as the young gentlem en came around the corner of the 
house. T hey were surprised to  find any one astir so early, and 
after the usual salutations were exchanged, Mr. Montrose said, 
turning to Mrs. G lendenning ;

“ I can understand your health  and spirits, if this is your 
custom. It is worth all the effort i t  costs, to see a world as 
beautiful as th is old earth  is here and now.”

“ W e are off to see the sunrise, from th a t rise of ground 
yonder, and if we stay to parley will lose it  all.”

“ B u t may we not accompany you ? W ill i t  be an intrusion ? 
W e would not do th a t for the world.”

“ I f  you will not m ind our silence, come. W e are no t very 
talkative a t such times, b u t the m ountains will be eloquent, 
and  N ature will charm us into rapport w ith her own vibrations.” 

“ You speak as a scientist, Mrs. G lendenning.”
*• F ar from it. They speak w ith lips and m ind— I only know 

here ”—pu ttin g  her hand to  her breast. “ There comes the first 
sun ligh t. H u s h ! ”

They had reached the knoll, and ju st as the first rays of the 
su n  fell upon the distant hills, she and her daughter turned 
toward the east w ith bowed head, and stood motionless. The 
•young men uncovered their heads, and bowed in respectful 
silence, until the entire disk of the sun appeared above the
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horizon. T he ladies were s till absorbed in  th ough t and rooted 
to the spot. W hen they a t last moved, a  reflection of the sun 
seemed to illum ine their faces. T he young gentlem en were 
startled , b u t said nothing for some moments. T hen  Montrose 
said, half inquiringly—

“ You are enthusiasts I  see— alm ost worshipers of the sun 
and nature. I  have never m et any one before who seemed to  
feel so deeply the B eautiful about them .”

They smiled. Mrs. G lendenning rep lied :
“ You com pliment us, Mr. Montrose, and I  can assure you I  

could no t p u t in  words the effect of this sunrise upon me. A ll 
sun ligh t is a benediction, and, nex t to  the noontide, there is no  
tim e in  the day when it  touches w ith  such power as w hen 
i t  first comes above the horizon. A t sunset the vibrations 
are powerful, b u t not as beneficial. The old adage was based 
on a g reat natural law. E arly  rising brings health  and wisdom 
by a  process as simple as th a t of bodily grow th. O ur inner 
senses are fed by a fine m agnetic substance of which we are 
unconscious, and physical and m ental conditions are thereby 
stim ulated. I f  you would prove this some time, ask the brigh t
est and health iest people you know, if they do no t rise earlier 
than  those about them .” ;

“ I  shall make a study  of the subject, Mrs. G lendenning, for 
you have interested me in  the theory. This may account for 
the Parsee’s faith  and worship.”

“ W ithou t doubt, and w hat has been the resu lt ? They have 
a religion to-day purer than that of any so-called heathen 
people. They do not worship the sun, any more than we do, 
bu t they reach ou t for illum ination, with all the aspirations of 
hungry souls, and the same ligh t will come to  them  as to us. 
There is no monopoly in T ru th .”
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“ Surely not, if  they  seek i t  in  the rig h t way. A s I  am  
hoping to  en ter the Church, and m inister to  souls, on my 
re tu rn  to America, I  am interested in all these questions.”

“ A nd as I  have been the  wife of a clergym an these many 
years, I, too, am interested in hum anity’s outlook, and g lad  to 
know  th a t God is no respecter of persons, and, w hether heathen 
or Christian, w ill regard  those who seek H im .”

“  A  bread ground. Is it  safe ? ”
“ T ru th  is always safe.”
“ I  observed th a t you spoke of the heathen, as ‘ so-called,’ 

surely  you do no t rank  all together ? ”
“ Definitions change boundaries. Those you would call 

Christian, I  m igh t call heathen, and  vice vena . I  th ink  I  to ld
you about the  Duchess d e --------- in  P a m  ? W e had letters to
her, and  dared not ignore them . O f course we p u t i t  off as 
long as possible, and did not present them  till after our re tu rn  
from Geneva. We were obliged to accept an invitation for one 
of her Monday evenings, and really were glad to do so, as we 
were going to  Boulogne next day, and so could escape being 
drawn into the social vortex. Among her guests was a learned 
and brillian t gentlem an who had lived much of his life in India. 
H e had gone there fu ll of missionary zeal when very young, 
and being inspired by wisdom, concluded to study  the  heathen 
under one of the sages of their land. Accordingly he p u t him
self under a  Moonshi, and  was daily instructed  by him  u n til he 
found his missionary sp irit tu rn in g  toward America, and a  g rea t 
longing took possession of him  to teach some of their beautiful 
truths in his own land. He came back, bu t found no one ready 
for his bits of gold, so he shook the dust of his country from 
his feet and w ent back to  engraft upon their wisdom Christian 
tru th . I t  made a g reat impression on me to hear him  ta lk .”
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“ W as he in the true Church ? ”
“ You mean----- ?”
“ I  mean, of course, that which has been handed down by 

apostles, and the laying on of hands; b u t I  never dreamed you 
were a clergyman’s wife. It has almost taken m y breath away.”

“ Surely, I hope my conduct has no t been inconsistent----- ”
“ Gh, not th a t; but you know as a class they are very meek 

and gentle and inoffensive, wearing neutra l tints, and absorbed 
in parish-work, but—you will pardon me, I  am sure—you are 
so free in  thought, so very independent.”

“ A nd I am almost as much surprised to find you choosing 
the Church as your field for fu tu re work. I  m ust speak honestly, 
b u t I  cannot th ink  why you should have thus chosen.”

He straightened himself up  w ith a conscious air of his own 
value as he replied;

“ My friends have made me feel th a t the  Church needs ability, 
and  also th a t i t  affords a large field for an  ambitious man, a t  the 
same tim e giving him great usefulness. Surely the path trod by 
bishops, apostles, and saints, should content any man.”

Zenia had heard the closing sentences and now paused for 
them  to  come nearer. H er m other was saying :

“ I  cannot im agine those early  saints, apostles, and bishops, to 
have had any resemblance to  the leaders of our churches to-day. 
T he simple-hearted fishermen, w ithout purse, or home, would 
no t be a t home in our life of to-day. T hey had a following 
because they  were general benefactors. From  th a t tim e un til 
the  present, as power and w ealth  have increased, all the spiritual 
gifts have degenerated. W ho, of all the C hurch lights you 
know, can either heal, or prophesy, or work miracles ? Y et 
every child of God should have a  sp iritual g ift, if  we are to 
believe St. P a u l.”
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“ I  had never though t of that, the age is so different.” 
w In  w hat way ? A re there no longer the sick and distressed ? ” 
“ B u t there are always p rovision . made for the poor of the 

Church.”
“ A nd the poor of hum anity a t  large ? ”
She was pushing him  into a com er w ithout in tending  it. A s 

if to aid  him  a t  th is time, his friend began to ta lk  to  him  of 
their plans for the  morrow, and the necessity of reaching P aris 
a t once ; then, tu rn in g  to  the ladies, he explained th a t there 
were no seats to  be had, and they  were sorely puzzled.

Zenia spoke to  h er m other in  a  low tone for a  moment. H er 
m other though t a moment, and  then  nodded assent, and h er 
daughter s a id :

“ Mamma and  I  m ight give u p  seeing Geneva, and go to*
morrow.”

“ Oh, not for worlds. D o not th ink  of such a th ing. I f  we 
could only buy off some one, i t  could be easily arranged.”

“ Now I  th ink  of it, I  heard th a t French lady say to  her 
husband, th a t she was no t half rested, and if their tickets were 
not already bought, she would remain another day. How 
fortunate th a t I  heard i t ! ”

“ I ’ll see the porter a t once. W e shall have a m agnificent 
day for the ride down, and your m other can read my hand.” 

T hey re tu rned  rapidly, and as they  entered the hotel, they  
found Mr. and Mrs. Beaumaris aw aiting, entirely  unprepared 
for their change of plan. W hen i t  was made known, a visible 
consternation rested on the faces of both.

“ A bsurd.”
“ Preposterous,” fell from their lips a t  the same time.
“ You see Cecil had forgotten an  im portant engagement, and 

m ust go back a t  once.”

X Wo
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Laurence Beaumaris took him  aside, and  laying his finger on 
his arm, s a id :

“  I t  is all moonshine, Royal, and I  know it. Do you th ink  I  
cannot see through a th ing  as plain as th a t ? I  have followed 
p re tty  faces myself, and know  all about it. B u t I  never lie  
about such things. I t  don’t  pay.”

“ B u t listen------ ”
“ A ll I  w ant to  know  is, which is i t ?  I ’m no t blind. I  

never saw  a  fairer face, and a purer, th an  this, nor one th a t 
w ould lead me farther, if  I  were n o t married, and to the loveliest 
of w om en; b u t Miss G lendenning m akes me th ink  of Undine, 
she is so very gpirituelle and dream-like. I  am always wonder
ing  when and how she will vanish, and which of you is most 
hopelessly enthralled.”

“ Can you ask? You have known me m any y ea rs ; have I 
been a fool ? Do I  seem one of those who, having set ou t to. 
a tta in  a certain position or object, am going to le t i t  escape, 
because a beautiful g irl charms me ? Royal M ontrose is not 
th a t kind of a fellow. I  cannot afford to throw  away three 
years of my life, and all i t  has cost, even for such a glorious 
creature as th a t,” pointing tow ard Miss G lendenning, as he 
spoke.

“ A nd your friend ? ”
“ He is of a different tem peram ent. A  Californian, w ith a 

trace of Spanish blood in  his veins, he will not listen to 
reason.”

“ B u t he has not spoken a dozen words to her, th a t I  have 
noticed.”

“ T he volcano is slum bering. You do not know him. At 
present he is living in  the w orld of vision, and to watch her 
movement, her face, her expression, is enough.”
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“  H e is badly h u rt if th a t  is so. I f  he w ould talk  more, i t  
w ould dissipate it.”

“ O f course i t  would. B u t now he is determ ined to  go down 
in  the diligence, and I  cannot see him  go alone.”

“ A nd i t  w ill do as m uch good as if he sat a t  the foot of 
M ont B lanc and  expected i t  to  warm him.”

“ Laurie is righ t, Royal. T ry  to  ta lk  him  o u t of w hat is a 
m ost fa ta l fascination,” interposed Mrs. Beaumaris, who had 
come up  and leaned on her husband’s arm and heard the last 
words. “  As we were rid ing  side by side, the day we w ent to  the 
M auvais Pas, I  was saying how incomplete every woman’s life 
is u n til she is m arried and settled , even though one m arried a 
m an like Laurie.”

u H ear, hear I ” came from her listeners.
“  I  was saying,” she continued w ith a dignified air, “  th a t I  

was inculcating this im portant tru th  as forcibly as I  could, and 
when I finished, she m erely said in  a  most indifferent tone of 
vo ice :

“ ‘ How charming, th a t you have achieved this completeness, or, 
as we say a t home when we dance, you have your program filled, 
and there is nothing more to come. You m ust be very happy.’ I  
was not quite sure whether she were in earnest or not, b u t she 
settled  the m atter by say in g : ‘ A nyone who has had for constant 
companion such an one as m y mother, needs nothing to make 
life complete ; and, as for the o ther sex, m y brothers have been 
so devoted th a t I  could never hope to  find any one like them .’ 
She said they were ideal men, no t in  perfection of character, 
b u t in  tenderness and devotion. They have never allowed her 
to be escorted by any one else, and she could no t imagine herself 
ever finding any one like them .”

“ If  this is true, I  should be tem pted to  en ter the lists myself.
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I  have lived in Am erica all m y life, and such th ings are n o t 
common. No g irl there is restricted to her brothers. They go 
where they choose, when they  choose, and generally  w ith  whom 
they  choose.”

“ I  am sure she spoke tru ly . She was very earnest, and her 
eyes filled w ith tears as she spoke of her brothers.”

H ere they were in terrupted by the  others, and  all was con
fusion until breakfast was dispatched and the  tim e came to  be 
seated in  the diligence. T he young m en had the seats of the 
French couple, separated from M rs. G lendenning and her 
daughter by a row of strangers. Mrs. Beaumaris held  Zenia’s 
hand till the last moment, and then  whispered in  her ear:

“ I  feel as if  I  had known you always, and as if no th ing  evil 
could come to me when you are near. Remember you are to  
come to  us for a  long v isit in  London, and if Beverly is a t  home 
you will find him every w hit as nice as your brothers.”

“ I a m  glad to have m et you, and shall always love England
because it  is your home------ ”

A  crack of the whip and the great vehicle began to move 
toward the main road th a t led to Geneva. W hen i t  was ou t of 
sight, Mr. Beaumaris tu rned  to  his wife with—•

“ Will you s ta rt a t once for the  R ighi, my dear, and le t th e  
gems go?”

“ As you choose, Laurie. What a lovely g irl that Miss Glen
denning is. I  wish Beverly could m eet and m an y  her.”

“ You think she would be happier, bu t I  doubt it. That look 
of peace upon her face would soon be gone, if she had her' 
mind on household matters. She is n o t one of the k in d  to 
marry.”

“ Too bad that the young men could no t have had seats.
nearer, where they could have talked w ith  the  ladies.”
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“ T ru st them  for that. A n  hour h en ce  and th ey ’l l  arrange i t  

as th ey  wish it, or m y nam e is not L aurence B eaum aris. I  also, 
pred ict, th a t in  tw enty-four hours R oyal w il l  be as m uch  in

love as his frien d .”

“ He is very  sure of himself now,” replied his w ife .

“ Royal is always sure of himself. He always h ad  assurance,, 

and of la te  years this has become excessive. A s  soon  as h e  

d ecid ed  to  be a learned man, he went to  G erm any, and im pressed, 

every  one with Ms ability, and ended by carrying off w ith  his. 

frien d  th e honors of th e  University. If he made up h is  m ind, 

to  w in  Miss G len d en n in g , I cannot imagine su ch  a  th in g  a& 

fa ilure. H e  n ever g iv e s  up.”

“ That may be true in  m ost pursuits, but in th is  case h e  

would fail as su rely  as I  am E th e l B eaum aris.”

A ll  th is  tim e th e y o u n g  m en w ere p lan n in g  h o w  th e y  cou ld  

secure seats nearer the ladies, and R oyal M ontrose, as sp ok es

m an, had managed i t  so w e ll, that a t th e  first re lay  o f horses 

th ey  exch an ged  seat3 w ith  a cou p le  o f  y o u n g  G erm ans, an d  sa t  

fa c in g  th e lad ies. N o th in g  co u ld  have been better. C onver

sation never flagged , and at le n g th , as th ey  drew  near th e  G rand  

Falls, w here th ey  w ou ld  d ine, Mr. H autrave said—

“ M y hand has n o t been read y e t . P erhaps, w h ile  w e  w a it  

after dinner, w e can  find a q u ie t sp ot, and I  m ay learn m y  fa te .”  

“ Y ou  deserve a  flue d estin y  for  b ein g  so  p atien t,” said  M rs. 

G len d en n in g  w ith  a  sm ile , as sh e  took  from  h is hand th e  horo

scopes o f  h erse lf and  daughter.

“ T o  m ake an h on est con fession , I  b e lieve  far m ore in  p alm istry  

than  th e  stars, a lth ou gh  I  do n o t doubt a ll  m y friend  has said .”  

“ I  m u st b e liev e  in  eh irosophy, or p alm istry , for I  h ave  

tested  i t  m any years. I t  has n ever d isappointed  m e. I  w ou ld  

n o t be w illin g  to  choose a  s in g le  fr ien d  b y  th e  face, h u t I
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w ou ld  be p erfectly  w illin g  to  choose b y  th e  h an d  w ith o u t se e in g  

th e  face .”

“ R e a lly ?  Y ou  m ake m ore o f  i t  than  I  th ou gh t. I  sup p osed  

y ou  fou n d  i t  an in terestin g  stu d y  and a p lea sin g  w ay  o f  enter
ta in in g  j'our friends. I  d id  n o t dream  y o u  b e lieved  a ll you  

said , th ou gh  som e o f yo u r  h its  w ere certa in ly  rem arkable.”

“  I t  is  a sc ien ce .”

“  B u t  h ow  do you  account for it?  W e  can  im agin e  th a t deep  

fe e lin g  or earnest th o u g h t m ig h t p r in t itse lf  upon th e hand, 

b u t h o w  o f th e fu tu re ? T h ose lin es  have n o t been p u t there b y  

fee lin g , for th e  fe e lin g  has n ot been . A s  I  understand it , each  

hand has the m ain lin es, has it  not ? ”

“ Y es, ju st as each face has th e sam e features, b u t differs  

from  every other in  expression . In  th e  face w e  som etim es see  

a nose b e lo n g in g  to  an ancestor, or a  m outh  or any  other  

feature, so in  the hand we attribute the form  to  h ered ity , th e  

lin es  to  p ersonality  and in d iv id u a lity . I am  in c lin ed  to  b e lieve  

th a t  i t  w il l  a ll som e day be fou n d  due to  vibratory action  of 

p lan ets— of people— of one’s se lf .”

“ Y ou  spoke o f vibrations la st ev en in g ,” in terrupted  M ont
rose ; “ I  w ish  y ou  w ou ld  say  m ore on  th a t su b ject.”

“ I  k n ow  b u t lit t le  about th e law  ; I  h ave o n ly  seen a few  

effects,” w as th e answ er. “ I t  has been a su b ject th at has  

fascinated  m e ever sin ce I was s ix  years o ld , w hen  I saw  th e  

first snake. M y sister  w as w ith  me. I t  la y  b y  a fen ce, and  

w h en  I first looked  it  was spotted , b u t a fter a lit t le  it  becam e a  

l iv in g  rainbow and I  cou ld  n o t rem ove m y eyes. M y sister  

se ized  m e and carried me off, and lo n g  years after I  was to ld  i t  

w as all due to v ib ra tion s; the in terest has s tea d ily  increased, as 

I  find a ll phenom ena reducible to  its  law s. I t  w ill  be b u t a 

sh ort tim e before i t  w ill be recogn ized  as a  practicable force, a s



CUAMOUNI. 99
e lec tr ic ity  is  n ow , chained  to  do our b id d in g . L ig h t is vibra
tio n  ; e lec tr ic ity  is a h igher vibration, and life  itse lf  w ith  a ll  i t s  

em otions is  b u t a s t il l  h igh er m ode o f  vibrations. W h en  once  

th is is b e liev ed  and understood, sick n ess m u st be b a n ish ed ; un

happiness must be abolished, and th e radiance of pure emotion, 
as m anifested  in  th e  v ision  o f  S t . John , w ill ever  produce per

fe c t  harm ony in  th e life , th e  hom e, th e  com m unity , and th e  

w orld .”
She had spoken m ore earn estly  than  she had in tended , and  

as she fin ished  her sen ten ce, relapsed in to  s ilen ce . H er  

daughter’s eyes were on her face, and C ecil H autrave, eager to  

pursue th is  lin e  o f ' thought, s a id :

“ T h ere w as an  o ld  chap a t  L eip sic  w h o w as a lw ays ta lk in g  

on  vibrations. A t  first he bored m e, b u t a fter a b it  1 becam e 

in terested  in  h is theories, and freq u en tly  sat far in to  th e n ig h t  

w atch in g  him  experim ent. H e w as a g e n iu s  on  m u sica l lin es. 
S u ch  harm onies as he w ou ld  produce wrou ld  m ake yo u r  heart 

stan d  s t il l .  I  h ave seen  h im  so  absorbed in  th ese  sou n d s th at  

h e w as u tter ly  ob liv iou s to  a ll beside. S tu d en ts  w o u ld  enter  

and speak to  h im ; th e b ell r in g  for d in n e r ; a  bee s t in g  h im , b u t  

a ll to  no p u r p o se ; he w as as good  as dead. T h en  h e  w ou ld  

rouse h im se lf b y  a v io le n t shake and say—

“ ‘ Colors w ound th em selves about m e in  te n d s  lik e  ribbons, 

and i f  I had a brush I  cou ld  paint a p icture th a t w ou ld  be to  

th e eye , ju st  w h at those sounds w ere to  th e  ear.*

“ Som etim es I  h ave  seen  him  do th is. S u ch  strange p ictures  

th e y  were. I  h ave on e now , a b it o f sea, and rocks, and it  im 

presses you  as h a v in g  a  sou l, th ou gh  there is  n o t a b it o f anim ate  

life in it. He has hit the truth , perhaps, but it comes in  m om ents  

of great m en tal excitement; and o f w h at good is it, i f  n oth in g  

practical com es from it ? Say  t h a t . he does revolu tion ize art
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W h a t th en  ? W ill  w e enjoy  one o f  C outure’s  or B ou gou reau ’s 

creations an y  better, w h en  w e  k n o w  th a t every  t in t  is  chosen  

according to the law  o f v ib ration s?  I  do n o t th in k  so . A r t is  

h ig h  en ou gh  for m e as it  is .”

M rs. G len d en n in g  sm iled , an  am used  sm ile , and sa id  n oth in g . 
I t  w as very  ev id en t she d id  n o t in ten d  to  be draw n in to  a d is

cussion .

“ I f  i t  w ere o n ly  in  art th a t th e  ch an ge w o u ld  com e, I  do not 

th in k  th a t w e  sh ou ld  .w aste tim e upon it. I f  e lec tr ic ity  had  

done n o th in g  m ore than  th r ill u s  w ith  its  pow er, I  do n o t th in k  

E d ison  w o u ld  have been raised up  to  in v en t th e m echanism s  

th a t w e  u se ,” su g g ested  th e  daughter. “ T h at vibrations o f  

l ig h t  and sou n d  are eq u iva len ts, has lo n g  been kn ow n , and in a 

small town o f O hio w as a  y o u n g  m an w ho d id  ju st w h at your  

friend  d id ; b u t he died, and no one com in g after, n o th in g  prac

tica l cam e o f it . T h is decides every th in g ,— Use.”
“ M y dau gh ter has sa id  w h a t I  d id  n ot th in k  b est to  say . 

A ll  th in g s  m u st be u se fu l to  h ave an y  p lace in  th e econ om y o f  

th in gs. U n less  there is  a truth  u n d er ly in g  vibration, as broad 

as h u m an ity  and as deep  as th e race, w e sh a ll g iv e  it  no place. 

U n less  m arriage, business, soc iety , p o litics, a ll are fou n d  capa
ble o f  transform ations through  its  law s, i t  w ill  a va il n o th in g . 

A  certain  learned m an says a ll lo v e  is  electricity, b u t I  w ou ld  

say  a ll lo v e , a ll accom plishm ent, is  v ibration .”

“ A n d  w e have vibrated along th e  wires of life  to  dinner

tim e,” excla im ed  Zenia, as the horses stopped  a t th e  door o f the  

h o te l and th e driver hook ed  th e  ladder for them  to  d ism ount.

“ O ne hour o n ly ,” h e  ca lled  o u t as th e  passengers scam pered  

a lon g  th e  veranda, and w ere soon  appeasing a m ountain  appetite  

a t th e  bounteous tab le. J u s t  above th e h o te l w as a w ild  gorge,
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from w h ich  leaped a foaming waterfall into the A rv e  below. A 
seat between two trees enticed our party to its shelter, and here, 
after dinner, Mrs. G len d en n in g  read the hand of Cecil H autrave. 

S h e told him of individual peculiarities known only by himself; 

of aspirations that had led him through years of physical 
weakness to high a c h iev em en t; of a path in the future more 
and more assured, b u t covered  by an impenetrable cloud. Of 
earthly hope, and joy, and love , all banished from his heart, and 
while fame would crow n him  i t  w ou ld  be unsought, undesired. 
In the past were few m istakes o f h is own making; a pair of 
dark eyes had once lu red  him  to  a dream  of joy only to dash  

him  to an abyss of disappointm ent. I t  was the pivot on w h ich  

h is life had turned, from w h ich  a ll h is  future would come.
“ I  do not care for that. T e ll  m e o f  the present,” he inter

rupted  with a dash of impatience.
“ W e ll w ou ld  it  be i f  you r fu tu re  co u ld  be as you r present, 

y e t  i t  reaches h igh er and stretch es farther than an y th in g  y ou  

have ever dream ed. In to  i t  com e hopes n o t y e t  born ; o u t o f  it  

d ie  lo v es  and d e lig h ts  th at are n o w  you r v ery  life . B u ild  no  

hopes in. th e  branches of any  tree o f  earth. T h in k  n ot th a t y ou  

w ill  find  sa tisfaction  w here y o u  n ow  seek  it . Y our life  is th a t  

o f one stru n g  to  vibrations th a t have becom e a ttenuated , y e t  

refu se to  u n ite  w ith  th e ir  parent source, and because o f  th is  com es 

heart-ache and deso lation . S en sitiv e  as a  sp ider’s  w eb  th at  

floats in  th e  m orning  s u n ; rich in  a ll p ossib ilities o f  w orld ly  

fa m e ; lo n e ly  as th e  ea g le  in  its  n est, su ch  w il l  you r life  he  

u n less  ch an ged  b y  y o u r  ow n w ill. A t  th e  present m om ent 

you r m in d  is  in  a  sta te  o f  upheaval. I ts  cause I  do n o t k n ow , 

b u t over i t  is  a  g lam our th a t ch an ges th e  persp ective  o f a ll you  

th in k  or care for. W a k e  up . I t  is  a dream . T h e  rea lity  lie s  far 

aw ay.”
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W h en  she fin ished  th e y  w ere a ll  s ilen t. Y o u n g  M ontrose  

spoke f ir s t :

“ I f  you  have fam e, C ecil, i t  is  enough . S h e d id  n o t g iv e  m e 

fam e. I m u st be co n ten t w ith  h ig h  positions, g rea t w e a lth ; and  

y o u  h ave  th e fam e. I w il l  exch an ge g la d ly .”

“  T h a t is  one o f life ’s  m ysteries, th at w e m u st tak e, nolens 

volens, th e  resu lt o f  our ow n liv e s . Fit>m h is hand yo u r  fu tu re  

co u ld  n o t r e s u lt ; n either from yours cou ld  h is, and stran gest o f  

a ll, y o u  w ou ld  n ot exch an ge it  if  y o u  cou ld . I t  is  K arm a.”

“  T e ll  m e w hat y o u  m ean ? ”

I t  was a m om ent before she answ ered. W h en  sh e  d id  so, 

sh e spoke q u ie tly , a lm ost so lem n ly , fix in g  her ey es  on  h is  as she  

spoke.

“ S h ou ld  we m eet a  few  years hen ce, I  m ig h t be able to  gratify  

your desire for k n ow led ge  or cu riosity , perhaps. A t  p resent I 

cannot exp la in . I  am s t i l l  too ignorant to teach another, and  

one w ord m u st again  cover the phenomena, the word vibiw- 

tlon s. L e t  u s ta lk  of other things, and follow the path to the 
h o te l.”

I t  w as evidently useless to pursue the subject, and the con
versation  fell upon Switzerland, Napoleon, France, everything 
b u t palmistry. When they were once more seated, Mr. H autrave  

leaned  forward, and said in  a low tone:

“ Your mother is a remarkable woman, Miss G len d en n in g . 

I s  i t  th e resu lt o f s tu d y  or natural g ifts?  ”

T h e  fair face beam ed as she a n sw ered :

“ No one can  ever know how wonderful she is as I know it. 
I t  is g if t , i t  is hered ity , it is culture. Oh, I cannot tell you all. 
She is tru ly  a w onderfu l woman.”

H er enthusiasm  betrayed her in to  m ore than she in tended , 

and w hen his adm iring glance rested on her face, a bright flush
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passed over it , and as i f  pained  b y  an  exp osu re o f  deep  fe e lin g , 

she sa id , h a s t i ly :

“ I t  m u st seem  very  foo lish  to  yo u  th a t I  speak  as I  do, b u t  

y o u  spoke so earn estly  th a t i t  tou ch ed  m y heart.”

“ H ere’s th e k e y  to  her heart,”  he th ou gh t. A lo u d  h e  

sa id :

“ N o t foo lish  b u t very  beau tifu l. M others and daughters are  

rarely so  u n ited  in  love  and adm iration. A ccord in g  to m y frien d  

M ontrose, i t  is  a ll  th e resu lt o f  p lanetary  in flu e n c e ; according  

to  you r  m other, i t  is due to  v ibrations. I  w onder h ow  y o u  

exp la in  i t .”

“ I never exp la in  it. I t  is  on e sou l in  tw o  hom es, th at is a ll-  

D o you  notice a change o f  atm osphere as w e descend ; I m ean  

a change in  its  color ? ” sh e  con tin u ed , as if to sh u t off a ll re

turn to  personalities, and as h e  f e l l  in to  th e sam e train o f th ou gh t, 
th e conversation  becam e gen era l and com m onplace, t in g e d  w ith  

a hum or as am u sin g  as i f  th ey  w ere four children at play. H ere  

Z enia G len d en n in g  w as a t her best, and th e side o f her nature  

th a t la y  on the surface g a v e  no hint of th a t w hich  was liv e d  

below .

“ Of course you w ill  see  ail Geneva to-m orrow,— the R ussian  

church, etc., etc ., and perhaps try to do the castle  o f C hillon  ? ”

“ Scarcely  as am bitious as that. We have a fe w  bits of shop

ping to  do and then sh a ll devote the day to  sigh t-see in g  and 
d riv in g . N e x t  day on to  Paris the m agnificent. Home w e ca ll  
it, because we have a p e tite  foyer of our ow n w ith in  its lim its , 

w here our household god s are established. I never th o u g h t  

w e could feel so much at home in a foreign c ity .”

“ I have been so  long without a home that I  sh ou ld  scarce ly  

k n ow  the sensation,” said  Montrose; with a lo n g  breath o f long

in g , “ W h en  I  hear th e  w ord hom e, I  th in k  o f  som eth in g  th a t
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has vanished , like a dream or a  su n set. L e t me see: three
years in Germany, four in college, one in  the preparatory, eight 
years in all. Take these from tw en ty-five and i t  leaves m e but 
a boy of seventeen. I wonder 1 h ave an y th in g  good in m e, hey, 
C e c i l? ”

“  I have been even  m ore unfortu n ate , for I  have never known 
-a m other’s  care,” rep lied  h is friend , “ and a sister I have dream ed  

■of, b u t never exp erien ced .”

A  shade passed over h is face as he sp o k e ; the long dark lashes  

f e l l  over th e  handsome ey es. As i f  to  lighten the m ood that 
•was in  danger of fa llin g  on them, M rs. G len d en n in g  s a id :

“ Y ou  rem ain som e tim e in  P aris?  O f course the E xp osition  

is  th e m ain attraction .”

“ H ard ly  th a t,” rep lied  M ontrose. “ W e  are ju st off for a rest, 

th en  back  to  L eipsic for a special course. H a v e  you  been there ? 

A  m ost in terestin g  place. G reat m usical advantages. A n  

A m erican  colony, good soc iety , and a ll th at sort o f  th in g .”

H is  friend  raised h is  ey es to  h is  face as he heard h im  speak, 

in  a g lan ce  of u n d isgu ised  astonishm ent, th a t h e  cou ld  hope to  

en tice  th em  away from  P aris. H e w as relieved  w h en  M rs. 

G len d en n in g  replied :
“ W e  started  from  hom e for L eipsic, and have a package o f  l e t 

ters o f in troduction  q u ite  form idable to  present there ; b u t som e

th in g  d iverted  u s tow ard P aris, and there w e  have rem ained. 

W e  sh a ll n ot be in  G erm any before n e x t year, i f  a t  a ll. A l l  

o u r  p lans have been changed  b y  circum stances.”

“ A n d  w ill  y o u  spend th e w in ter  in  France ? ”

“ O h, no. We move southward, as the birds fly .”
“ A n d  sh a ll w e n ot see  you  in  Paris ? I t  is lik e  m eetin g  old  

friends to  find A m ericans, and w e hate to  part w ith  them . O ne  

d a y ’s ride in  a d ilig en ce  is eq u a l to  tw o years o f an ordinary call-
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in g  a c q u a in ta n c e , so w e may se t  ourselves down as very old 
fr ien d s.”

B oya l w as d o in g  a ll th e ta lk in g , and h is  friend w aited  for th e  

reply .

“ I t  has been  a  very  agreeable ep isode in  ou r q u ie t life . W e  

h ave m ade no acquaintances sin ce  w e le f t  hom e, and the  

m em ory o f our ch ats and m ountain  ride w ill  n o t soon  pass. R est  

assured, th a t a ll th a t is good  and p ow erfu l in  th e vibrations o f  

k in d  th ou gh ts w il l  be you rs.”

“ A n d  m ay w e  ca ll to  ask a fter  you r  h ea lth  ? ”  A g a in  i t  w as 

M r. M ontrose w ho spoke.

“ W ere w e to  rem ain in  P aris, I  sh ou ld  sa y  y e s , certa in ly , 

b u t w e g o  in  a  cou p le  o f  days to  B o u lo g n e  to  m eet m y hu s

band.”
“ A h , yes , I  see. T h en  farew ell.” T h u s th e y  parted, and no  

on e cou ld  have prophesied  w here th e y  w o u ld  m eet.

-I (')(')'il
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“ Before beginning and w ithout an  end.
As space eternal and as surety sure.
Is  fixed a  power divine which moves to  good;
Only its laws endure.

“  Out of the dark it wrought the heart of m an;
Out of dull shells, the  pheasant’s penciled neck;
Ever at toil it brings to  loveliness 
All ancient wrath and wreck.

“  I t  slayeth and it saveth, nowise moved,
Except into the working out of doom;
Its threads are love and life, and death and pain
The shuttles of its loom.”

T h e y  w ere at Bonlogne-upon-the-sea, with the historic past 
reach ing dow n the memory; the h ig h  cliffs rising above its busy 
life  ; the blue sea stretching out and on and away, covered with 
sh ip s going to and fro. Boulogne, w ith  its quaint buildings, i t s  

distinct liv e s , its nobility, its fashion, its fisher-folk. Boulogne, 
that has been linked w ith  the names of kings and em perors j 
B ou logn e, th a t is now  b u t a shadow  o f  its  fo im er g lo ry , b u t  

alw ays and forever h o ld in g  a charm  pecu liar  to  itse lf , th a t m u st  

endure as lo n g  as its  stones stan d . T h e y  w ere s it t in g  b y  the  

grea t C rucifix , on the topm ost h e ig h t o f  th e cliffs, and Z enia  

w as sayin g , s t i l l  h o ld in g  her g la ss  to  her ey es for a trace o f  th e  

steam er th ey  w aited  fo r :

“ I w onder w here our tw o k n ig h ts  are n o w  ? I  b e liev e , i f  th e y
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had received the slightest encouragement, they would have coma 
straight to Boulogne, and taken a tour through Holland and 
Belgium. I t  must have been the pleasure of falling in with 
Americans that was the secret of it all.”

“ Whatever the cause, the result was certainly agreeable to us,” 
replied the mother. “ Seldom, if ever, have I met such phe
nomenal young men. Almost too intellectual, but that is the 
result of three years’ hard study in Germany, and once in the 
work-a-day world, that will gradually evaporate.”

“ Evaporate, Mouessie? You speak as if their knowledge 
was something the nature of steam, and could escape by a 
safety-valve.”

“ All mere book knowledge, that which can be taken in by 
the reasoning powers and held by memory, is evanescent in its 
nature, and has not the real life that makes it permanent.”

“ Now I draw a breath of relief, if that is so. I shall hope, 
then, that some of the ideas of Mr. Montrose will vanish in thin 
air, when he comes in contact with the uses of life. He interests 
me strangely. Something in his grand physique and noble 
bearing makes me feel like calling him Lord Bishop, and to 
see him fettered and in chains is as painful as it must have 
been in olden times, when a magnificent gladiator was cast into 
prison. Perhaps the day will come when be will be made free. 
Some great circumstance may with Thor’s great hammer crack 
the shell, the Ego, and let the spirit go free.”

“ Not for many years, child. That Ego is the result of many 
lives, and has acquired a power not broken by a single blow of 
even Thor’s hammer. But why waste time on this when coining 
toward us every moment is the vessel bearing our loved one? ” 

“ True, Mouessie, but these young men have lent a brightness 
to these perfect days, and a* I am to be a girl like other girls
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(except that in my soul the fire will burn lor truth) for many
weeks to come, I am trying to obey orders, and do as other girls 
would do, talk of young men. I have no doubt I should have 
been full of nonsense, if I  had not been your child, and trained 
to know better things. Is it not strange to feel that we are 
under the guidance of one who says ‘ do this ’ and we do it. 
You and I never felt this before.”

“ Perhaps if we had learned the lesson sooner, and been led 
more by the Spirit, it would come easier for us to obey. At 
any rate, we have had new links joined to our chain ; by these 
new lives we have met and touched, and each must have a bear
ing on the all. I agree with you that it would have taken 
but little encouragement to have them join us, for it was very 
evident that all their talk of a pressing engagement in Paris 
was a figment of imagination, since it was set aside at Geneva 
and they remained with us the following day.”

“ Yes, and how confused the garde looked when he saw their 
first-class tickets, and tried to make them leave our compart
ment. They pretended they could not understand him, and at 
last he left them there, muttering to himself some dreadful 
things about the stupid Americans, and shut the door at last 
with a bang.”

“ Which was followed by a laugh so hearty, that if he heard 
it, must have added to his wrath.”

“ But what about the prophet Zelo’s words, ‘ To the Isle of 
the Sea and the Land of the Nile.’ How can we do it? Pater 
cannot go with us, and we cannot go alone.”

“ That, like all the rest, will be arranged. Since the conse
cration of those hands in that sacred grotto, I can never doubt 
the divine leadingj if we are to go, the escort will be provided. 
You do not forget the guide that was sent to us that morning ?
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What a glorious creature he was! I  thought the prophet said 
he was to be my own, I must have heard him wrongly, for he 
did not stay with me.”

“ I heard him say it too. I  cannot understand.”
“ We need not mind. Like all the other riddles, it will solve 

itself. Whoever would have dreamed that two defenseless 
women could be as long in foreign lands as we have been, and 
never once betray their family history or individuality ? Until 
we met Mr. and Mrs. Beaumaris, not a soul could say they knew 
us. We have done our sex great honor. And now we are to 
take a tug, and join the blessed Pater, and see once more the 
gallant captain of the ‘ Amsterdam,’ and have a taste of those 
delightful days upon the ocean that were like fairyland to us. 
When I told Mr. Montrose about it, he drew himself to his 
fullest height, took a long, deep inspiration that seemed to make 
him twice his size, and said in a tone of great commiseration, 
intended to wither me at once:

“ ‘ I never have been able to understand the infatuation of 
young ladies for brass buttons and uniforms.’

“ I smiled inwardly, and said, meekly, I  had been brought up 
in New York, and display of cloth and buttons did not seriously 
affect me, but I could not meet a brave man like Captain Vafc- 
tier-Stanger without admiring him.”

“ And then?”
“ He said it was proverbial that they made miserable husbands, 

and broke more hearts than any other class of men, at which I 
laughed outright, and replied, 1 That inasmuch as I  was not in 
pursuit of a husband I  was still free to admire a brave, good 
man.’”

“ ‘ Comm c'est d rS le as the French have it. He must have 
felt foolish. What did Ms friend say ? ”
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“ He gave a little applause with his cane and said, ‘ Bravo!
You have answered him as he deserves.’ Of course I----- Is there
not a steamer coming round that point ? Look quickly.”

“ I see a smoke and a vessel. Let us hasten to the hotel; the 
tug may leave. How good it will be to see the dear Pater 
again ! He is one at least that is not in the ministry because 
of honor and worldly fame, bless his dear heart! ”

“ Such lives, like all true lives, are their own gospel. Like 
the Pyramids, they need no argument, they are their own fact.” 

They were now walking quickly down the narrow street, 
where homes of fisher-folk were set on steps, and lined the way, 
and women toiled at the open door and watched them hasten 
past, intent upon the coming of their own.

“ Ah, madame, the word has come. The boat go out toute 
de mite, and all is ready, but never did the boat take ladies out 
before. Will you indeed go ? ”

“ Why not ? Is it not safe ? ” came from both at once.
“ Ah, out, certaimment; but never has it been done. There 

will be no other ladies going out.”
“ That is nothing. Do not ladies come back from the 

vessel ? ”
“ Out, madame, toujours ; but that is different.”
“ Order a cab. We shall be ready in time,” and they dis

appeared, to pack their hand-bags and wonder over another phase 
of French conventionality.

Three hours later, they were on board the “ Amsterdam,” and 
steaming away for Holland, sitting on either side of a tall man, 
distinguished in appearance, and with a decidedly military as 
well as clerical bearing. They had a quiet comer all to them
selves, and it was evident to beholders that they were a world 
in three beings. The Pater, as he was called by both wife and
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daughter, glanced from one face to the other with loving pride 
and approval. I t  was very evident that his heart was warmly 
alive to his own family, though the head had for many years 
been his guide, and had gradually chilled his inner nature by its 
logic. I t  was not long before he left them for a moment, and 
soon returned with a man nearly as tall as himself, but more 
angular and brawny.

“ This is a man who was placed under my care by our chief 
parishioner, Deacon Harmon. He has lived much of his life 
under ground in the coal pits of Ohio, and there, amid silence 
and darkness, has kept up a vigorous thinking. I have been 
greatly surprised at the originality of his remarks, and I  find 
we have the same opinions on the labor question. He has saved 
up a little money and is going to Egypt. He tells me he has 
heard a voice in the night telling him there is some one there 
waiting to meet him. Of course I know nothing of such things, 
never having heard, or known of any one, who has heard audible 
voices, except little Joan D’Arc a long time ago, but he says he 
has found God, and it is His voice, the voice of the Spirit, that 
calls him. I have learned many strange things from him, things 
never taught in colleges and theological seminaries, and might 
be disbelieved by them. But there is something about this man 
that carries convincing proof that he is speaking the truth, and 
he tells me tilings that are akin to subjects you spoke of a few 
years ago, when you were so interested in what I then called 
your heathenish reading.—Mr. Aberdeen, come forward and meet 
my wife and daughter. We are to be together several weeks, 
and I would have you know each other. This is Mrs. Glenden- 
ning, and this is my daughter Zenia.”

The stranger looked from one to another and crossed his 
hands, giving his right hand to the mother and his left to the
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daughter. He held them a moment and when he dropped them 
he said:

“ A bonnie face for the Spent of Wisdom. Mither and (laugh* 
ter are baith as one.”

Mrs. Glendenning looked into her daughter’s face as he turned
away, and her husband, intercepting it, read her thought.

“ I told you that he was a strange man. Strange, but very 
good. You will see more of that as you become better ac
quainted. Now well take a few turns on deck and be ready 
for dinner, after which we will talk of home and our plans.” 

They had not made the first round before Captain Vattier- 
Stanger came forward, with a face beaming with delight, and 
after shaking hands with both, took Miss Glendenning under 
his wing and marched off with her. He was by no means a 
rare type of his countrymen physically, for many of them are 
tall and finely formed. Mr. Glendenning himself showed his 
Dutch descent by his height and the breadth of his shoulders, 
but the captain’s face was fuller than the ordinary Holland faces, 
and when he spoke it became as genial as a rising sun. Miss 
Glendenning had been a marked favorite going over, always 
sitting at his right hand at table, and invited to promenade 
more than any one else. He was radiantly happy to have her 
on his arm once more, and was saying :

“ We have no pleasant times on board since you left us. Miss 
Glendenning. I have taken my meals in my cabin, because 
it made me very triste to miss your lovely face.”

“ You must not try to spoil me by flattery, if you really like
___ _ nme.

“ You could not be spoiled, and you know I like you without 
my saying a word. I dare not say more. I have a terrible
secret on my mind. Perhaps I can see you in Amsterdam, and
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you will let me confide in you. What I was saying was all 
true. I have never talked with any one since we had our last 
promenade together, and that was—let me see—four months 
ago. Never any more continental whist, nothing but walk the 
bridge and count the stars; but there is the dinner, once more I 
will sit in my old place and you shall sit at my right hand.”

“ A deuced handsome couple they make,” said a young 
American to his sister. “ I mean the captain and that new 
arrival.”

“ She is the daughter of the Reverend Glendenning. Yes, a 
striking couple, Wilt he is a trifle too ponderous for our American, 
tastes. That girl looks like a lily by his side.”

The conversation was broken by a general stampede for din
ner, and it was only after all were quiet on deck that home 
matters could be enjoyed.

“ Now tell us all about it, Pater.” A soft hand held his strong 
one. “ You saw Floyd’s fiancSe, and is it really true that he is 
deeply in love ? ”

“ I do not think you would ask that question, could you see 
them together. He is desperately in love. Intoxicated with 
love, hypnotized by an angel, and lives in the clouds.”

“ But what is she like ? Is she really beautiful and good and 
all ? ” interrupted Zenia almost impatiently.

“ Give me time and you shall know all. She is tall, as tall 
as yourself, my pet, and has a face glowing with good-nature for 
its chief attraction, but really her features, taken separately, 
would not be called beautiful.”

“ But he said she was a beauty, and he has always been such 
a judge of pretty girls.”

“ You did not let me finish. I think you would call her
decidedly handsome, for her face, as a whole, is so glowing with

8
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good-nature, and so brilliant in coloring, that it is irresistible. 
I was greatly pleased with her, I  can assure you.”

“ And is she practical, my dear ? ” I t was the wife that 
interrupted now.

“ I could not judge of that. The dear boy thinks she is 
perfection, and capable of running the universe. If he should 
some day find her human, it will jar upon his sensibilities ; but 
till that time comes let him revel in his newly-found happiness. 
Would you believe it, he is really trying to save money, and 
showed me a drawer full of neck-ties all done up in tissue 
paper, which he said must go him for a year. He said he should 
not buy a new suit every season, but economize at once. Love 
is the moving power of the universe, and if it makes our dear 
boy careful, it will prove its power to work miracles.”

“ All this time you have told me nothing of Eusonias, the 
grand, unselfish, plodding fellow. He is an ideal man, such a 
one as people put in books, but you never meet with in real life,” 
said Zenia, the tears coming to her eyes as she thought of these two 
brothers, who so filled her life with love and devotion. “ Never 
a girl was blessed with two such brothers. I really ought to be 
an unusual girl in return for all this.”

The eyes of both parents rested fondly on the glowing face, 
and as her father began to speak, she said, “ O, I know what 
you would say, but you do not know me as I know myself.” 
Then in another tone, she continued:

“ Mouessie and I have a new plan after you turn your back 
on us, Pater. We would like to go down to the Mediterranean, 
and run across to Egypt, and we did not see how we could 
do it alone, but here comes this sturdy Scotchman bound for this 
very place, and what is to hinder his acting as our escort ? 
What do you think of the plan, Pater ? ”
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“ I  see nothing to object to. You can as well be in Africa 
as Europe, when the Atlantic separates us again. You could have 
no safer guardian than this plain man, who certainly has grown 
in mental stature in the bowels of the earth.”

And so they talked until the time for retiring came, and when 
they awoke next morning they were in sight of Holland. The 
hours flew, that are usually so tedious, while they moved up 
the great canal, and came in sight of all the hundred wind-mills 
of the greatest country in the world. All was confusion and 
excitement on board, but our little party were quiet and undis
turbed. They went on shore after all the rest, and quietly 
drove to the hotel. Here they rested, visited, went out for 
a promenade, and, after dinner, with the Scotchman adjourned 
to a small reception-room for general conversation. Soon after 
the waiter brought in two cards, and presented them to Mrs. 
Glendenning.

“ It must be a mistake; we have no friends in Amsterdam,” 
said Zenia.

“ Read and see.”
Zenia took the cards in her hands, and no sooner had she read 

the names upon them, than a smile rippled over her face, and a 
tender flush came to her cheek.

“ Cecil Hautrave.”
“ Royal Montrose.”
“ I am also a prophet, Mouessie, but I was not prepared for 

the fulfillment of my prediction. Show them in, of course.” 
Then turning to her father she said:

“ They are the two gentlemen we met at Chamouni. You 
will enjoy them. They are bright, learned, and have been 
crowned with honors at Leipsie.”

She had no time to say more. The door opened, and the two
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young gentlemen were ushered in, and came toward them with 
faces beaming with delight.

“ How charming of you to give us such a surprise,” was Mrs. 
Glendenning’s cordial greeting. “ Now you will know my 
husband, who has been telling the story of Love and Life for 
many years. Mr. Glendenning, these are friends we met in 
Switzerland, Mr. Hautrave and Mr. Montrose. Mr. Montrose 
is destined for the Church.”

“ You should say Professor Hautrave, and the Right Reverend 
Montrose,” interrupted her daughter, smiling. “ I am not sure 
that these are all the titles lying hidden in the next few years 
for them to pick up and honor by the wearing.”

“ I did not think you could be sarcastic, Miss Glendenning,” 
said the first named, while the other bowed in mock humility, 
and added:

“ When I wear the bishop’s miter, may you be one of those who 
minister in my diocese, and bring benediction to all its churches.” 

“ My prediction is a natural stop from present conditions. 
Yours is not only an improbability, but an impossibility, but 
here while we are chaffing each other, you are still strangers to 
a gentleman that has come with Pater from America, and is on 
his way to Egypt. Mr. Aberdeen, these are quite old friends, 
Mr. Hautrave and Mr. Montrose.”

They could do no less than extend a hand toward the brawny 
one that reached toward them, and when it closed over their 
delicate, white, symmetrical palms with the clasp of a giant, they 
felt a strange, life-giving power surge through their frame r.3 

though they had been galvanized.
“ You have something to look forward to, Egypt and the Nile, 

the cradle of knowledge, and the birth-place of Moses,” said Sir. 
Montrose, in bis lordly way.
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“ And I think he is prepared for all that is there for him to 
receive. Perhaps I  should not say all, but the forest is contained 
in a single acorn, you know.” I t  was Mr. Glendenning who 
spoke, while he drew the chairs into a circle and they prepared 
for a social evening. He saw at a glance that these young men 
were at home in all ologies,all sciences, all questions of the day; 
and for some time the conversation was a rambling without aim, 
through home-matters, politics, the labor question, and kindred 
topics, wherein all took a part. All, did I say ? Mr. Aberdeen 
had not spoken a word. From time to time he was addressed, 
but merely nodded a response. At length the conversation had 
drifted into a religious channel, and Mr. Glendenning had 
spoken with deep feeling and much regret of the utter indif
ference of so-called Christians to the sufferings of the working- 
people ; of the wickedness of Trusts and the curse of Monop
olies, until he paused in sheer despair because language was 
all too inadequate to express his thought, and concluded by 
saying, “ I t almost makes me doubt the existence of a loving 
God, His times are so prolonged.”
. “ We can no longer doubt that the' Center of life exists, 
since it is now proven by a scientific formula equal to a mathe
matical problem,” replied Mr. Montrose, not quite certain 
whether Mr. Glendenning was in earnest or not, but thinking 
it well to guide the conversation into less exciting channels. 
There would be time enough to be troubled with sociologie 
questions when he had launched out as a teacher of divine 
things.

“ We really are not helped by such proofs. One kind of proof 
is not sufficient for all kinds of problems. Anything that 
appeals to the reason may be proven by reason, but that which 
belongs to the heart must find some other method of establishing
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itself as a fact. Now her© is Mr. Aberdeen, who has sat in 
silence, while we have, no doubt, in his estimation, talked much 
but said little, who needs no proof of God’s existence. Why ? 
Because he has found Him and knows Him, Where did lie find 
him ? In dark mines under the ground, amid death-damps and 
walls of coal, in solitude, and without science, or preaching, or 
other guide than the Light which lightetli every man that 
cometh into the world. ‘ Where is this God ? ’ He says He 
is in his heart. You see he has had none of the helps we depend 
on, no outer leading, no education, yet his position seems to be 
impregnable, and many times coming across I have talked late 
into the night with him, and always with great profit to my 
soul. I have many times felt that I know absolutely nothing, 
for what I know is so much of the head—so little of the heart.” 

At this his wife and daughter glanced at each other and 
smiled. The Pater saw it and a memory came to him of these 
very things having been said to them some years before, when he 
had feared they would lose their souls because they doubted 
the divineness of the creeds of the Church.

“ Tell us something of the way you were led, Mr. Aberdeen. 
It all proves the truth of the saying, ‘ God left not Himself with
out a witness.’ Of course under ground he could have no sacred 
ordinances and church services.”

“ What d’ye say, mon ? Nae sacred ordinances in the secret 
chambers of the earth ? Surely ye forget the words of the mon of 
God, * The airth is full of the gudeness of the Lord.’ It is in 
the bowels of the airth that ye can see His glory beyond all de
scription. When a man spends His days in darkness, he kens 
what light is mair than a mon who thinks. naught of it by 
reason of too much sun ; and when the heart is sick with trouble, 
it is then that it kens when joy comes in to abide.”
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“ And you say you have seen beautiful things down there, 
have you not ? ” inquired Mr. Glendenning, anxious to lead 
him on farther, “ and you know what the life of the soul is too, 
I think I heard you say ? ”

“ It is all true. Mine een have seen the glory of the Lord 
and the faces of His angels. I  dinna care to talk of these things. 
When the Maister comes and whispers to me, I need nae proof 
of science. I feel the thrill of His ain words in here,” touching- 
his hand to his breast. “ And when my feyther and my mither and 
my bairn come to me, and are with me day by day, when I am 
alone under the ground, do ye tliink I dinna know them ? and 
d'ye think I can go wrong when my feyther always tells me what 
to do ? Mony a mon have I tried to save, telling him he must 
flee the damp, and when he would not follow me, he has lost hi* 
life. I need nae proof of all this. I know.”

“ But,” said Mr. Montrose, turning toward Mr. Glendenning, 
“ this is surely the result of morbid dreamings and a diseased 
imagination, something like the peasant girl of Domremy.” 
Then turning again to the Scotchman, who had relapsed into 
silence, he said :

“ These things of which you speak are merely subjective. 
The world to-day demands that all truth, metaphysical, psycho
logical, and the so-called spiritual, must undergo the same test. 
You see science has made rapid strides, and can go step by step, 
from the universe as a whole, to the protoplasm from which it 
came. It has now been discovered that what is called Soul-stuff 
or Biogen is capable of proof and description. This being so, 
you can see that any mere individual hypothesis or experience 
has no weight whatever.”

The brawny miner raised himself to an erect position, and, turn
ing toward the speaker, said with a tone of intense earnestness :
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“ Is this true ? Can you tell me how the war!’ was created, 
and the human soul formed, sir ? I would gladly learn. I know- 
something of arithmetic, and I could comprehend a proof like 
the one that makes us know that two and two are four, and 
twice four is eight.”

“ I t is easily done, my good friend,” said the young man in 
assured tones, “ and more than I have said.”

“ And can ye tell me what is life, sir ? Where did I begin, 
and where do I leave off ? What made me me, and what kept 
.me from being you ? ”

Mr. Glendenning smiled at the look of dismay passing over 
the young theologian’s face, and so he said :

“ He evidently wishes to know where unconscious life ends, 
or begins to become conscious; or else where conscious life ends, 
and unconscious begins. I think this is a good question for any 
scientist to solve. Don’t  you ? Even Huxley could do himself 
justice on this subject.”

“ Yes, indeed, the man is a natural philosopher and the world 
has lost something by his being elected to a life in the mines. 
You see, do you not,” turning to the stranger, “ that science 
knows everything ? ”

“ It is not at all clear to my mind, sir,” the other interrupted 
him with, “ and is just about as clear as mud. I do not see how 
any amount of reasoning can prove what is felt in iny heart. It 
is not even as clear as the muddy brook I used to find in the 
mines, for that would clear up by waiting, and all this talk about 
science makes things darker and darker.” In a low tone to 
himself he said:

“ These must be those scientific weeds that choke the spirit, 
that my Master warned me of.”

Mr. Glendenning here felt that he must stand shoulder to
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shoulder with the young man, who was about to enter the same 
path he had chosen, a quarter of a century before.

“ Surely, Mr. Aberdeen, Mr. Montrose has expressed very 
forcibly the power of science to demonstrate Truth. Give him 
* chance and he will unravel the mysteries of life for us. He, 
from the Objective, means, what you, from the Subjective, would 
■say.

“ If the young man will only tell me by what numbers in 
mathematics I can know how my child loves me, and test the 
quality of its love, and weigh the quantity ; or how the child 
knows that I love i t ; if he can tell me these things in figures, 
and what numbers must be multiplied to produce Faith, or Love,
•or Patience----- ”

“ But these are ideal things. They belong to the realm of 
mind—what we of the schools call metaphysics, and they have 
no tangible, no real existence.”

“ And are ye gaun into the kirk wi’ a lee on yer lips, mon ? 
How can ye say to your hearers, ‘ Have faith in God,’ when ye 
dinna ken God, and dinna believe there is sic a thing as faith ? 
Hoot and awa wi’ sic preachers of righteousness. It were 
better for the warl’ if the people were left to find the Almighty 
for themselves as I did in the mines,” exclaimed the other in 
indignation.

“ My good friend, wait a moment. You do not understand 
me. You jump at a wrong conclusion and then are vexed at it. 
I did not say there was no such thing as faith and love; I only 
said they belong to another realm and cannot be demonstrated 
in the same way.”

“ An’ didn’t ye say everything could be demonstrated ? 
Didn’t  ye say they knew about the stuff our puir souls are made 
of ? It is either one thing or the itlier, which is it ? ”
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'• I wish you would tell us more about God; how you found 
Him, and what He was like.” Mr. Hautrave joined Ills question 
to the young girl’s by a sudden impulse. She was looking in
tently in Mr. Aberdeen’s face, as if her eyes looked into his very 
soul. She felt that she could understand him, and the clasp of 
her mother’s hand assured her that she was light in her con
jectures. He saw it, and turned to her saying—

“ I cannot resist yer bonnie face, lassie, though I have been 
sail- vexed at all this talk aboot things holy and sacred, and I 
have told but few aboot my soul, and her search after God, and 
I am but a little babe yet and only know enough to look up 
in my mither’s face and let my heart go out in love, and the 
mither and feyther is God. Ye see I had a gentle lassie o’ my 
ain, and she was precious as the apple of my ee ; a wee bit of a 
lassie with a smile on her face for her puir tired feyther when 
he cam’ hame. One day I was leaving the mines for a moment 
of rest, and I was thinking o’ my angel lammie, and knew 
she would be glad to see me, and I could e’en hear her voice 
crooning to me a bit of a song, an’ there was nae king in all 
the land I would liave changed places with that veiy minute. 
I opened the door. Neebors were standin’ aroun’, an’ there in 
the midst lay my wee lassie a deein’. She only opened her eyes 
once, and then she smiled as if she had seen heaven, an’ was 
gone; an’ though my heart was crushed out of me, that smile 
kept me alive, and when I went back under ground, I was glad 
I couldn’t see the sunshine, nor hear the birds sing ony mair 1 
I was glad to be where all was dark and still. I was like a man 
dead and yet livin’. An’ the days an’ the weeks an’ the months 
went by, an’ I said to my soul, ‘ Let us go an’ find Got!; per
haps if we find Him, we shall find my lassie, Somethin' said 
to me, ‘ Go above and set your face to the sun an’ ask for light
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in your soul.’ An’ when I stepped my foot on the groun’ I did 
as I had been told, and I turned my face to the East and cried 
out, ‘ Give me Light, Give me Light.’ I  had no sooner spoken 
than I felt a hand on my shoulder raisin’ me up, an’ when I 
turned, I saw a plain man wi’ a long sad face, an’ a staff in his 
hand, and the sign o’ years upon his head. ‘ Come in wi’ me,’ 
he said, and he led me into the woods, and there he knelt down 
by a fallen tree and laid his face upon the earth, and was silent 
a long time. When he stood up his face shone as if it was the 
sun shining on it. Then he took my hand an’ said my soul-cry 
had been heard, and be had been sent to tell me that God was 
not afar off, but nigh unto all such as had a child-like spirit 
and in patience and silence would wait for his coming. He said 
if I  would seek God through my heart, I would find Him. Then 
he left me, but said he would come to me again, when I  needed 
him. I went down under ground, but dinna ken what to do nor 
where to look. I could only say over and over, ‘ As the bait 
panteth after the water-brook, so panteth my soul after Thee, 
O God I ’ and then I waited. I t seemed as if the answer would 
never come, but I didna doot, for there was truth in the stranger’s 
eyes and he had promised. One day I could not pray, I could 
not speak. I could only long and sigh and reach out. I threw 
myself on the cauld wet groun’ and said not a word. Then a 
strange power came over me, and I shook as a tree shakes in 
a strong wind. When I grew quiet, I looked up and something 
white, like a bird with wings spread out, was flying away to a 
comer of the mine, and a fire blazed out before me, that blinded 
my een. From that day I knew God. I can talk to Him at all 
times. I love Him as I never loved my little lassie, and since I 
have known Him, she comes to me in the night and tells me 
what I must do. If every mon in the world said he could prove
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there was no God, 1 would say I knew better. I have seen 
Him and loved Him as I have loved my aim child, and mair.” 

He paused, overcome by the recital, and wiped his face with 
his handkerchief. Zenia asked:

“ Did the stranger ever come again ? ”
“ O yes, often an’ often, but he has bade me keep silent. 

An’ he has taught me many things, but I am but a wee 
child, an’ have a long lesson to learn. I now ken hoo to 
love all things that speak of God, because God is in everything 
that is true and good, an’ He says that is much, for love is the 
key to the kingdom, and the child-heart is full of love.”

“ I should like to hear more of your experiences,” said Cecil 
Hautrave, with a longing ' look on his face, while a hush had 
fallen over the listening group.

“ Glad will I be to talk to ye, mon, for I see in yer een a light 
coming when your soul will start out to find God and Light. 
Ah, mon, how glad ye’ll be to give up all your idols, when the 
light bursts 1 ”

The door opened and the servant appeared with a card, and a 
gentleman at his elbow. It was Captain Vattier-Stanger in 
citizen’s dress, handsomer than ever, coming to inquire after the 
comfort of his friends and see what their plans might be, and 
invite them for a drive in the early morning. The young gentle
men arose to take leave, acknowledged the introduction with 
formal courtesy, and promising to call on the morrow, left the 
field to the man whose manner alone commanded admiration, 
even if they had refused it to his genial face.



ZNSIGHTS. 126

CHAPTER Y in .

INSIGHTS.

“  Aye free, off-han’ your story tell 
W hen wl a  bosom crony;

B ut still keep something to yourseP 
Ye scarcely tell to  ony.”

Bushs.

I t  was settled that as the young men were alone and going 
through the same cities, they should be invited to join the 
Glendennings, and it is needless to say this is what they desired 
above all things. I t  was for this they had gone to Holland. 
All formality was set aside, and the party became quite a family 
affair. Besides being at home in all modem languages, the 
young gentlemen were walking encyclopedias of knowledge on 
art, history, and biography. They laid aside their reserve, and 
in the society of Mr. Glendenning appeared delightfully genial. 
At the close of each day, plans were arranged for the next 
twenty-four hours, always leaving a certain number of hours of 
perfect freedom.

James Aberdeen, the Scotchman, had quickly discerned the 
spiritual natures of mother and daughter, and was attracted to 
them as readily as the needle is drawn to the magnet. This 
was not particularly gratifying to the young men, who could 
only wonder and wait.

“ What in heaven’s name such a man can talk of, to interest
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those ladies Is more than I know,” said Royal to his friend, as 
he saw the three evidently talking earnestly.

I can imagine. He is simple-minded, dead in earnest, and 
meets them on the spiritual plane.”

“ As if we were not all that, with culture thrown in,” replied 
the otner.

“ Intellectual we may be, but spiritual----- no.”
“ Complimentary surely, and I intending to take Holy Orders 

as soon as I reach America. Perhaps you think I ’m not fit for 
it. Perhaps Mr. Aberdeen would suit your taste better.”

His words were met by a laugh. His friend merely said, 
“ You’re huffy to-day, Royal,” and they joined Mr. Glendenning, 
who now came from a side street.

“We were just speaking of Mr. Aberdeen, and his spiritual 
condition,” said Mr. Montrose; “ I wonder he does not set out 
to preach.”

“ He has no thought of such a thing,” was Mr. Glendenning’s
reply. “ He is like a child, and has no desire to be or do except 
as he can glorify God. He has been a great example to me. I 
have learned from Mm the value and power of a true life, as 
never before.”

“ Really ? ”
“ Yes, really, if you will lead him on, you will find him well 

worth cultivating. A nugget of genuine gold. I must talk 
with my wife a moment, and will send him back. Draw him 
out on spiritual lines. He has a certain timidity with you, 
thinking you are very scientific and learned.”

As he joined them, Montrose said: “ It is not often you honor 
us with your company, Mr. Aberdeen.”

“ I didna think ye cared owermuch for my company. I am 
a plain mon who speaks freely his ain mind. I have naethin’ to

□ iigi'l
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talk aboot, but just the ane great thing o’ my soul, an’ God; and 
sic things are not to be mentioned lightly.”

“ Ah, I see. You find Mrs. Glendenning and her daughter 
more spiritually inclined than we, and so you naturally enjoy 
being with them. I do not blame you in the least.”

“ Ye may weel say that. The lassie has the Lord’s ain mark 
upon her, an’ the mither is maist the same. The whiles they 
are gaein’ here an’ there like all the waiT, their minds are on the 
invisible things that belong to the kingdom. I t  is mair refresh
ing to hear them speak than to see all the pictures, an’ buildin’s, 
an’ sights in Europe. Sae rare it is to find souls awake, an’ 
livin’.”

“ And are not our souls alive, Mr. Aberdeen ? Surely I 
believe in God and His works as much as any one can.”

“ I dinna doot it. I  dinna doot it. I mustna sit in judgment 
on ither souls, an’ my ain but just come to her senses. Wliat 
right would I  have to say there wasna an oak in an acorn, 
because my een couldna see it? I only meant that bein’ out 
o’ my ain shell, a wee bit, it gave me strength to see ither souls 
a growin’ too. Besides, these ladies have had muckle advan
tages an’ blessin’s over here, an’ they’re aye willin’ to tell me 
what the wise man said.”

“ Whom do you mean ? ”
“ A man in the mountains that gave them his blessin’. Oh, 

it was mair wonderful than onything out o’ the gude Book.”
“ Can you not tell us more about it ? ”
“ I t is not mine to tell. Some day when the conversation is 

gaein’ that way, ye can lead it to the wise man. I  dinna ken 
whaur to begin to speak, an’ whaur to stop. I am weak an* not 
ower wise, an' fear to tell too much. The gude mon who came 
to me in the mines always said, ‘ s i l e n c e ,  s i l e n c e ,  s i l e n c e . ’ ”
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He stopped and they saw he would say no more. Their 
curiosity was aroused by his allusion to the wise man, but it was 
plain that he would not enlighten them farther. Montrose was 
the first to speak.

“ Did I not hear Mr. Glendenning say you were going to 
Egypt ? When do you start ? Will you remain long ? ”

“ I dinna ken. I should ha’ gone at once, for I would like to 
be there, but there seems mony a turn in my road before I see 
the Nile.”

“ How so?” asked Montrose again.
“ Just now it seems as if I  must wait for these ladies, an’ if I 

do, we must go elsewhere first. The Lord is guidin’ us and so 
I wait on Him. Wisdom can come to us here as well as there.” 

“ And what will you do in Egypt? Work?”
“ I  hope never to be idle, but I ken naething o’ what lies 

before me. I follow the light wherever it leads me.”
“ But are you never mistaken ?' How can you be sure it is 

His leading ? ” ,
“ Oh, mon, when ye speak like that, it makes my heart as 

heavy as lead. Do ye doot yer mither’s ain love ? Do ye doot 
ony feelin’ o’ yer heart? How can ye doot a love that is greater 
than a’ ? When once ye ken that ye are leevin’ in the sperit 
ye will know what it is to meet the Lord in the air, an’ be filled 
wi’ his knowledge. Ye cannot doot what ye ken.”

“ Did you say the ladies were going to Egypt? ” questioned 
Hautrave eagerly.

“ Sae they tell me. They can be here two years, an’ the Rev
erend says they can as well be in Egypt as France or Germany,' 
an’ since the prophet told them they must go, they will follow 
the voice.”

Turning to his friend, the questioner said in a low voice, “ I
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wish we could understand these people. They are as incompre
hensible as if they had  come from another planet. W e cannot 
go to E gypt, th a t is certain, b u t we can go back to  Leipsic and 
aw ait their re turn .”

“ Since I have given up  all though t of going home for another 
year a t least, I  shall take a post-graduate course in Germany and  
fit myself better for m y special branch.”

A s he spoke he noticed the others, who were in  advance, 
pause and motion to them  to come up, and then it  was 
arranged th a t after going through the palace they  should go  to  
Scheveningen to see the sun set, and dine. A s they were pass
ing  through th a t lovely palace owned by  the  little  Queen of 
Holland, H autrave whispered in  Miss G lendenning’s ear, “ I  
wish you would manage to give me a  few moments a t  the sea
shore ; 'I have som ething to ask.”

She glanced up hastily. H e smiled, and she said, “ I  see you 
are in  earnest. O f coui-se you can speak to  me.”

So when i t  came to  pass th a t they  sa t in  fron t of the Cursaal 
w atching the waves rise and fall, the  bathers, and fisher-folk, and 
the  children on the sand-dunes; and the little  donkeys waiting 
for r id e rs ; and the foreigners buying trin k e ts ; itBeemed a mere 
happening th a t Zenia’s seat was a little  apart from the  rest and 
Professor H autrave on the sand a t  her feet. T he others were so 
absorbed in  conversation about the Hollanders and their place 
in history th a t they did n o t notice, for some time, th a t there was 
any separation. Mr. G lendenning was an enthusiastic adm irer 
of his countrym en, and  was ju st now attem pting  to show th a t in 
all h istory there had never been such heroism and bravery known 
elsewhere, as during the life of W illiam  of Orange. Zenia 
caught by in tu ition  the subject and said to  her companion—

“ Pater is carried away by the grand qualities of the Hollanders,
9
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and  I  do not w onder; if I  ever have a coat-of-arms, it  w ill be a 
stork, to show I  am descended from a  nation who made their 
country  as well as its w ealth.”

Mr. H autrave laughed. “ T h a t is the first th ing  I  have ever 
seen, th a t showed there was a m undane nature in  you, Miss Glen- 
denning.”

“ How formal th a t sounds. W hy not call me by my name ? 
I t  seems more friendly. Do you know  w hat i t  means ? ”

“  Your name ? ”
•“ Yes.”

. -“ No. Has it  a m ean in g ?”
“ I t  has, indeed, and a very nice one. Zenia— L ily  of the 

Valley.”
“  Surely nothing could be more appropriate, for of a ll flowers

I  know, that is the one most fitting for you.”
“ You are kind. So you th ink  I  am w orld ly? I  am very

'human----- ”
“ I  do not think so. I  do no t think you could be worldly, 

though I  said it a moment ago.”
“ Was this w hat you wished to  say to  me ? ”
“ No, indeed. Something th a t is quite important to  me. To

day, as we were w alking w ith the Scotchman, he said something 
about your going to Egypt, and we began to th ink  about our 
plans, and have nearly decided to  take a post-graduate course 
in  Leipsic, if we though t we could meet you and your mother, 
and  all go across together.”

“ How very odd. Why should you care to go over with us ? ” 
an d  her honest blue eyes looked full-orbed, into his hazel ones.

“ Just because we like good company. You are the only 
Americans we have cared to be chummy with since we left 
home.”

O O
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“ I am sure we appreciate the compliment and i t  certainly is 
a  compliment, when two gentlem en like yourself and Mr. M ont
rose care to talk to  two qu iet strangers, who know nothing of 
fashion, theaters, society or small-talk. In  regard to  our move
ments, I  would like to  explain to  you, bu t I  could no t make 
you quite understand. W e are no t sure ju st when we will go 
to Egypt, nor how long we shall remain there. W e m ay go else
where for a tim e first. You see i t  would be uncertain, and not 
w orth w aiting for.”

u W e shall decide that. W ill you know  before you leave 
here ? ”

“ Yes, I  know now, th a t we are to  go elsewhere first, but where
or when I know not.”

“ How strange ! W ho will decide the m atter ? ”
“ You will smile when I tell you I  do not know.”
“  How mysterious ! Can you not ex p la in ?”
She placed the tips of her long w hite fingers against her head 

and seemed to be listening. W hen she removed them  she sa id :
“ N ot now. Perhaps later. I t  concerns others than  ourselves, 

and I  m ust w ait.”
“ I  shall begin to fear you will vanish in spectral mist, you are 

so vague, so unreal. I  wonder the Scotchman does no t call 
you uncanny.”

“ He knows better,” she replied, laughing.
“ Of whom are you speaking, daughter ? ” asked Mr. Glenden- 

ning, coming up a t  th is moment and viewing the scene with 
evident pleasure.

“ W e were ju st speaking of uncanny people, and th a t brought 
us to th inking of your Scotch friend, tha t was all.”

“ He has little  use for scientific knowledge,” said the Professor, 
anxious to  keep the conversation as fa r as possible from the real
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subject. “ I  thought M ontrose go t the w orst of i t  th a t n ig h t he 
tried  to explain the law of creation.”

“ I  am always astonished at his knowledge on the subjects ; I 
am sure he has had no opportunity to  study. He says i t  is not 
his brain th a t knows it, b u t som ething th a t comes to  him  when 
needed.”

“ His faith  in  w hat he knows of God is quite remarkable,” 
said H autrave. “  I  wish he w ould te ll us more of his experi
ences.”

“ Perhaps if  we shall go tow ard them , as the tw iligh t comes 
on, we may lead him  into it, almost w ithout his know ing it.” 
T hey arose and moved tow ard the others, and Zenia motioned 
for her m other to  look tow ard the sunset. Clear, cloudless, 
tin ted  in pale green and  am ethystine colors was the sky, over an 
ocean th a t reflected every variation above. T he tide was going 
out and the waves lapped languidly upon the shore, as if weary 
of their continual and useless motion. Between the beach and 
the horizon were a few sail-boats, and they too seemed dream ing 
on the treacherous sea, indifferent to all the world. The day 
had been warm for A ugust, b u t the season had not opened, and 
the guests were m ostly tourists taking in  the Holland watering- 
place. Of these m any had not waited for the sunset, and the 
party  in front of the Cursaal were alone at this hour. The sun 
was almost touching the horizon. Mm. G lendenning and her 
daughter walked a little distance apart, and stood silently look
ing toward the glowing disk. When i t  had sunk behind the 
horizon they went back to  their seats.

“ I wish you would tell me what made you do that ? ” asked 
Royal Montrose.

“ Do w h a t? ” replied Mrs. Glendenning.
“ Go off to see the sun dip beneath the waves. I remember



IN SIG H TS. •183

that m orning we saw Mm rise in Chamouni, and 1 know you have 
some belief about it that you do not tell. Are you Parsees ? ”

A t this, Mr. Glendenning, always a trifle nervous about 
others’ opinions, interposed w ith— “ Why, certainly not. Tell 
him no, my dear. How absurd to  associate you with such 
people. You will have to  explain yourselves.”

“ Shall w e ? ”
“ Certainly, daughter.”
Zenia looked a t her m other and waited for her to  speak.
“ I  shall no t take the trouble to deny being a Parsee. Parsees 

do not belong to America and we are Americans. B u t I  do be
lieve th a t the sun has power to vivify all n a tu re ; I  know th a t 
his vibrations a t  m orning and evening are more powerful than  a t 
any other time. I  also know, though no t by scientific knowl
edge, th a t there is a Sun for our sp iritual life th a t will do for 
us w hat this will do for us physically. I f  I  am to explain why 
we stand silent before the sun when i t  rises or sets, I  should be 
obliged to  te ll you w hat you would not believe, and w hat could 
only be proven by experience. Shall I  te ll you ? ”

“ B y all means, my dear. You see,” tu rn ing  to the rest, 
“ Zenia has a fine im agination, and clothes the sun w ith  g reat 
power, as all do who admire nature.”

“ T here is a vibration th a t belongs to each of us as individ
uals,” she continued, “ forming around us certain atmospheres, 
and we have been told th a t if we can see the sun set over the 
water, and watch i t  till i t  dips below, we will find a film of some 
color moving between our eyes and its disk, and this color is our 
o w n ; belongs to us in  a peculiar way. M other and I  wished to 
try  it, and here a t  Scheveningen, where the line of separation 
between the sea and the sky is so clear, we thought would be a 
fine place to  test it.”
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“ A n d  did you see i t  ?” asked Mr. H autrave.
“  W hat did i t  prove ? ” came from his friend, while Mr. Glen- 

denning said, ra ther coldly— “ I  am not interested in such things. 
They border on the realm of the occult, and this I  believe has 
always been associated w ith darkness and evil.”

Mrs. G lendenning smiled, and said nothing. Mr. H autrave 
repeated his question, and aw aited her reply.

“ Yes, I was not disappointed.”
“ May I  ask w hat it was like ? ” continued the young man. 
She paused before replying, and then s a id : “ I t  looked like a 

volcano—of a beautiful, reddish purple, moving between the 
sun and m y eyes.”

“ A nd was yours the same ? ” tu rn ing  to  Zenia.
“ No, indeed. Mine was a m ost delicate blue, as w ell as red, 

and the shape was like a heart.”
“ A nd is i t  true  th a t we are like the flowers, and  have a color 

of our ain ? ” asked the Scotchman, now speaking for the first 
time. “ Surely th a t m ust be the m eaning of th a t passage in the 
W ord  o’ God, where Job  says, * H e cometh forth  as a flower and 
is cu t down.’ I  always though t i t  m eant he was unco short-lived, 
b u t now I  see it means mair,— m uckle mair. K ing D avid said 
a man was like a flower of the field, b u t I  never though t th a t 
m eant they  had a color. I  can see now why my m aster in  
A m eiica used to say to me, ‘ Jam es, you m ust move in  the path  
you belong in, an’ then you’ll aye fin’ yer ain. Daisies like to 
be in a field by their ain selves, and so do poppies, and if  ye’ll 
leave ’em alone one k ind’ll always drive o u t the others.’ I  
wish much I  had looked a t the sun  and seen w hat k ind  of a 
flower I  am myself.”

Royal Montrose looked bored a t  the tu rn  the conversation had 
taken, b u t a t this point ventured to  remark,—
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“ It would give one a fresh idea for a novel, prove th a t 
friends and marriages chosen according to  colors that har
monized were always happy, and the reverse also true. I t  
might be a little difficult to have a setting sun  over the sea as 
test, but a small th ing like that could easily be arranged.”

O f course he was jesting, Zenia knew it, but, as if believing; 
him  sincere, she remarked quietly, “ I f  you. believe in clairvoy
ance it would need no sunset, for every one shows Ms colors, 
to  such.”

“ Do you believe it? What causes the color ? ”
“ I am sure of it. I am not m uch of a clairvoyant, and yet a t 

this moment I can see a hazy red around you that tells me what 
your color is. The action of the mind creates the color of the 
atmosphere around you.”

“ And what is my color?” he asked.
“ Dark jasper. Some day it  will be a  lovely pink.”
“ W h at are you saying, Z en ia?” her fa ther asked, coming 

toward them  w ith some shells he had picked up.
“ Do no t ask me to  repeat, P ater. I  have no encore ready. 

Mr. Montrose and I  were talk ing  on color.”
“ As you will, child. You always did love argum ent.”
“ But I  do so no longer,” she replied, smiling.
“ Since how long ? ”
•‘Oh, a long tim e.” A nd then the conversation became 

general. They sauntered along the shore in the tw ilight, on
toward the great dunes th a t rise in the shadows like ghosts, and 
Prof. H autrave, silent and preoccupied, seemed lost in thought. 
This was their hist nigh t in Holland. The days were passing 
rapidly. Soon they would separate, and as yet he knew no 
more of this lovely girl than  when lie saw her enter the Louvre 
that day, weeks ago. He grew  desperate. He would speak.



He would no t le t  days pass as they had done. B racing himself 
w ith his resolution he moved around to  the side of Zenia. Mr. 
M ontrose was talking w ith her m other, and Jam es Aberdeen 
was saying to her father how glad and thankfu l he ough t to  be 
th a t he had “ sic a  lassie for his ain  bairn.” B y a  natural law, 
the  couples grew  more absorbed and gradually  slackened their 
pace, un til a little  distance separated them  from the others. This 
was Cecil H autrave’s chance and he seized it.

“ Miss Zenia, since I  m ay call you thus, I  am going to speak 
of myself, and I  would like you to  listen to  me. I  come from a 
race of people th a t brook no obstacles, th a t fear no foes, th a t hate 
a coward, and love all loveliness. Am ong my ancestors were 
Spanish kings, and som ething of th e ir fire burns in  m y veins. 
I  am not patient. None of m y people are, and I  m ust te ll my 
story to-night, and by yonder sea I  swear th a t every word I 
u tte r  is true. 1  have m et women lovely, gentle, fascinating. 
I t  would be foolish to  say I  had never loved. W h a t son of the 
far w est has lived to see twenty-seven years pass and not been 
in love ! I  have loved. I  le ft a beautiful girl in my native 
S tate whom a to n e  time I  said was the loveliest of her kind. Do 
no t in terrup t me. I  know w hat you would s a y ; you would 
ask why I  bring all this to your notice. L et me te ll you. I 
m ust first te ll you som ething of my home life. I t  has been like 
a beautiful dream. I  was the youngest of a large family. My 
m other a widow and rich. I  have never known hardship or 
denial. M y income is more than I  can possibly use ; and were 
I  not an enthusiast over books, I should probably be a ruined 
man. W ith  all the tem ptations of such surroundings I  have 
been k ep t away from the whirlpool th a t has caught m any a 
brave fellow. M y love for books and my m other has saved me. 
I  came to Europe three years ago to  study. I have lost no
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time. I have won honor and knowledge, and I said, I w ill go 
home to America, One day I  was walking in Paris w ith  my 
friend. We looked here and there bu t cared for nothing. Sud
denly I saw you and your m other crossing the court to enter the 
Louvre. From  that hour I  have never been the  same man. 
Something in  your motion, as you walked, charmed me. I  fol
lowed you, watched y o u ; saw you in  the Champs de M ars ; lost 
you. Saw you s ta r t for Chamouni, followed, and ended by 
know ing you. Do not speak. H ear me through. I f  I  had 
spoken a t first i t  would have been from the surface of m y Span
ish nature. I t  w ould have been a wild raving of im agination 
which I  should have called love. To-night I  could n o t say such 
words to  you. T he feeling has changed. The adm iration lias 
grown greater w ith  each passing day, b u t w hat I  would have 
called love then  has become som ething far more powerful now. 
I  have no word to  call it. Reverence, inspiration, worship, all 
blended together would perhaps express it. For you I  coukl 
be anything, could do anything, and i t  is because I  recognize in 
you this power th a t I  spoke to  you this evening, of staying in  
Europe till you came back from E gypt, and then  I  could re tu rn  
w ith  you to America.”

“  B ut, Mr. H autrave,” began Zenia in  a tone of most intense
regret and surprise, “ I  never------ ”

“  No, I  know all you would say. I t  is because m y feelings 
have been so very deep th a t I  have no t been able to ta lk  lightly . 
I  w ant you to understand me. I  am not hoping, not asking for 
anything. I  only w ant you to  help me to be w hat you are. 
I  cannot te ll why or how you are so different from others. I  
have seen young ladies as fair— I  have seen them  as gentle— I 
have seen them  as—no, I  have not seen them  as g ra ce fu l; bu t 
i t  is none of these th ings th a t affect me. N either is it your
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naturalness, your w it, your intelligence. I t  is all these and
something more. I can only compare i t  to the perfume of 
a flower th a t intoxicates one. Can you te ll m e w hat has drawn 
me to you w ith this indescribable power, deeper than  love, and 
as much a part of mo as m y own soul ? T o offer you love, as 
men give love to a  mere woman, w ould be as presum ptuous as 
to attem pt to force one’s self in to  the companionship of angels ; 
yet I  long for your presence, and when we are separated shall 
th in k  of you as the stim ulus to every holy aspiration.”

He paused because he could say no more. His feeling over
powered him, and he had poured ou t his though t so vehem ently 
th a t he was almost breathless. There was a brief silence. 
Zenia held ou t her hand, and tak ing  his in her own for a moment, 
said earnestly—

“ I understand you. I know it all. It is the divine in you 
waking to life and reaching ou t for its own. I t  is not I, nor 
any hum an being th a t you care fo r ; i t  is only th a t j^our sp irit 
has wakened from its long sleep, and feels a longing for God, 
the Divine, the g reat Father-M other. O ur personalities are 
mere bubbles on the stream  of life, b u t this spirit, th is im mortal 
thing within us, will go on and on when worlds have burned to 
ashes. This only will endure. I t is eternal, for it is a p art of 
God. Y our feet are at the very door of the kingdom, and if 
you will be guided by the spirit, you will find joy and peace. 
Sit alone daily in the silence of God’s chambers and hush the 
vibrations of intellect. You will hear voices you have never 
heard, and know th a t angels are about you.”

She spoke w ith  an earnestness quite unusual. Impressed by 
her words, he took h er hand in  his and bowed his head in 
silence.

“ H autrave. H autrave, I  sa y ; are you deaf ? Look th e re ! ”
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His eyes followed the direction of the voice, and across the 
white sand was a procession of donkeys following a man. He 
looked again, and Zenia spoke.

“ Why, it’s Mr. Aberdeen. What are they doing ? ”
They moved toward the scene, and found their Scotch friend 

had suddenly appeared in a new character. Not a snake-charmer, 
as it might have teen in the far East, but a charm er of children 
and donkeys, a ll striving to  touch him. Children, half laugh
ing, half sco ld ing; donkeys snorting and braying, and the  man 
in the midst, try ing  to pat each head of donkey and child alike. 
The swishing of the waves upon the sh o re ; the shadows of the 
tw ilig h t; the lights from the  Cursaal gleam ing down across the 
sands added to the strangeness of the scene, and printed it 
indelibly upon the memory of those who witnessed it. A fter 
each had received a word and a caress they departed content, 
and when all was over, the Scotchman joined' his friends, and 
together they tu rned  tow ard the H ague.

“ W hat in  the world created such an excitem ent ? ” asked 
Montrose. “ I  never though t you had  m agical powers, Mr. 
Aberdeen.”

“ Not at all. N ot a t all. It has been so ever since I  can 
remember. Bairns and dumb things hae ever been unco fond
of me, an’ ye see i t  is the same language in  a’ lands. Love is 
aye felt, here as weel as a t home.”

“ How did i t  come about ? ” asked Mr. H autrave, as they 
sauntered slowly on.

“ I  dinna ken. I  was alane, an’ then I was surrounded. It 
'has been so ever since I was a bairn. All dumb things and 
bairns like to follow me. My wise teacher said i t  was aye weel, 
an’ I  dinna th ink aboot it.”

“ W ho would have dreamed there were so many donkeys and
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children here. T hey  made a  large congregation,” said M r. 
G lendenning.

“ I t  is aye so. T hey come from a’ directions, ju s t as birds do* 
I  have seen the wild squirrels, and  birds in  the forest, gather 
together in  such companies they w ould tire  ye to  hold them  up, 
and maybe not one was in sigh t when I  sa t down. E ’en 
the snakes come for a  touch an’ a  word. Ye see a ll livin’ things 
are hungry  for the love of w hat is above them, and the animals 
ken we are their ain kin.”

“ T h at is practical evolution, Montrose. W hen a m an has 
his nature so controlled, th a t he can ta lk  w ith the animals on 
their own plane, and  be led by, and  commune w ith  God a t the 
same time, he has reached an enviable state,” said H autrave.

“ It seems logical, surely. W h y  should we no t know as they 
know, if we have been through all rounds of the spiral from 
germ to man.”

“ I t  m ust be a freak of nature— an instance of continued 
memory. I  should n o t be surprised to find Mr. Aberdeen, some 
day, constructing a  spider’s web on a large scale, or doing any 
of those things th a t m an cannot do, yet are done by most 
inferior creatures.”

“ Nae, nae. T he m aister said i t  was nae freak o’ nature. He 
said tha t he had found men in  a’ parts o’ the w arl’ th a t kenned 
these things, an’ i t  had come to  me, a liv in’ in the dark warl’ 
under the airth, as a  g ift to  comfort me, because my heart w as 
sair an ’ alane j an’ I  loved every bug an’ beetle an ’ worm, as if 
i t  were my m ither.”

“ T he child-heart, you see,” said Mr. G lendenning, as they 
entered the Hfitel Belle Y iue, and  parted  for the night.
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C H A P T E R  IX .

HERMITAGE.

“ Then afterward from a great temple came 
A  priestly man, aged I  ween was he;
For every atom of his blood shot flame.
That robed him like the starred Immensity.”

I t  w ould be in  vain to  a ttem pt to give, even in  outline, the 
pleasures of the weeks th a t followed. How the little  party  
w ent through the cities of H olland and Belgium  and back to 
Paris, seeing the g reat works of all who had le ft their seal upon 
those countries in  art, literature, and history, and w hat was of 
more lasting pleasure, finding themselves more and more united 
in thought and in  those finer interpretations th a t come from 
spiritual insight. W herever they w ent they generally paired off 
in couples. Mrs. G lendenning and Mr. Montrose leading, Mr. 
G lendenning and Jam es Aberdeen ju st behind, near enough to 
enter into their conversation -when they  desired, and Zenia and 
Cecil H autrave following. Sometimes the order was changed, 
as Mr. and Mrs. Glendenning locked arms and went in advance, 
and then it  was always Royal Montrose th a t walked with the 
young lady, leaving his friend to  enjoy the Scotchman’s society. 
There were picnics on the battle-field of Waterloo; boat-rides on 
the S eine; lunches over in the Latin  quarter; and always the 
Exposition and sights of Paris, w ith the usual amount of funerals, 
weddings, and strange customs filling the days to overflowing. 
There was a t  last an end to all this delight. T he day of separa-

T
5
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tion drew  near, and as i t  approached, M r. G lendenning changed 
rapidly. T he life of the m iner and his steadfast purpose had 
n o t been lost upon him. W here he had before been coldly in
tellectual, he now became warmly alive, and sitting  between his 
daugh ter and his wife the n igh t before he was to leave them, 
he spoke freely of his desire for a  more vivid knowledge of God 
in  his heart.

“  I  have no t been insincere in  m y calling, b u t I  have been 
wickedly cold,” he said. “  For over a quarter of a century  I  have 
stood as a teacher of m en in  sp iritual things, and now I  feel 
th a t i t  has been tim e lost, and I  have done nothing. Instead of 
saying to my people, * Live H is life,’ I  have said, ‘ Believe this or 
that. Be sure you hold no erroneous faith .’ I  have found 
in Jam es Aberdeen a wisdom far transcending th a t of a Calvin, 
and now I  am going back to begin anew. I  understand, as 
never before, why you have found such comfort in a life th a t 
was before incomprehensible to m e ; and while you are reaching 
afte r God here, I  shall be striv ing  after the same knowledge at 
home. This will bring us nearer to each other in  spirit, and we 
shall not mind the separation. For the first tim e in my life I 
see th a t the spiritual world is a  reality. M ay God forgive me 
and all others who attem pt to  preach to  m en their little  words 
of mere intellect, instead of g iv ing a message from the heart to 
the heart.”

I t  was useless to  try  to  comfort him. The long past w;is be
fore his eyes, and its years seemed a pathway of failure. T he 
sermons he had preached, and tha t men had called eloquent, 
sounded in  his ears like hollow mocking ghouls. Ilis prayers, 
th a t had been called “ wonderful,” haunted him continually, and 
the praises of men th a t had once been sweet sounded as the 
hissings of serpents in  his ears. He found th a t he had thought
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intellect eternal. A n d  the realm  of sp irit hitherto  b u t a  dream, 
was now a reality. T he life th a t had been, was as a dismal swamp 
fu ll of a S e lf  th a t was offensive and destructive, a huge decay
ing  self th a t had no beauty, no permanence.

“ W hen I  th ink  of our theological seminaries, I  feel like call
ing a h a lt and reform. W h y  do they  train  m en to  preach and 
pray from the head ? W h y  do they no t train  them  to  lead men 
to  live the Divine life?  W ho has opened my eyes? W as i t  
the learned Prof. D outel or Rev. D r. T extw ise ? W as i t  no t a 
common m an enlightened by God’s wisdom ? A nd did he do i t  
by exhortation and learned teaching ? W as it not ra ther his 
childlike heart and daily life ? I  have no tim e to waste. I  
m ust reap tares where I  have sown tares, bu t I  have no tim e to 
waste before getting  the seed sown for a b etter harvest.”

As he spoke they heard a noise near their door, and th inking 
it m ight be the young men come to say good-night, Zenia opened 
i t  and found herself face to  face w ith the dog th a t had led them  
to the P rophet. H er deligh t knew  no bounds. She kissed him, 
she patted  his head, she looked into his beautiful eyes, and as if 
he knew  w hat she w ould say, he sa t up righ t and waved his 
righ t paw to  express w hat he could n o t u tter. B y this time the 
others had arrived, and all atten tion  was for a time tu rned  
tow ard the General, who would no t leave Zenia bu t kep t press
ing  his nose against her hand. A t length  she recalled w hat 
the  P rophet had said, and kneeling down she took the acorn in 
her hand and pressed a spring, which opened and showed a tiny  
package of th in  paper whereon was w ritten  :

“ There is a steamer that leaves Lisbon for Brazil, the ninth day of October, 
stopping at the island of Madeira. The Intelligences say that you will find at 
the Hermitage on that island the wisdom needed to prepare for Egypt. Fear 
not.

11 The angels are over thee and this faithful guide will lead thee.
“  Zel o .”
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She reached it to her mother who read it and handed it to her 
husband, sa y in g :

“ I t  would seem strange to many, th a t this should come just 
as we were about to  separate. A ll the cogs of the wheels of 
circum stance fit exactly.”

“ I am no longer surprised a t  anything. A sense of rest 
comes over me, when I  realize th a t we do not plan or carry ou t 
plans.”

“ A nd you are perfectly w illing  we should go to  M adeira for 
instruction, even though for many months you w ould no t hear 
from us ? ” asked his wife, looking into his face w ith a  tender
ness that brought a m ist into his eyes.

“ More than  w illing. I t  will help me to forget myself, and 
be reaching toward the same plane. I  leave you in God’s hands, 
and will discipline m yself into being brave and w orthy of my 
wife and daughter.”

A nd  so the little  group th a t had grown more and more to  
each other through all these weeks separated, and w ent their 
several ways. Mrs. G lendenning and daughter and Jam es left 
P aris the day following th a t on which they had seen the be
loved P a te r off for Boulogne, and the young gentlem en took 
the evening tra in  for Germany. The life liad been natural and  
happy. Zenia had entered into all beauty and pleasure as the 
Prophet had commanded, b u t now th a t they were once more on 
the sea, her thoughts became centered and fixed on celestial 
things, and before she reached M adeira the scenes of Parisian 
life were vague and half forgotten. Her father walking the 
deck of the “ Am sterdam  ” and watching for the sun to rise, held 
many a communing with himself, as he found his soul going out 
in strong desire.

“ Am I becoming a Paraee ? I, the Rev. Harold A. Glendenning,
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who have held these ideas in  such abhorrence ? ” T hen he 
would smile unconsciously and  s a y :

“ B etter a Parsee than  a Pharisee. I  will be true  to the inner 
voice and then  I  shall know the tru th .”

I t  was difficult to live according to  the M aster’s law. H e 
found i t  easier to  believe all creeds than  to  break the fetters of 
un-Christlike habits carelessly formed. To look upon himself 
as n o th in g ; to avoid speaking of h im self; to practice the P y 
thagorean precept of attending  to  those things th a t concerned 
him, and  to leave all others a lo n e; to  criticise only h im self; a ll 
these were labors worthy of a  Hercules, an d  requiring the un ited  
energies of m ind and soul. T he fact th a t he attem pted all th is  
when he m ight have continued as his bretliren, preaching able 
sermons, praying eloquent prayers, and a ttracting  the refined 
and intellectual, was proof th a t he w as'a rare man to find in  the 
m inistry. Judged  by the world, they would have said :

“ W hat can such a man need to make him more perfect? He 
is genial, elegant, social, an  excellent preacher and a good 
pastor.”

Judged  by his own heart he said to himself, “ I  am not fit to
preach to the veriest child till I  know God as the Scotchman
knows, and  see the Unseen as my own child does.” H e recalled
the time he left his father's home in the country and w ent to
college under the glow of conversion. A t tha t time he did  no t
th ink of himself. He longed to do some good in the world.
The professors soon saw his ability, the students pushed him  to
the front, and the Ego grew  rapidly. He was still sincere and
unworldly. The first years of his m inistry were phenomenally
successful. He visited the poor and sick and afflicted, and as a
result his church was always fu ll to  overflowing. Then he
began to  th ink  of himself, his talents, his future, and lie studied

10
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more and more, and visited less and less. His mind now dwelt 
more on fame and prosperity, and less on the Lord’s kingdom. 
Each year saw him grow more in Intellect, hut, alas ! each year 
saw him growing more and more centered in self. The light 
that was kindled in his boyhood was smothered by the ashes of 
the  world, and at forty-five he was, like the mass of those who 
preach the Word, lifeless. The effect of contact with the simple- 
hearted, earnest Scotchman had been to  kindle the flame anew, 
and this time the flame should never more be quenched. Think
ing  this all over in the early m orning on the deck of the 
steamer, when no one was astir b u t the hands and the sailors, 
he would raise his hands to  his breast and m utte r to  him self— 
“ I  am not fit. I  am no t fit. I  have never known the Lord till 
now, and I  am no t fit to  lead others when I  know so little  m y
self.” From  each conflict w ith  himself he came out a  stronger 
man. T he ligh t w ithin grew brighter, and his in terest in his soul 
kep t him from being lonely w ithout his loved ones, while they 
w ere steadily tu rn ing  their eyes to  the  work before them.

The Scotchman was now happy. No more young men talk ing 
of soul-stuff and foolish knowledge, and w ith the faithful collie 
he devoted himself to the ladies from m orning till n ight. He 
and the dog had made friends a t  once w ith each other. H e had 
held out his hand and said in  his broadest Scotch brogue, 
“ Ah, mon, ye’ve a brave heart in your shaggy breast, and ef ye 
could tell me all ye know, how wise we would be ! ”

The only answer vouchsafed was a thum ping of the tail on 
the floor, bu t from th a t moment they were allies, and on deck, 
everywhere, the two were inseparable. The dog was the con
s tan t guard of Mis. G lendenning and her daughter; and their 
fellow-travelers never tired  watching the intelligent creature’s 
devotion. There were times when it  seemed as if he had a
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hum an heart beating in  his breast; sometimes laying his head on 
Zenia’s hand he would look into her eyes w ith intense affection 
and • drawing a deep breath seemed to  say, “ I cannot te ll you 
w hat I  feel.” There was som ething th a t she knew  th a t he was 
try ing  to impress upon her m ind w ith all the  intensity  of a  de
term ined will. Flashes of though t came to her m ind, b u t she 
dismissed them as untrue, for when was i t  ever known th a t an 
anim al could send its  knowledge to  the hum an m ind?

Thus the days passed, and M adeira was in sight. Eagerly 
they watched the first glimpse of the shores of th is rem nant of 
A tlantis, where, high above the ocean, masses of basaltic rocks 
were piled in mid-air. The verdure of vineyards and olive 
trees decked it  with green, and somewhere am id its lu x u rian t 
foliage and  wild scenery they  were to  find a herm itage of wise 
men. T hey could not b u t wonder who would be the first to 
welcome them  to its shores. T hey  looked in  vain am ong the 
strange faces for one tha t m ight be seeking them. None came. 
They were in a strange land w ithout a friend. General, how
ever, seemed a t home. He sniffed the air. H e ran to and fro. 
Then he seated himself on his haunches and began to pound 
the rock w ith his tail, waving his rig h t paw in the air as if wel
coming a friend. “ H e’s been here before,” said Zenia. “ W e 
will follow him.”

“ H is wisdom is no t frae books, an’ we may weel tru st it ,” said 
James, raising his eyes to heaven as if in prayer. By this time 
the crowd who had gathered on the dock, after looking at the 
strangers, gradually  departed and they were left alone. General 
now gave short earnest barks and grew  more excited. His eyes 
burned like coals. He fairly danced w ith joy. He leaped up 
and licked his mistress’s hand, and tried  in  every way to make 
her understand how glad he was.
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“ T ell me w hat it is, you dear dog-wog,” she said, patting  his 
head. He tu rned  his eyes to  the sky, threw  back his head, and 
gave a short exu ltan t bark, and following the direction of his 
eyes they saw a snow-white dove floating through the golden 
lig h t among the hills. I t  was coming toward them. I t  came 
nearer and nearer, and a t last fluttered down and rested on the 
dog’s head, evidently to his g reat delight, for he neither moved 
nor stirred. Giving him three little  taps between his eyes with 
her beak, she jum ped to the ground, raised her wings, and showed 
a le tter tied beneath. General evidently understood this little  
pantomime, for, biting the string  that held the note, he took i t  in 
his mouth, laid it on the ground, placed his nose upon it, and 
spread himself flat upon the ground. He drew several long 
breaths, waited a moment, then started  toward the hills with the 
note in his mouth, the dove going on before.

“ D ’ye see that, m y leddie ? I t  is an angel come to guide 
us,” said the Scotchman, pointing to the dove. “  W u can do nae 
better than to follow its leadin’.”

The path a t first was amid shadows and cool ravines, then  
gradually  began to  w ind among the rocks, up and up the steep 
ascent, passing simple homes and olive gardens and vineyards, 
where the natives were a t work gathering fru it. W henever 
they saw the dove or the dog they  crossed themselves.

I t  was plain th a t the dove was an old friend of General. I t  
never flew far from him, and often came and perched upon his 
hack for a few moments, cooing softly in a language he well 
understood, and to  which he replied in  suppressed grunts. The 
pilgrim s had seen enough to  convince them  th a t they could con
fide in their leaders, and so chatting and enjoying every moment, 
they climbed the rock-cut steps th a t led them  among some of 
the grandest views they had ever beheld. T he way was long,
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the ascent was steep, but they did not grow  weary. T he 
Scotchman paused a t a vineyard and told the owner that the 
Lord’s children had need of some fruit, w ith the same confidence 
th a t he would have shown in his own brother.

The man d id  no t understand him at first, seeing which Jam es 
pointed to  grapes and olives and then to the ladies. This was 
sufficient. T hey were invited  to be seated in  a cool place, and 
soon were enjoying some of the delicious fru it. F ind ing  that 
the ladies spoke French, the hospitable man asked them  if they 
were going far, and learning their destination, he sa id :

“ I  am very honored to  m eet you all. 1 know m any of the 
Brothers. They are wonderful men. They can make you well 
by a touch, and they take no money. W ill you not stay  and 
r e s t ? ”

A ssuring him th a t they m ust press on, they  thanked him, and 
continued their journey— ever going up— ever finding rocks more 
grotesque and the sea farther off. A t length  they  came to a 
topm ost peak where were no signs of hum an habitation, and  the 
path grew  narrower and led  them  among deep gorges. The 
dove now flew lower, and the  dog seemed im patient as if near
ing  home. A t length the dove paused upon a rocky pinnacle 
u n til the dog and his followers approached, w hen she pecked 
against the rock, and the dog gave a short bark. A round were 
solid masses of stone, a part of them  highly polished, and as they 
stood waiting for w hat m ight come, Zenia heard the voice w ithin 
say, “ Knock.”

“  T he voice says knock,” she said to  her mother, and  alm ost 
before she had u ttered  the words, Jam es, w ith  his natural impul
siveness, had reached forth his hand and knocked vigorously 
against the rock three times. There was no response. Then 
Mra. G lendenning knocked and  gave five d istinct raps. S till
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no response. I t  was Zenia’s tu rn  now. She tapped the rock 
seven times, and as noiselessly as a shadow moves, the rock 
opened and revealed an enclosure w ith  a porte-cochere on the
opposite side. All was silent as the grave. As if a t home and 
happy, the dog sat down and waited while the dove flew and led 
the way to the entrance and up the flight of steps. Zenia counted 
them and found there were seven ; of snowy marble, broad and 
low. As they ascended they  heard a subdued harmony—so 
strangely  like the hum an voice th a t they could fancy it was 
say in g :

“ These are the portals of the heavenly way. E n ter ye into 
the realms of peace.”

They paused and listened. There was no one in sight, and all 
around them was the massive rock. Then they glanced up, and 
over the door they saw the sentence, which they  had ju s t heard, 
engraven on a marble arch.

“ I t  is an j-Eolian harp  of m arvelous power,” whispered Mrs. 
G lendenning to her d au g h te r ; bu t Jam es, hearing h er words, 
shook his head and sa id :

“ Ye m ust na’ be unbelievinh W e are in  a holy place, and 
angels are all aboot us.”

A t th is moment the door opened and they passed into a vesti
bule of white marble, on either side of which was a large urn 
containing flowers. Suddenly there appeared before them a 
young man dressed in the long robes of the order. He was a 
sunny-faced youth, and looked as guileless as a child. His 
eyes were the  same color as the dog's ; his face was beardless 
and pure. T he dog reached his paw for a welcome, and the 
youth  chose from the urn  a  white lily, which he gave to  Z en ia ; 
a  passion-flower to  Mrs. G lendenning, and a strange vine-flower 
to  the Scotchman. The dove and clog received one also, and
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the bird taking hers in her beak was seen no more. T hey were 
then led through long corridors and passages hew n o u t of the 
rock itself. O n the walls were hieroglyphs and cartouches like 
those found on the tombs of E gypt. Jam es, pointing to one, said, 
eag erly :

“  T his is the verra same as was in  m y m aster’s ring  in A m er
ica. I  wish I  m ight ken w hat it  means.”

“ Oh, Mouessie, I  have been here before. This is no t strange', 
to me. I  know every tu rn  and step as I  do our own home.” 

T he youth smiled gladly as a child m ight have done, and 
replied, “ M any times have they  seen you before. I  have seen 
you often.”

Before she could reply the door opened, and they  were shown 
into a room furnished w ith seats and divans, and heavily draped 
w ith  O riental curtains around its  sides. T heir guide motioned 
them  to be seated and disappeared. T hey had scarcely tim e to 
glance around them  before a  curta in  moved, and there entered a 
man of extraordinary presence. He was dressed as the young 
man had been, in  flowing robes, confined a t the waist by a  girdle, 
and his robe had  figures w rought upon it. His face beamed 
w ith benignity, and as he passed to take Mrs. G lendenning’s 
hand, Jam es Aberdeen made a  plunge toward him exclaiming, 
“ My ain master. Do I  see you again? W ho’d 'a ’ thought I  
should see you sae far frae hame ? ”

“ Yes, Jam es, I  am here w aiting to  greet thee and lead thee 
into the realms of the tru th  of God. W elcome a r t  thou  to this 
retreat.” T hen  tu rn ing  to  Mrs. G lendenning, who w ith Zenia 
had looked on this m eeting w ith astonishm ent, he said, looking 
steadily into her ey es:

“ Welcome, Anchor of Hope! Thy way has been long, and 
sometimes the storms have beaten wildly, b u t thy desire has
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been earnest and th y  illum ination clear. Thou hast done well. 
T he lesson before thee is to learn how frail are earth’s strongest 
ties, how unsatisfying its brigh test jo y s ! The women of the 
world will take ages to reach where thou hast attained. T hank 
<God and be brave, even though disappointm ent may crown thee. 
I n  the Unseen thou shalt win the victor’s crown. Thou art 
m arked with a star. Thou m ust lead others on the way, and if 
isorrows come to thee, remember it is to make the sta r shine 
m  jre brightly. Be of good cheer, Daughter of Fire.”

Turning to Zenia he bowed his head over her hand in silence. 
When he spoke Ms tones were softened with deep feeling, and, 
looking into her face with a searching glance, he said, tenderly :

“ Star of the East, the Brotherhood bid thee welcome. Noth
ing is of chance. Since the day when thou first saw the Sun 
was i t  said of thee, she shall come to  A tlan tis once more. Aye, 
before thou w ert born was i t  known. L inked with thy  m other's 
•destiny now, as before time thou wast linked by other chains to  
her, the laws of stars have made as one the souls th a t live in 
tw o bodies. Each has a lesson to learn here. Each m ust be 
tra ined  for greater use. Because thy flight w ill be high and 
far, thy  wing m ust be made steady and strong. Rest now. 
T he walk was long. W hen the bell rings for vespei’s, come to 
the  chapel. D inner will be sen t to  thy  room. W o m e n  have 
come here often. W omen are here now, b u t Io n ?  ;;?<• ; have1 o o
passed since a vestal virgin has given up the world to seive her 
Lord. I t  was for Isis then— it is for Isis now. Isis is the great 
m other, and the motherhood m ust save the race, A t morn, a t 
noon, and a t evening call upon her from thy  very soul in these 
w o rd s :

“ ‘ To thee, O H oly M other Good, sent by God quicken me for 
ib y  name’s sake. Mother-Good, let thy loving spirit lead me forth
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into the land of Holy L ight, and teach me the th ings of higher 
loves th a t pleaseth thee, th a t I  may learn the pathway up  to 
■God ; and a t evening-time find th a t true  majestic light, E ternal 
Love, E ternal Good, E ternal Hope.’

“ W e shall m eet a t prayers.”
The same youth  reappeared and led them  through a  different 

passage, rock-hewn b u t not damp, into a  beautiful room contain
ing a sm all a ltar w ith incense and candles burning, two beds, 
couches, and some singular pictures. H ere they  found th em 
selves alone beneath a  flood of sun ligh t th a t came from a  dome 
high above their heads. T hey  looked into each other’s eyes and 
seated themselves on a  soft couch, and remained some moments 
w ithout speaking. T hey  then  spoke sim ultaneously and  said :

“ T hank God.”
“ A nd M other Isis,” added Zenia. “ This is the sanctuary of

our souls.’’
“ No dream  was ever more unreal than  this hour,” said Mrs. 

G lendenning, as she glanced about her. There was a ll th a t be
tokened a woman's tastes. Soft rugs beneath the fe e t ; exquisite 
draperies on the walls ; flowers, birds, and pictures everywhere. 
Pictures hanging in panels between the curtains, pictures to the 
very floor and to the dome above. If the eye fell, while walking, to 
th e  floor, i t  would be arrested by a p ic tu re ; if raised, i t  would m eet 
another. Strange as it may seem, they did not observe th a t there 
was not a window in the room, nor a min-or in which they could 
see themselves reflected. I t was some time before they realized 
that everything was arranged to make them  forget externality 
and personality. As for the pictures, there was a meaning in 
■each detail, and all combined they tau g h t the steps of discipline 
and progress of the soul, from its lowest earth ly  desire to its 
highest attainment. This was only perceived vaguely then, and
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were views of caverns and m in es ; m ountains and  valleys; 
endless stretches of desert, the ocean in calm and storm , skies
and stare, and pyram ids th a t held the m ystery of ages 5 forest 
and rivers and mountain rills, all were there. One of the 
largest, covering nearly the entire end of the room, represented 
Sun, Moon, and Stars sending out currents of electric force to 
our earth, aud these were regulated  and adjusted by a power 
th a t was guiding human destiny w ith one hand, while the orbits 
of planets were held w ith the other. Far down in the fore
ground of the picture lay a new-born child sleeping and help
less, while attached to  i t  were m yriad infinitesimal wires th a t 
ran from heart and brain o u t into the world of planets. They 
crossed and reerossed each other continually, b u t were controlled 
mainly by the sun  and planets. A  dim  path  stretched before the 
child, sometimes becoming so vague as to be invisible, sometimes 
overspread w ith dark  ness, sometimes branching in m any direc
tions, b u t re tu rn ing  after a while to  the main path. These were 
the hindrances and mistakes th a t thw arted the soul’s destiny 
along the path. By close observation a spark of ligh t could be 
seen in the child’s bosom capable of controlling and directing 
all influences. This they learned afterwards was the W ill, the, 
divine germ in  man. At the other end of the room, upon a  
background of golden light, was a most remarkable picture— the 
fulfillm ent of the life predicted by the child.

Jesus of Nazareth, no tas aw eary  man, or sorrowing hum an, b u t 
in all the power of a divine consciousness, sat, gazing into the 
unseen. Upon his face no trace of earth ly  emotion could be 
seen, as he looked upon the army of unseen forces that sur
rounded him, while upon his bosom, gazing into bis face w ith 
unspeakable love, reclined the beloved disciple, absorbed by
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love ; hungering and th irsting  lor L ig h t ; content to abide on
th  it bosom forever. Toward this, two figures floated; a power 
from on high, a t first vague b u t a t length  assuming the form of a 
dove. It was the lesson of life perfected, crowned by the Holy 
Spirit.

W hile they were thus engaged, quite a different scene was 
being enacted in  the room they had just left. The M aster had 
tu rned  to his old pupil a second time w ith  extended hand, 
speaking to him  words of heart-felt greeting. I t  was too much 
for the tender heart of the miner, and falling on his knees, he 
cried o u t :

“ Oh, m y ain blessed M aister, w hat have I  done th a t I  should 
see yer face ance m air? I  never thocht to see you again. W ha 
could ha’ kenn’d ye were a great noon, when ye came to  me in  
America ? H elp me to  live weel, an’ hear ye say to  me a t last, 
weel d o n e ! ”

“ Rise, Jam es ! I  am bu t a man, kneel only to  the living God. 
You are now to be with me in  daily training, u n til the six th  
sense is well developed, and you will then be ready for the next 
step. Seventy steps lead to the g reat temple, and each one m ust 
be gained by earnest endeavor and determ ined will. Day by 
day, thought, speech, and act, the threefold girdle, m ust be 
watched and trained to make ready for advance. I  will rest on 
this couch, and you, m y son, come near, u n til we gain a unison of 
vibration. Breathe with me’ in silence. Keep thy  m ind passive. 
Shut ou t worldly thoughts ; le t the intellectual currents be 
stilled, and hold thy  mind on the thought of. God, the great 
Mother-Good and Father-Love, from whom are all things and 
in whom we live. Ah, th a t is well done. Thou hast grown in 
power since I saw thee last. Dost thou feel the six th  sense ? 
As soon as the mere mechanical part of the discipline is gained,
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thou  w ilt have great delight in  thy  interior gifts. L e t no day 
pass w ithout practicing the  sp iritual senses, th a t the Deific babe 
may grow into larger stature. T he sp iritual sight, hearing, touch, 
a ll are w aiting to  be brought forth , when the ethereal and 
fluidic thought-waves w ill blend in  fu ll accord w ith the celestial 
harmonies of nature. Remember th a t a ll life, all thought, all 
results, begin and end in  breath, and th y  soul’s atmospheres 
are according to thine own desire. On desire and will begin 
a ll achievem ent.”

“ Oh, my Maister, gie me m uekle wisdom to  ken hoo I  am to 
grow, an’ hoo I m ay ken my ain sel’.”

“ Knowest thou, my son, w hat thou askest ? W ouldst thou 
tu rn  back the life-forces of thy  being from all external lines ? 
W ouldst thou seek only the pathway of sp irit?  W ouldst thou 
forsake those things th a t most men value ? Choose ye this day 
whom you will serve, and according to your choice, and your 
will, w ill be the result. Then w ill come to you memories 
of lost scenes, of former lives, of powers now unknown. The 
soul w ill arise and take possession of its citadel, and the w orld 
and its phantasm s will be under th y  feet. T hou hast the 
child-heart, the first g reat essential, even as Jesus of Nazareth 
said, ‘ E xcept ye be as little  children, ye shall in no wise 
enter in.’ No m atter how terrible the conflict, or the heat of 
battle, or the strength  of foes opposing, thou m ust stand fast and 
waver not. L ight shall trium ph over darkness.”

“ I  would na’ boast, oh ! M aister; I  would na’ promise in 
words. I  wad just say, T ak’ my heart, my han’, my very life, 
only gie me L ight.”

“ I t  is no t mine to  give, Jam es. I  can show the way, b u t the 
steps m ust be taken by thyself. Thou m ust tread the wine
press alone. The action is all th ine own, and the reward will be
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according to 'thine own application. Because we are in the 
same orbit, I  can help thee. ‘ As one star diffareth from another 
star in glory,’ even so do souls differ, and their paths. We are 
in  the pathway of Are, and the One-Spirit works along this, 
groove to  enlighten, as by a flame of love ; to  vivify, as by the 
fire of life ; to purify, as by the coals of the altar. This Spirit,, 
the Holy Ghost, leaves nothing to perish. From  the A ll, the 
bosom of Infinite Love and M agnetic Life, i t  draws th a t which 
builds stars and worlds ; the  macrocosm and the m icrocosm ; 
the body of man and his im m ortal soul. I t  is by the celestial 
melody of vibratory law, the cosmic inbreathings of v ital 
Spirit, a ttracting  to  itself the qualities of earth  and planets, 
th a t all those tissues and bones and muscles are found, by which 
we assume tangible form, and are known to the senses of 
others.” *

“ I  dinna ken a’ ye wad say, b u t I  ken eno’ to  lead me to  th e  
Licht. T ell me mair, an’ make it  unco plain to  m y under- 
standin’.”

“  I t  is a wonderful secret, Jam es, and if thou w ilt only catch a  
fain t glim m er of w hat I  would say, i t  w ill grow brigh ter and 
brigh ter to the perfect day. I t  is marvelous in  its  sim plicity, 
and for th a t very reason is difficult to  comprehend. A  babe 
breathes, b u t i t  does no t know it. A  child breathes, bu t i t  does 
not know how. A man breathes and says, i t  is an unconscious 
act of his lungs; b u t beyond this, he knows nothing. They

* “ The tissues of the body can be reduced to fluid or gas, and can be operated 
on by human will, or influence of spirits, and made to take on any form or ful
fill any purpose. It has been seen to pass from the side of a medium like a 
white vapor. It transmits thought from brain to brain, and brings kindred 
souls into sympathetic relation though hundreds of miles apart. It is the 
‘ elixir of life,’ the ‘ Philosopher’s Stone.’ No mysteries of the past can out
strip the manifestations of modern times."
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are both alike ignorant of the fact th a t there is an atmosphere
for the body, for the soul, and for the Spirit. As the body 
w ould die w ithout air, so will your soul perish without breath. 
T his is what breathing will do for those who understand its
laws. I t will give life and power to your spiritual nature, and 
bring it to a higher development. It is a simple b u t mighty law 
based on vibratory action, and underlies all attainm ent in higher 
powers.”

“ If I might ken the first step, I wad try muckle to tak  the 
next.”

“ The first step is concentration. To hold the mind on a 
principle for a time, until in rhythmic breathing thou hast found 
a centre, from which henceforth all thought and act w ill radiate. 
This will give a point, a sphere in the self-conscious universe, 
of which thou dost not dream now ; b u t it  requires time, 
patience, silence, and drill. This is w hat breathing means to  the 
child of the M ost H igh. To open the inner senses to the great 
Over-Soul, and by desire and inbreathing to come into full rap
port w ith the life-current of the cosmos is to live anew, and 
awaken new powers and possibilities th a t will give you joy for
evermore. The law of breathing is a great and mighty law, 
based on vibratory action, and underlies all growth and develop
m ent.”

“ But can a puirweak bairn ever ken a ’ that you wad tell me, 
Maister ? I should be unco glad to ken a single step, an’ bide 
my ain time to tak ’ anither.”

“ The first step is difficult and will not be taken easily. It is ■ 
the training of the thought-forces. I t  is to be able to fix the 
m ind on a principle, and hold i t  there steadily w ithout waver
ing, W hen we have sat together day by day, breathing har
moniously, a new center will be established, from which will
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radiate lines of power now unknown to’thee. T hen a new world 
will be opened, a self-conscious universe within, a part of the 
great ocean of Being, wherein is reflected all mysteries, and 
contained the lost secret handed down from past ages. Here is 
the celestial m ystery of the Conception of Spirit-truth. Here 
is the  portal to the knowledge of God. H ere is the law of the 
universe and majesty of God’s g reat love, and of all these the 
ordinary man knows n o t th a t they exist.”

H is tones grew  strangely  solemn, and as he finished he rose 
to  his feet and  laid  his hand upon his pupil’s head, in  silent 
benediction. W hen Jam es opened his eyes he was alone, and 
the young man stood w aiting to  conduct him to his room.

He found i t  walled in  rock, dim ly lighted from above, and 
furnished w ith a bed, a table, a  chair, a Bible, and a  p icture of 
the Nazarene.

W hen the hours had passed and the day was drawing to its 
close, the tones of a  deep melodious Jbeil rang out upon the air. 
They m ight have traveled miles, or even across deep waters, so 
d istan t did they seem ; and the vibrations echoed and re-echoed 
along the rock-hewn arches, u n til they blended into each other 
as the waves of the sea m ight flow, and mingle, and y e t ever 
roll forward in  a  m ighty individuality. Sweet, strong, deep, and 
from afar came the th rilling  melody, and when i t  fe ll upon the 
ears of those who heard i t  for the first tim e, they  were startled  
by a strange sensation, and a t the same tim e the dog rose fiom 
his long sleep on the rug, and p u ttin g  his cold 11030 against his 
young mistress’s hand, w ent toward the door. They did  not 
move. Again lie touched her hand and w ent forward, b u t it 
was not un til the th ird  trial th a t the m eaning was made clear. 
He was telling  them to go somewhere and he would guide them.

Zenia and her m other followed him ; after crossing a court
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th a t was filled w ith  statues and p lan ts and sheltered from  rain  
by roof of glass, they  entered a  long passage th a t term inated in 
a descending staircase. I t  looked dark before them , b u t they 
noticed th a t with each step  down, lig h t came sufficient to show 
them the nex t step. T hey  did n o t count the steps th a t first 
time, but learned afterwards as they passed over them  th a t they 
were in groups of nine, seven, five, and th re e ; after these all 
the rest were in threes, w ith  a  square landing between, affording 
a place to rest and to make the tu rn . Thirty-three times th re e ; 
— ever tu rn ing—down and down, and ever the lig h t moving on 
before to show the foot where to  go. A t length  they reached 
the last landing, where was a fountain w ith  two g reat griffins 
and a long hall. As General gave a  little  bark, a  door opened 
and they found themselves in  a dimly-lighted chapel containing 
b u t one person besides themselves, a  musician at, the organ. 
The seats were arranged in  a  semicircle. In  the center stood 
the altar. A t the righ t of the a lta r was the organ. W ithou t 
the least hesitation. General led the way to a couple of seats 
somewhat apart from the rest, b u t so near the alter th a t every
th ing upon i t  could be clearly seen. A peculiar atmosphere 
filled the room. I t  was alive w ith  presences, and a holy awe 
seemed to fall upon the  inmates. The musician played on, but 
his theme was no t of earth. The strangers knelt, and, lost 
in rapture, were carried far beyond scenes of sense, ou t toward 
the fountains of life, whence they  could see the waves of divine 
harmony move ever outw ard and downward. As if by a silent 
command, the spell was a t  length  b ro k en ; they raised their heads, 
and saw from a d istan t window, far above their heads, before 
unnoticed, the beams of the setting  sun pouring in  upon the 
organist and bathing him in lig h t and rainbow colors. H is eyes 
were closed. H is fingers moved as one moves in  a  dream, and
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from the organ came exquisite harmonies; a  m ystic melody wove 
in  and out am ong the strains, and to the sensitive soul i t  was 
very clear th a t not the m ind of any m ortal m an was gu iding th e  
hand th a t touched the keys, h u t an unseen m usician was the 
performer. J u s t  then the rays of the solar lig h t separated upon 
his head and revealed the iridescent tin ts of the prism in  bril
lian t h u e s ; they gathered themselves together and rose upon the  
air in the form of a celestial being who held above the player’s  
head a  circle, from which descended an infinite num ber of golden 
threads all attached to his brain. I t  was an  object lesson 
w rought by sunlight, to  show these children of L ight, the law  
and power of vibrations. T he angel floated aw ay ; the circle 
and the threads were loosened; the organ pealed forth  in  joyous 
strains, as if a t  the coming of a conqueror; and tw o by tw o 
came into the room, a  procession of white-robed men, who took 
their places in  the vacant seats. The last one was alone and 
knelt before the altar, while a voice from above sa id : “ T he last 
shall be first, and the first last.”

All this time the intelligent (log sat upright, w ith  paws upon 
the seat and nose upon his paws. He did no t move. W hen 
silence, long and deep, fell over the worshipers, a voice came 
from behind a mystic veil, th a t formed a partia l screen behind the 
altar, saying:

“ Welcome, thrice welcome, thou Anchor of Hope. Thou S tar 
of the East, and the strong man who shall be called henceforth 
the Torch-Bearer of the W est— Give greeting.”

A peal from the organ reverberating through the arches and 
domes of rock w ith an almost deafening crash, was the response, 
as every form rose from their seats, and then the service was 
resumed and all hum an individuality  was lost in  the  worship 
of the Divine.

1 1
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T he scene was indescribable. T he white-robed figures ; the 
solemn silence; the strange ch ap e l; the phantasm s of ligh t 
blending w ith  musician, music, and w orshipers; the  a lta r w ith  
its  strange lam p hung  aloft, burning w ith a  steady g lo w ; the 
veil behind the a lta r whence had issued the v o ice ; a ll formed a 
spectacle never to  be forgotten by those who w itnessed i t  for 
the first time. W hen the brotherhood rose to  ch an t the  even
ing chant, Zenia, sensitive to all vibrations, clasped her hand 
to  her heart as if  to  still its beating, and  listened spell-bound 
to  the w ords:

Oh, Holy, Holy, Holy God!
The One God, the God of God.
Selah; forever and forever Selah.
To thee who art the eternal Life of all,
To thee who art all Love in all,
And thou art God, eternal Love.
To thee who art all Truth In all,
And thou art God, eternal Truth.
To thee who art all Wisdom In all,
And thou art God, eternal Wisdom.
To thee who art ail Knowledge in all,
And thou art God, eternal God.
To thee who art the wondrous Source,
And thou Art all In all, the God of all thine own— 
Thine own Inner life ever blending 
With all created things.
Oh, mysterious soul of all the stars I 
O Father-Mother, great Fountain 
Of our sun, its light and heat!
How vast thy power throughout all space,
Ever In thy path thou sheddest love and joy !
O Father-Mother, divine Two-ln-One!
Our ever-living souls are a little part of thee. 
Illuminate onr pathway with thy light,
That each may know its soul’s completion.
O, absolve us with thy quenchless love 
In the glory of thine immortality.
Let us abide forevermore
In the splendor of thy mighty Name,
That emblem of eternal Hope.

>(>''ll
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Holy, Almighty, Infinite!
Love in all and all in Love,
For Love is thy great majesty.
O God of Love—eternity!
Soul of our soul’s immortality.
God of God, O God the Good!
Fountain of eternal life.
O Love divine! O God of God!
Light of all hearts, and Life of all souls.
All glory and all majesty unto thee!
Seiah, Selah, Selah, Selah!
Amen, Amen, forever and forever. Amen.

T hen followed the Logos and a tim e of silence. When the 
services were ended they w ent ou t on the terrace for a little 
time, and here our party were introduced to m any of the in
mates, among whom they found several ladies. Shortly  after 
the M aster came to  them, and requested them  to m eet him in 
half an hour for a little  instruction, and thus began the life a t 
the Herm itage on Madeira.
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C H A P T E R  X .

IN ST R U C T IO N .

“ My thoughts, like golden serpents in a Are 
Fed by the fir-cones and the cedar tree,

Leap to expression through the blazing pyre,
Making a flame of whirling melody.”

I t  was tw ilight, alm ost night, when the strangers were 
summoned to go to  the M aster. They were led along narrow 
passages and w inding halls to  a room th a t seemed apart from 
all the rest, and different from any they had seen. I t  was large, 
circular, l i t  from a dome, and the ceiling was concave, repre
senting the heavens as we know  them  from the earth. The 
sides were covered w ith  allegorical scenes portraying a hum an 
en tity  w andering among the  signs and triplicities of the heavenly 
bodies.

A large fire-place on one side held a pile of blazing sticks, 
before which the M aster sat, w ith head resting on his hands, lost 
in thought. He was roused by the rustle of garments, and seeing 
his pupils, greeted them  w ith a  smile, and m otioned to them  to 
be seated. T he dog crouched before the fire and rested his nose 
on his M aster’s foot.

“ I t  is not necessary to  ask if the day has fared well since 
thou earnest hither, for peace is w ritten  on each brow, and I  
know it  has been well. I t  did not seem necessary to begin so 
soon our training, bu t the P rophet Zelo sent me a message on 
the sunbeams while we were in  the chapel, and he told me of
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the  work to  be done and th a t tim e was speeding, and ye m ust 
be made ready for the rites of Azoth. This means travail of 
soul and constant labor fed by thy  heart’s desire. T he secret of 
Azoth is no idle th ing, and few have hardihood to seek its  
meaning. To know is to  be enlightened. T o be enlightened is 
to have power, over thyself first and then the world. I t  is the 
choice of Solomon, obeying the  words, ‘ M y sou, get wisdom. 
W isdom is the principal thing, and with all thy  getting , get 
understanding.’

“ A ll things in  nature have an orbit, beyond this they  cannot go. 
From the lowest to highest, from atom to angel, this is true. To 
know thine own orbit is to know the beginning of w isdom ; and 
knowing that, we soon shall leam  who are our companions on 
the way. From  the atom to the angel, there is one law of interior 
states 5 i t  is the law  of the trine. There is also one law of ou ter 
expression—it is the law of the quadrant. There is no God th a t 
is not known, as a T rin ity  ; from the ancient Mayas who had 
their trine, the Thunder, the Lightning, and the Thunder-bolt, to 
our own God—the Father, the Son, and the Spirit. I t  is because 
this is in the nature of things that nothing can exist w ithout it. 
In plants it Is root, stem, flow er; in the earth  m ineral, vege
table, and an im a l; in  man, body, soul, and spirit. I t  originated 
when the world of phenomena evolved from the  ever-existing, 
the prototype of the pre-existing.
“ T he Swedish Seer, according to  h is law  of correspondences, 

found in  m an the trin ity  of love, wisdom, and use. I t  is a g reat 
fact. W ith o u t use the  m ost divine quality  of God, H is bound- 
ires love, is worthless. I t  is th is  th a t distinguishes all th a t 
is m ost divine from all th a t is m erely hum an, and if  we do not 
consecrate all we know, all we have, and all we are, to  the use of 
the world, we w ill be b u t chaff for the burning.
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“ In  our study  of the hum an soul, of its wanderings am ong the 
stare, and its  spiral pathway, there m ay be crumbs of wisdom, 
dropped from sages of the past, th a t w ill enrich the children of 
the present. S itting  here before th e  flames, th a t represent the 
orbit of our present destiny, i t  is b u t natu ral th a t the mind 
recalls the sources of our knowledge, and sends a though t of 
g ra titude to ancient Greece, where, through the many centuries, 
the wise men watched the stars and noted down the traits  of 
those who first saw light, when certain planets were above the 
earth’s horizon. From  E gyp t and Phoenicia came more light, 
u n til i t  was established as a fact, th a t every soul was played 
upon by starry  hosts according to its  hour of birth. T hey  found 
am ong the signs of the Zodiac a  natu ral division of the con
stellations, whereby the four elem ents of the universe were rep
resented, in  perfect trine, g iv ing to the hum an soul the underly
ing characteristic of the elem ent in which i t  was bom. F ire, 
air, water, earth, gave zeal, inspiration, healing, fruitfulness, 
and many variations, according to  the sign. To-day the w orld 
needs practical knowledge, and  w hatever aid  can come from 
ancient lore, m ust be garnered for the race. Thou know est 
m uch of all these things, b u t s till thou dost n o t know the secret 
of control. W h a t m atter is the knowledge of the positive or 
negative pole of the battery, if thou eanst n o t b ring  its action into 
use for others. I t  is to have more perfect knowledge th a t the 
fire itself m ust be studied by the children of its  domain.

“ Imperious, aggressive, fitful, and fearless, are those bom  be
neath the sway of Aries, the sign of the head in  the great Man, 
the positive pole of the fiery triplieity . To still the too great 
zeal, to glow w ith  steady heat, to  carry wisely the torch of 
knowledge, m ust be the lesson learned. From  deity came the 
fire-mist, from fire-mist came the air, from air water, and from
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w ater earth  ; not four elements in reality, b u t only one in  four
fold m anifestation; m aking the perfect seven when added to  the 
trine of signs.

“ Separated in  their essence, they  w ar upon each other ; w ater 
trying to quench fire, fire devouring air, and earth  refusing to  
coalesce w ith  any. H erein lie hidden the mysteries of ancient 
Greece and E gypt, of which the m odem  w orld knows nothing, 
except th a t m an is bom, lives, dies. To know the orbit of one’s 
being is to know the path  of life, and who among the m yriad 
children of earth  belong to  us by genuine kinship. To choose 
our friends from those who journey w ith  us, or a t least in  k indred 
paths, were surely wise. W e could no t hope to join {or life the 
worm th a t crawls w ith  those winged creatures th a t flit from 
bough to  bough, and rarely touch the ground. Nor could we 
take the grand, magnetic ocean, and hope to  warm i t  by the  fire, 
or chain its  darting  fishes to a  bird. E ach realm  m ust choose 
its mates more wisely. W hen warm ed by sp irit a ll can be har
monious, b u t n o t by nature. Y et a child of fire w ill find among 
the children of the earth  those in  the sign Virgo— those who have 
all the ardor of their own domain. I t  is because there is w ithin 
the earth a  m olten sea of fire imprisoned in  her cold shell, th a t 
forms a bond of sym pathy between these souls and all in  our 
domain.

“ C entury after century  passed while Greece was bringing to  
her flowering-time the hum an race in grand perfection. Never 
have such men and women walked the  earth  as in those days 
when Pericles and Aspasia, Phidias and  P lato , w ith  poets, 
generals, historians, and artists too m any to  number, all lived 
in  little  A ttica, a spot too small to scarce be noticed now. W hy 
was i t  th a t such hum an gods could then be born and not to-day? 
W hy is i t  th a t in  all the world to-day we cannot find th e ir
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equal e ither in  perfection or num ber ? I t  is because the hum an 
race was held  more dear. I t  could n o t have its  freedom if by 
its freedom came degeneration. No child could be allowed to  
wed unharmoniously, for broken hearts were better for th e  nation 
than  a  base hum anity, deformed, diseased, im perfect. W hen 
young hearts loved they  m ust love and wed according to  the 
stars.

“  M an was a  sacred being, born w ith complex nature, belonging 
to  th ree worlds. T hey knew  the law  and  forced obedience. 
A  nature keyed to  a  was no t allowed to  m arry one whose note 
w ould strike a  discord. To-day the world is filled w ith discord 
a n d  divorce. No happy homes as in  those days of glorious 
Greece, and  children now are mere apologies for hum an beings. 
T he anim als are being brought to  high perfection, b u t the chil
d re n  of the M ost H igh—ah, n o !

** Body, soul, sp irit—the threefold nature, a p a rt linked to our 
low er e a r th ; a  part to  the infinite auric zone ; and a p art to  the 
astral plane. M an throws his thought, his love, his all, upon 
the little  dream of threescore years, and loses even the psychic 
pleasures th a t m ight be his. The germ  immortal, the spirit, 
has no t had a thought, a care, a moment’s labor. L ike a weaver’s 
shuttle , from the cradle to the grave, has the web of thought 
been woven from the body to the soul, un til a t last the astral 
forces are all centered on the fleeting, m aterial portion of man 
th a t m ust perish w ith  the using.

“  A s we belong to the F iery trip iic ity  we will follow the 
m axim  of the School of A then®, and attend  to those things 
th a t  concern us. F or this reason I have brought ye hither, th a t 
in  the  presence of the glowing fire, the lesson of its control may 
be lea rn ed ; and while we watch the blaze leap higher and 
h igher, we can ta lk  of vibratory law and see how eveiy step  of
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o u r unfoldm ent is according to a  law  as im mutable as God him
se lf; for he is Law. Now, watch the fire. I t  blazes here, b u t 
there the wood is s till untouched. W hat sense guided its  steps, 
or told i t  where to kindle, and where to  stop ? W ho can te ll ? 
W here nex t w ill be its flame ? ”

H e poked i t  fo r a moment and then covered a ll w ith  ashes, 
u n til no sign of fire was seen.

“ W here is i t  now, this daring, aggressive sp irit of destruc
tio n ?  I t  was here and is gone. W atch .”

H e poked away the ashes, and lo ! a blaze sprang u p  and tried  
to  reach the  wood. Its  tongue grew  stronger, and  when it 
found the wood, i t  hissed and fastened on i t  like a  starving 
thing. H e tu rned  now to his visitors, say in g :

“ W hen ye can say to th is flame, go here or go there, rest or 
consume, and i t  obeys, ye then will know  th a t ye are masters. 
No step can be advanced till then . If man, the microcosm, can
not show th a t he can govern ail lower creatures, and the very 
elements th a t fill the macrocosm, he has not reached the heights.

“ In  every hum an being lies the buried glowing coal. I t may 
he that the ashes of a self have buried it so deep, its presence 
is not known, hut some day, somehow, somewhere, the golden 
law of liberty, necessity, opportunity, will give it air, and lo ! 
the upward path is well begun. Thrice blessed are they  who 
lead the  flame forth from its dark prison, and haste i t  on its 
way to  God. To know this truth, and where and how to find 
this holy germ is man’s divine work upon our little planet. To 
give i t  food, as yonder wood was given to the flame, is each 
soul’s duty. O ur mission here, for man’s brief threescore years, 
is bu t to  help, to guide, to lead. It is the ever going out to 
others, as the M aster did of old.

“  T he soul is a flame, and a flame is the soul. A s the one



to ad ies and merges and adds force to all others, so w ill the  in
dividuals of each domain be draw n to, and become an added 
force to all others. ‘ W here tw o or three are gathered together 
in M y name, there am I  in  the m idst of them .’

“ I t  fastens on the lowest things, for they are always easiest of 
access, and one after another are tried  and found worthless, till 
the proper food, the divine T ru th , the im mortal W ord  is found, 
and then i t  tu rns its heat and  lig h t w ithin, and shines hence
forth  w ith  a true  radiance. T he torch-bearers are to go up and 
down the ways of the world, searching for the la ten t fire, and 
fanning i t  in to  flame for service. M any are called, b u t few are 
chosen. A ll knowledge is worthless th a t is not of use to others. 
U nderstandest thou the lesson, O children ? ” The three beads 
bowed in  reply.

“ One hour each day there w ill be given thee an  opportunity  
to obtain m astery over these fitful flames. To-morrow a t th is  
hour come to this room. Seat yourselves thus before the fire in  
silent, oblivious com posure; remaiu iu repose w ith the S p irit 
for thirty-four m inutes, and the remainder of the hour con
centrate every power upon th a t place where thou wishest th e  
fire to reach. Do no t speak. T he fire will always begin a t the 
righ t hand. Select your spot to  which you w ould move i t .  
Be harmonious and united, both in  inbreathing and w illing.” 

P lacing his hand upon the head of James, he continued :
44 To you this w ill be mechanical, b u t to the vestal virg in  i t  

w ill be a pleasure. Do not be discouraged because tire fire 
obeys her though t so readily. She will always be far in  ad
vance, for these are tru ths she knew  ages ago. One week from 
to-day you shall te ll me w hat has been the success. I t is all. 
governed by the law of vibration, and as in days of old the com
ing of the Sp irit was revealed ty  tongues of fire, so now in  this.
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second coining of the quickening Spirit, the sign and the work 
m ost be of Fire.

“  A lready we see the  advance guard  coming, coming, forcing, 
by the vibratory law of attraction, a ll k indred souls into rank. 
It is the  Christ-Spirit of all time, coming in  new power to  the 
children of earth, and m arshaling the leaders in to  organized 
force for conquests tha t have long been foretold, b u t for which 
the world, has grown weary of waiting.

“  W hen w ith  the first rays of the sun, thou didst stand w ith 
earnest aspiration reaching o u t and up for l ig h t ; and this man 
in  the bowels of the earth also, know ing the  exact tim e for the 
first rays of the sun to  touch the earth, dropped his work and 
bent in  supplication, little  didst thou then th ink  th a t through
ou t the world were a host of souls doing w hat thou w ast doing, 
and th a t every one was seen and known and sealed by the In te l
ligences ; for every ac t of praise to  God in  the m ajesty of love, 
remains v ibrating in  space th roughout eternity. A s the m agnet 
draws by its  secret force the bits of iron from the sand, so these 
living m agnets have draw n thee from the  dust of earth, and now 
the bits are all soon to be brought in to  organized rank  and file 
and disciplined for work for the M aster—the unconquerable 
Galilean. The drill may be irksome, the discipline severe, b u t 
the w ork will be a delight and the resu lt a victory final and 
glorious. A s one of earth’s seers has said:

“ ‘ W hen the spiritual fire and lig h t has become ignited in  the  
darkness ( i t  having, however, burned from all e te rn ity ) the 
g rea t m ystery of divine power and knowledge becomes eternally 
revealed therein, because in  the fire all the qualities of nature 
appear exalted into spirituality .

“  ‘ W hen God created the angels, the principle of fire and 
lig h t became manifest. T h eir sp irit or life-anguish conscious-
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ness has its  origin in the fire. From  thence i t  passed through 
the  light, and became there the  anguish of love, by which the 
wrath was extinguished.’

“  T his language of one of earth’s greatest mystics may not be
understood now, b u t the time will come th a t ye will know its 
meaning. T hus ends our first lesson, the lesson of knowledge 
of our own path  and environm ent, and m ay each day bring ye 
happiness as i t  w ill bring knowledge.”
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CHAPTER XL

M A D H IT B A -

“ And one might read a ripened soul august,
Waiting translation, hardly mixed with dust;
And one might sense a fragrance where he trod,
Diffused, as from a heart ensphered in God.”

“ S e v e n  months now lie before thee, daughter,” said tb s  
M aster to Mrs. G lendenning one m orning soon after their arrival. 
“ Does i t  seem a long tim e to  be exiled from the world and hear 
no word from thy  loved ones ? A ttachm ents sometimes bring 
joy, but they  fe tte r us, and  the soul is no t free th a t knows personal 
attachm ents. Believe me, the months will fly like a  pleasant 
dream, and seem b u t as hours when they  are gone. There have 
come here from the ou ter w orld those who have sought ligh t, 
and years have passed before they  w ent back to the old  l ife ; 
yet they  have said these years were b u t as a dream filled w ith  
all delight and satisfaction.”

“ A nd would they  re tu rn  to  the old life as before ? Could 
they en ter the  shell again, having once tasted boundless free
dom ? ”  asked Zenia, raising h er large blue eyes, w ith  earnest 
inquiry , to  his face.

“ The will of man is his. The law  of use cannot be broken. 
When once the torch is kindled, and the inner senses have been 
trained, the neophyte m ust leave the sheltered life and go 
among his kind  to serve. Here lies his test. The soul that
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lows to serve Is safe. His feet are walking in the path  th a t 
once was trod by H im  of Nazareth. But if perchance he tires 
of serving; or his gifts have made the worldlings babble •. or 
the touch of gold or human love has lured him from his aim, he 
falls as angels fell, and woe is his. Better for that soul had it 
never been born, or that a millstone were hanged about his neck) 
and  he were drowned in the depths of the sea.”

He was silent for a moment, and, as if overcome by the train  
of thought evoked, he moved away, and was lost amid the 
clustering vines. For a tim e neither spoke, and  then  i t  was the 
elder who said in a m ournful voice :

“ Could i t  be th a t the world w ould ever a ttrac t us again, my 
c h ild ? ”

“ I t  does no t seem possible, Mouessie, b u t we are merely human, 
and liable to  hum an weaknesses. I  fear nothing for you, bu t your 
devotion to your loved ones. You would be w illing to  lose 
your dearest hopes if you felt you could help one of the boys or 
me. For nothing else can I imagine you giving up the real for 
the husks.”

“ D id I  not see the M aster w ith  you, ladies ? ”
The voice was musical and low, and belonged to a Spanish 

countess who had m et them  the evening before. She was tall 
and dark, and m ight have been forty  years old.

“ I  fancied he was teaching you the lesson of the m orning,” 
she continued, g iving each a hand, and leading them  to a seat.

“ N ot that, though I  am not sure w hat you mean, bu t he was 
speaking of som ething very solemn. He was telling  us of those 
who are tem pted and fall back.”

“ A h, yes. I t  makes one always sad to hear of those. There 
have been men and  women all devotion enter here, and  give 
their lives and money and all they have to  good. T heir gifts
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of soul were great, and all the brothers rejoiced to th ink  what they 
would do. A  few years passed and some unlooked-for good 
has come to them  and tu rned  them  from the path. T hey fell 
to  earth  like wounded birds, and m et a tragic death  or great 
dishonor. Ah, such things are d read fu l! ”

“ B u t the lesson of the morning, w hat is i t?  ” asked Zenia.
“ I  cannot tell. I t  is not for me. I t  w ill make your heart 

throb w ith a great joy. W e never do forget the m orning when 
we learn it.”

“ A nd you have been here long ? ”
• “ N ot this time, mademoiselle, b u t m any times before. I  come 
for qu iet and the blessing of the Master, for I  am bu t a little  
child  th a t knows b u t little . A h, there comes back the Master. 
I  feel he has a message for the strangers. If  you ever wish to  
see me, send for Num ber Two.”

A s she rose to  go, the  M aster approached. A lum inous a t
mosphere seemed to  surround him, as he moved in  the  sunlight, 
and  his face had recovered its usual serenity.

“  A ll nature sings its  m orning song in universal harmony, 
and  we have here a  lesson to  be learned th a t gives divinest 
m eaning,” were his first words as he drew near. “  Once learned, 
wherever there is nature you can find companionship and a 
voice. Follow  me.”

H e stepped from the piazza and led the way to  a group of 
trees, s till g listening w ith  dew-drops in  the m orning sun. He 
bared his head and stood in  listening attitude, while all around 
a hush of expectancy seemed to be felt. H e bowed his head, 
and his example was followed by the others. The silence was 
only broken by the gentle movement of the leaves overhead 
and the songs of birds. A fter a few moments the M aster spoke: 

“ W h a t message do the leaves bring this morning, my chil-
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dren ? I f  not a thought, perhaps a  feeling comes to  thee in  th is 
early  m orning hour ? ”

“ T hey rustle in  q u ie t content, I  can g e t nothing else,” replied 
Mrs. G lendenning. “ I  never dream ed th a t we could know 
au g h t by listening to  the leaves. I t  means more than idle 
words when poets sing of nature’s voices.”

“ Aye, tru ly  child. A nd  thou  ? W h a t d idst thou  hear ? ” 
tu rn in g  to  the daughter.

“ I  hear a  sound of vibrations, like a  certain  chord of music. 
I  cannot give i t  words, b u t i t  speaks to  my heart of gladness,” 
was Zenia’s reply.

“ A n’ i t  sounds to  me, as if there were feet cornin’ tow ard us,” 
said Jam es.

“ You have done well for the first time, children, and  th e  six th  
sense is well developed. You will soon receive the m orning 
message of the trees, and know w hat the days are to bring of 
sunshine or rain, heat or cold. Do this every m orning and 
write down the message you receive. Follow me.”

He descended the steps of the terrace and walked to its very 
edge, where there was neither tree nor vine. A gain he listened, 
and bade them  do the same. The gentle zephyrs of the morn
ing passed over them, and a low undertone like the diapason of 
the sea could be distinctly  heard. I t  was sadder than the song 
of the trees, and the M aster said :

“ I t  comes from afar, and is a  prophecy of coming storm, and 
the sadness is the cry of those who weep.”

Once more he tu rned  towards the steps, and suddenly pros
trated  himself upon the ground and motioned them  to do the 
same. Never had they dream ed th a t the lifeless earth  had a 
heart ti ll  now, when they listened to  its pulsations. They were 
fitful and a t times heavy, and when they rose the M aster s a id :
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“  To be healthy  the heart should beat regularly; this feverish 
action th a t we hear is a sign of distress among the poor, who 
are the blood and sinew of earth’s children, and when they  are 
ill, the whole body suffers. This is w hat is known as the lesson, 
of the m orning, and the lesson of the evening is the same.

“ S trange secrets are sometimes learned by these gentle voices, 
and guidances come to the children of the Most H igh, if the 
heart listens. W e will now join the family in the dining-room, 
and hear what the others have heard.”

“ I  believe I  liave lost my appetite in  th is new experience,”  
said Zenia, taking her mother’s hand as she spoke, and turning 
to follow their leader. “ When I was a child and feasted on 
the myths of Greece, th a t story of Melampos always had a par
ticular charm for me. I have throw n myself upon the ground 
many a time, hoping the serpents would lick my ears as they  
did his, and finally gave up the hope in  despair. Now, when I 
had no though t of it, the reality  is a t  hand. How charming. I  
shall never give up till I  know w hat beast and  bird  and leaves 
are saying.”

“ A nd  weel I  mind hoo the voices o’ the mines used to tell 
me strange, unco strange things. I  thoch t i t  was m air like the 
workings o’ m y ain min’ than onything else, b u t they never 
told me wrong, an’ noo I  see it  m atters no t w haur a mon may 
be, he can have the voice o’ the Lord aboot him ,” in terrupted 
the enthusiastic Scotchman.

T hey had now entered the dining-hall, an immense circular
room, in which m any tables were so arranged as to m eet in  tho
center. I t  was flooded w ith sunligh t, and around its sides vines
clambered, birds flew, and in  niches were beautiful statues
looking down upon the scene. T he effect was heightened by
the loftiness of the ceiling term inating in  a  dome. I t  was nature

1 2
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brought into harmonious rapport w ith  the spirits of the inmates. 
A round the tables sat nearly three hundred men and women, 
the former dressed in the robes of their order, the la tte r  in  white 
flowing dresses, all confined a t the waist by a  threefold girdle. 
A s the beloved M aster entered, every face was raised to  his, 
glow ing w ith  the m orning’s jo y ; and as his eye scanned them , 
he hesitated and did not ask the usual question : “ W ell
brethren, w hat have the voices of the m orning taugh t,”  for 
he  saw they had received a revelation th a t could not be 
repeated. M erely bowing, he seated himself, and w ith Mrs. 
G lendenning and her daughter on his righ t, and Jam es on his 
left, was apparently  in ten t on the m orning meal. As he took 
from his napkin a t the side of his plate the flower th a t lay  upon 
i t  and proceeded to pin it on his robe, all the others did the 
sam e; bu t quick and earnest glances a t  the same time sought 
the  face of the young lady, who sat rad ian t as A urora in  th e ir 
m idst. This little  custom of the flower was one of the  beauti
fu l tilings of daily life a t M adeira. W hen, or by whom, insti
tu ted  no one k n e w ; b u t from the tim e one entered the herm it
age un til their departure, the}’- never failed to  find each m orning 
by  their p late the flower th a t had been presented to  them  on 
entering. T his was to  be worn or preserved, or exchanged 
w ith some kindred sp irit for the day, and when any one received 
from Num ber E ig h t*  his flower, there was always a rivalry  as

* Number Eight was one of the famous Masters of this order. He excelled in 
wisdom, and ills goodness exceeded his wisdom. He was at this time an aged 
and venerable man, for he had trod the path almost a century, and iiis holy 
life was known in every country of Europe. While he was still young a large 
fortune was left to him, and his Master calling him to his side told him what 
had happened. He expressed neither pleasure nor interest. “ You know it is 
not too late for you to go back to the world and enjoy its pleasures,” he said.

“ I am not going back to the world,” was the reply.
" But you have an account to render for all this wealth.”
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to who could keep i t  longest. Long after i t  had faded was i t  
held sacred, because i t  had been touched by his hand.

This wonderful man, known far and wide among the Sages, 
had fe lt the vibratory action of those assembled m inds as soon 
as he entered the room. Thought-waves were to  him  as a 
morning bulletin , and  he knew  there had been knowledge 
received th a t had  to ld  a  more wonderful tale than  of a  coming 
w ar or pestilence or storm, for i t  had told them th a t once again 
in the annals of m an a  vestal v irg in  had left the world to  serve 
the A ltar, and  had come for instruction to this remaining 
vestige of the lost A tlantis.

A ll unconcerned sa t Zenia Glendenning, w rapt in contempla
t i o n  of all tha t she had seen and heard. No thought of self or 
her surroundings entered her m ind. A  sunny peace fluttered 
in  her heart, and like a child in  summer-day th a t throws itself 
in N ature’s arms and sleeps, so she rejoiced and  could no t have 
told a thought she had.

Whenever and by whomsoever this building had been con
structed, its plan, size, and workmanship precluded all idea of 
m odem  architect or workman. W hether dating back to old

“ I will do it,” was all ho said.
From that time he devoted a part of every year to going through different 

countries, finding out children of soldiers whom he could educate or widows 
who needed help. He never helped men unless they were blind. When he 
died there was just enough of his fortune left to pay the expenses of the 
Brothers to come and see him pass from earth. After his death requests were 
received from every quarter for permission to contribute something toward a 
monument, to the noble man. It stands in the cemetery of Florence, made up 
of every variety of marble, each piece given by those he had assisted. The 
inscription reads:

HERE LIES LEONTINE,

Who laid up a very large fortune in heaven of good deeds and charity, and has 
now gone thither to enjoy it.
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A tlan tian  days, as m any claimed, or bu ilt by Moors in  times of 
Moorish glory, i t  m attered n o t ; the wonder only grew  and 
lessened not. H ew n ou t of solid rock, in arches, pillars, halls
and chambers, its  work was done so perfectly th a t ages of time 
m ust have been spent in its  completion. A long the passages 
the walls were polished like glass. Within the rooms the most 
perfect arrangem ents for admitting light had been planned and 
executed; while laws of acoustics beyond our present knowl
edge had been everywhere considered. In  some places the 
rooms were down, down, beneath the s e a ; in others up to the  
topm ost heights of the basaltic rocks th a t form this island. 
T he rooms of the main building were lighted from one grand 
central dome, th a t threw  the fu ll blaze of lig h t beneath. Re
flectors of various colors were so arranged th a t certain rays 
could be excluded and the room keyed to any color desired. 
H ere bad been studied to perfection the effect of color waves 
upon the brain and heart. H ere, when the  sum m er days were 
a t their height, most cooling shades pervaded all the rooms. 
W hen w inter brought the shadows, then lig h t and warm th 
flooded every niche and com er, while through all, interwoven 
like a thread of gold in  royal fabric, was the breathing of 
seraphic music, floating here and th e re ; above, a ro u n d ; now 
soft as zephyrs, and again sw elling into paeans of loudest 
orchestral tones. N ature touched the unseen wires, and in h er 
harmony betrayed her mood. O n this m orning of which we 
write, the strains th a t floated on the  a ir were clear and joyous, 
but subdued and tender. To take the m orning m eal am id such 
scenes made of the act a worship. T he highest, deepest aspira
tion was evoked, and all the holy influences of seen and unseen 
intelligences were attracted  to  the spot. I t  was veritable dream
land. No sound of all earth’s discords could be heard, and in

.v'l O O  1C
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each human being the h ighest Self, the subliminal, the divine, 
was alone conscious of existence. T he key-note of the day 
was sounded in  this room, and, thus attuned, the day w ent for
w ard on busy feet, in  duties done and  lessons learned and  prac
ticed.

A t the appointed hour the  th ree children of the F ire  m et before 
the burning wood, to  learn the lesson of control. T he flames 
responded no t th a t  day, b u t after m any tria ls the  young g irl 
found her w ill was dom inating them, and  when the  M aster came 
to  see how they  had grown, he seemed m uch pleased.

“ W ell done, m y children. This step had no t been gained 
b u t by patien t inbreathing and  devout prayer. Ye m ust per
severe for m any days ; n o t because the power to  lead the fire is 
aught, for mere phenomena is less than  nothing ; b u t the soul 
grows strong by drill. T he tim e w ill come th a t ye can do w ith 
flame w hat now w ould seem impossible. I ts  spirits love to 
serve its masters. I  have seen men lie down in India’s jungles 
and sleep like babes, because around them  was the circle of fire, 
where all the spirits of the Flam e stood guard . T he w ill of m an 
is his eternal heritage. W hen Moses learned the secret, the 
flame came in  the bush, and lo I he knew  God’s presence. No 
soul can ever know these heights, u n til the hidden powers have 
been evoked by patien t labor. Some men have gained a  m astery 
over nature’s forces to  use for selfish ends. T heir ru in  lias been 
sure and terrible. W hen once the soul has m et its Father-God 
face to  face—it  cares no t for Phenomena, it only longs and asks 
to grow more like its M aster. Psychical g ifts are never in
dications of high spiritual attainm ents, judged solely by them 
selves ; b u t when the hum an soul starts o u t to  walk the path 
of Azoth, i t  needs its m inor senses well developed, and hence 
the voice of W isdom  says— 4 Give heed to  make thy  calling sure.’
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Tlie realm of fire, is th a t of power. As the  oracle of Zoroaster 
Baith,

‘ The Architect who by his power alone 
Bnilt up the Cosmos, manifests Himself 
Another orb of flams.’
Eternal Father both of Gods and Men,
Who doth the fire, the light, the starry air,
And all the golden sequence of the worlds.
Most copiously animate.’

“ This being true, is i t  strange th a t a ll who follow in  the  foot
steps of the Nazarene, become nailed to the cross of their animal 
desires, and guide the sacred fire tow ard all the dross th a t needs 
to be consumed ? I t  is only here th a t th e  soul regains its free
dom. As Jacob Bcelime hath  said: ‘ There is a life superior to 
life in this world. I t  hath  w ithin itself the qualities of this 
terrestrial w o rld ; i t  hath  also a fire, a very powerful o n e : it 
does not consume, bu t causes majesty and liv ing splendor, and its 
sp irit is pure love and joy. W ith in  this holy fire man was to 
be reconciled w ith  God. A  soul th a t has gathered her garm ent 
of divinity around her like a  garm ent of ligh t has no more inter
est in terrestrial m atters. G uard well thy  thoughts. Thoughts 
sen t out w ith earnest prayer alm ost have the power of omnipo
tence.’ ‘ More things are w rought by prayer than  this world 
dreams of.’ T he domain nearest the g reat source is fire. Take 
courage, be patient, and your rew ard is sure.”

As he finished he laid his hand upon Zenia’s head and  said 
in low tones, “ Your higher senses are well developed and  need 
bu t little  training. You will soon recall w hat you have known 
before, and comprehend the m ysteries th a t your soul seeks. 
Your eyes will then  follow all the path o’er which you have 
journeyed, and in  every obstacle, as in  every help, you w ill rec
ognize the hand of God leading you. In  those ancient days of 
E gyp t’s glory, when Moses was taught her highest wisdom,—as
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well as in  those la ter days of her decline, when the  lowly 
Nazarene knew the deep mysteries of her temple,—vestal virgins 
had but to breathe quietly in unison with nature’s melodies, 
and the dying flame would glow and pulsate, keeping time to 
the rhythm ic beatings of her heart. When the longing hearts of 
the true disciples, beat in unison of desire at Pentecost, the-. 
Spirit came and rested upon them in tongues of ire. So shall 
it be again. T he fire is sm oldering in the human heart; dead
ened by material desires, only w aiting to be kindled into flame*. 
Give it air and it will rise toward heaven, as every flame has- 
done since fire was known. O ur God is a consuming fire, but. 
fire is no t flame. Worship not the symbol, but seek the tru e . 
God bless thee, child. Thy fire is burning; thy work sac red ; 
thy leading sure.”

As he ended his voice grew  fain ter and fa in ter j his eyes be
came fixed, and his soul seemed lost in  communion w ith the in
visible world. H e remained thus for m any moments, and when 
he came to himself, he drew  a long breath, and, tu rn ing  to  Mrs. 
G lendenning, said in gentle to n es:

“ Thou knowest not now, oh, m other I b u t thou shalt know here
after. In the world thou shalt have tr ib u la tio n ; b u t rejoice, be
cause tribulation worketh glory and gladness.”

Again silence fell upon them, broken at last by the voice of 
Jam es asking:

“ I should sair like to know m air aboot this m asterfu’ fire, 
M<wter. Mony a  time in the bowels o’ the airth  ha’ I thocht
aboot it. It is m air like a livin’ thing than onything else.”

He had not moved from before the flame, upon which h is 
eyes were fixed spell-bound, as he waited the M aster’s answer.

“ I t  is the very essence of life itself, this fire th a t you well 
call wonderful. To know all about it, would he to know th e
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A lm ighty himself, of which i t  is a symbol. W henever you watch 
it, whether smoldering beneath ashes, or glow ing as now ; or 
burning as in a lamp, study  its working, and from it learn a 
lesson. When it starts from the smallest and lightest object, 
an d  thence gains courage and strength to k indle upon a huge 
log, and bum  until it is ashes; le t i t  remind thee of that in tenser 
fire, burning in thy breast, beginning first to  consume mere 
trifling  evils, like foolish loves and ambitions, then climbing on 
to  greater and more substantial obstacles, un til the great self is 
forced to surrender to its flame.

“ When thou seest how i t  w ill m elt two pieces of iron and fuse 
them  into one, rest assured the diviner fire w ill never cease, 
until i t  has harmonized all th y  discordant and incongruous 
natures into one substance—Love. N othing teaches such lessons 
as doth the fire. In it is hidden the m ystery of the economy of 
suffering ; and in it  is comprised those g rea t and fundam ental 
trutlis known as Vibration and M agnetism. A ll there, all 
there,” pointing to the flame leaping high in the  air.

“ A nd are numbers there, m y M aster ? ”
“  Numbers are everywhere, Jam es. Could there be fire w ith

ou t the union of gases and combustion ? T here’s the trine ; and 
is i t  not one of the four domains, and, do not the trine and 
the  cube make the perfect seven? Some day we will devote 
the lesson to  sacred numbers, bu t not to-day. Be patient, eter
n ity  is before us. Thou art too im patient. M aster the fire in 

„ whose orbit thou dost belong. S tudy vibrations in all thou 
seest, and on the terrace, we shall begin this evening, our first 
lesson in  motion and color, in  the  lig h t of dying day.”

“ B u t w hat becomes of those who live, know ing nothing of 
the  laws of their domain ? ” asked Mrs. G lendenning.

“  T hey  are like drift-wood in a surging stream, mere creatures
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of circumstance. Here, as in  all things, we are either masters
or slaves. We either obey or govern. It is for us to  decide 
which it shall be. This, too, is embraced in the economy of 
suffering.”

“ It seems as if all things were locked fast in fate. W e are 
in certain domains with no choice as to  position or individual 
traits, yet you say we can choose and control, oh M aster I ” she 
replied, with a puzzled look upon her face.

“ Our place and tools to work with are indeed appointed us 
(as it would seem by an arbitrary fiat, though really they are 
the results of what has gone before) and to that degree we may 
say fate rules; but back of all this is the spark of unconquerable 
fire, the Spirit that has all power within its grasp, and when the 
man says to this ‘ Come forth,’ it can do what it will. You and 
your daughter, and this honest man, said to your soul, ‘ Live, be 
free,’ and others w ith g ifts and aspirations far above the  mass, 
living by your side, said ‘ Be still, you shall no t be free, I  will 
make you a bondsman, for the body's sake and the m ind’s sake.’ ”

T he though t seemed to  overpower him , and he walked slowly 
from the room, w rapt in  deep contemplation. I t  was a  glorious 
day ou t of doors, and when their M aster left, they  took the 
General, and all three walked ou t among the vines. They 
had  been told the order of the day, and there was still a short 
tim e before the call of the mid-day hour for m editation would sum
mon them. There may be those who would like to  know  some
th in g  of a day’s rou tin ' in these hermitages. To rise whenever 
the Spirit moved, give thanks to God, order coffee served in 
their room, breakfast from ten  to  eleven, from eleven un til 
twelve a  school of instruction, and when the sun’s rays are most 
powerful, to  s it in silence from noon until tw enty minutes 
after. T hen  follow questions for personal adv ice; all repeat

□ iigi'l



ZEN  I  A, THE V E STAL.

the Logos, and m eet for dinner a t  four. A fter dinner, ta lk  on 
the terrace, followed by vespers. D uring  the evening, conver
sation and music fill the hours w ith delight, or if  any care to 
read, they may do so.

A s our little party strolled under the shadows of the vines, 
they could hear the chant of natives far distant beneath them, 
singing among the fig-trees at their work.

Zeuia, whose complexion had always been transparent and 
beautiful, was already showing the effect of the warm sea-breezes 
th a t breathed upon her. The interblending of pink and white 
was now like the most delicate opal, whose flame shines every
where, and, as one of the num ber said, gave her the appearance 
of a Dresden vase lit from w ith in ; a spiritual condition of 
which the golden chalice is a symbol, which when broken sets 
the spirit free. She was as unconscious of all this as a child of 
its grace, and said to her m o th er:

“ They call me Yestal Virgin, Mouesgie. I  suppose it  is a  
tribu te to my youth, b u t sometimes I  feel th a t I shall never 
go back to ordinary life again. I m ust serve h u m an ity , I m ust 
kill self, and perhaps the name means more than  we th ink. You 
know I  used to say th a t I  had dim memories of having lived in 
old Greece in  the time of her glory, when you were there, a  
brave hero, who loved me. There now come memories of a 
temple service, when I  walked apart from the rest near the a ltar, 
and you were w atching me w ith loving eyes among the wor
shipers. Is it  not strange tha t these visions come to  me ? 
Last n ight I  was dreaming of that tim e again, and suddenly we 
had gone from Greece out among the Immortals, and were 
spirits. How beautiful i t  was to be free and together, through 
the ages of spirit-life. We were never idle, never sad, always 
a t work for the M aster. Then I was carried far back into a

....... ..
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mighty Past, and I  saw the Nile, and near i t  were the Pyramids 
being built. A magnificent temple, with pillars of Lotus and 
Papyri that stretched as far as I could see, was now shown me, 
and into it I was token, and, when I entered, there was nothing 
there that was unfam iliar. I knew the use of all the vessels; 
I watched the sacred fire, and when the old Egyptians came in 
to worship, I  heard them say,‘ Behold the Vestal V irgin, 
whose heart is pure ! ’ W hen I  awoke a  voice whispered in  my 
breast and sa id :

“ 1 Know, child, th a t thou art in very tru th  a vestal virgin. 
As thou didst serve the a lta r in  days of E gypt's splendor, when 
Isis and Osiris were in  pow er; and in  more modern Greece, in 
the school of Atlienae, when thou d idst breathe upon the sacred 
fire, and make it  glow and burn, so now in the la ter times 
when only gold is God, thou shalt serve in the tem ple of 
humanity, a vestal virgin still. This train ing  and th is knowl
edge is to fit thee for this service.’

“ Oh, Mouessie, if you were not so fond of all the dear ones, 
we need never more fear separation.”

“ B ut, surely, Mother-love is pure and unselfish, m y Zenia. 
It is from th a t sacred flame of life we are tau g h t to call our 
F ather— M other.’ ’

“ Yes, yes, dear Mouessie, th a t is a ll true, and never was 
there more unselfish or devoted m other than you, b u t I  can 
see how even this may be a hindrance, and why they are ever 
warning you to guard  the home-loves from becoming idols. 
You cannot tear from your heart the attachm ents th a t have 
grown around the personalities of husband and children. I am 
glad you cannot, for I  am selfish too, and rejoice in my place in 
your great h e a r t ; yet I know there is a deeper bond between 
us, that will outlast all memories of earth. The voice last
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nigh t said: ‘ Strive to  rise above the love of hum an per
sonality.’ ”

“ Perhaps the message was sent, my darling, to prepare me 
for the tim e when I  m ust see you enter in  the sacred tem ple 
while I  remain standing w ithout.”

She spoke m ournfully b u t w ith p atien t resignation, and ad d ed : 
“ I f  through my failure to  keep pace w ith  thee, I  may the 

b etter save my dear ones ; so m ay i t  be. I  shall bide my tim e.” 
T he other kissed her thrice, and pinned her flower upon her 

—flower memorial of Holy Ghost—smiling.
“ I  sometimes th ink  I  am only spirit in your eyes, Zenia.”
“ So m uch the better. T he sp irit alone is true, all else is 

m anifestation; the more exalted  the love, the more enduring 
and unchanging.”

So on they walked, and the conversation turned  to all they 
had learned since leaving France, and w hat a  dream  th e ir life 
had been among these holy men and women, and on and on till 
the chim ing of bells bade them  hasten back for m editation.

T h at afternoon they were sitting  on the terrace as the sun 
drew near the horizon. N ever had the sea looked bluer or 
more beautiful. Never had the perfum e of roses and vineyards 
been more entrancing. No sounds reached the ear, save a song 
of bird, or rustle of leaves, and echo of distant natives, singing as 
they  worked. A ll nature was in  her tenderest mood. In  one 
group were Mrs. Glendenning, her daughter, the organist 
Carlo Odiardo, and the young man who first opened the door 
to  them. He was fair, a blonde, young, not twenty, and silent 
as a sphinx. From  the first day he had seemed so absorbed in 
this girl, that his eyes never wandered from her, when not 
observed, yet in his look was more of worship than admiration. 
H e now sat in the group around her, in ten t upon her every
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glance and movement, y e t quick to see if there were any service 
he  could do for others.

F illipp i V alencia had been in  the herm itage a year. He had 
come from E gypt, where he had  been w ith the order E gyptian  
m any years, un til all memory of his old life in  Spain had been 
blotted out. In  appearance he was like a  l a d ; in  reality  he 
was twenty-four years of age. W hen a  child, he had  shown 
remarkable gifts of clairvoyance and psychometry, and happen
ing to  come under the observation of one of the Masters, was 
persuaded to  go w ith them  for train ing  and teaching. H e 
begged to  remain and promised to be a server in  sm allest 
m atters, if he would never be forced to  leave them. H is mind 
was in  a strangely infantile condition, m uch like a boy. I t  
was as if  he had developed as far as boys of th a t age, and then 
stopped, giving him all the whims of a child, joined to  the 
physical s treng th  of a  man. There was som ething so ingenu
ous and intense about him, th a t Zenia had been a ttracted  to  
him a t once, and as she saw more and more of his child-like 
sp irit and unselfish devotion to others, she fe lt a gentle 
sym pathy for the affliction, w hatever i t  m ight have been, th a t 
robbed him of the vigor of his mind. As they were ta lk ing  of 
the inner life, she noticed his eyes fill w ith  tears as he bent 
his head lower over General, w ith whose ears he was playing. 
In stan tly  i t  flashed to her m ind w hat troubled him, and reach
ing her flower to  him  she s a id :

“ D id not the M aster say, ‘ E xcept ye become as little children 
ye shall in  no case en ter the kingdom  ? ’ W e all m ust labor for 
w hat is already yours as a g ift. Grieve not, th a t you are not 
like us, F ilippi.”

T he dog raised his head and looked suddenly toward the sky, 
from which the  dove was coming. I t  settled  on his head.
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Jam es reached forth  his hand to  take it, b u t General resented 
the  movement, and  Zenia, try ing  to  soothe both dog and dove, 
found a note beneath the wing of the latter. She took i t  and  
r e a d :

“ Send thoughts of health  to th e  Pater. He is sick.” T aking  
the flower from her breast she kissed i t  and breathed upon it a 
prayer, and tying i t  beneath the bird’s wing w ith a few words 
on the note she saw i t  fly off as it had come. She told nothing 
of this to her beloved Mouessie, and a few moments later could 
have been seen listening to  the M aster’s teaching, w ith face as 
serene as a summer’s sky.

“ What are the most strik ing  external features of this hour, 
my daughter ? ” said the Master, looking toward Zenia, as he 
spoke.

“ Color, beauty, perfum e,” was the prom pt reply.
“ A nd these are all names of motion, and motion is life. 

There is molecular motion, and atomic motion ; the one of m atter, 
the o ther of spirit. The secret of life is to  bring all vibrations 
in to  harmony or at-one-ment. The one who understands this, 
has the key of power and of knowledge. A ll miseries, th a t fill 
the w orld to -day; all anguish of s o u l; all torm ents of the 
visible world, are scientifically reducible to  inharmonious vibra
tions, T he motion of molecules differs from th a t of atoms, not 
only in  num ber and quality , b u t direction. A ccording to Von 
Bezold, a ll lig h t is the passing of m inute vibrations through 
ether, and a t rig h t angles w ith  the motion of ether itself. 
W hen the sun to-day was over our heads the motion of ether 
was horizontal. A ll vibrations are in  waves, and the colors 
before our eyes a t this moment are due entirely  to the length  
of the wave, while the brightness or intensity  is due to  the 
height. Does this spoil your view, daughter ? ”

Iliigi'l e
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“ I t  seems strange to  th ink  of all this beauty in  such a scien
tific way,”

“ An’ what is the gude o’ it, I  should like to ask ? ” inquired 
James. “ Is i t  no t as well to think of i t  as from the hand of 
God?”

'* Is i t  less from the hand of God because we know something 
of its laws ? I f  we are to be children of His, m ust we not know 
how to do his work according to his own laws ? W hen you are 
to ld  th a t your task m ust be done by overcoming, and when I 
tell you that the overcoming is all done by vibratory and mag
netic law, you will, I am sure, be able to  understand the im
portance of this knowledge. T his evening it  is only as i t  affects 
color and sound th a t I  shall speak, and this because these sisters 
asked me to explain the colors of your chapel window a t vespers. 
A re you conscious of the effect produced when those rays m eet 
on your head, Odiardo ? ”

“ Most certainly, brother. Before that, I  am  try ing  to  give 
expression to  some ideal harmony th a t dwells w ith in  my own 
soul. B u t as soon as th a t influence rests on me, this ideal floats 
from me ; and though I  play upon the keys, I  feel myself, as i t  
were, outside of it, and listening w ith rap t delight. A lthough I  
cannot see the sky, I  know  instinctively w hat colors are glowing 
upon it, for the sounds are colors to me. Color is sound to  the 
elairaudient ear.”

“ A nd you become passive and negative and le t the vibration 
take possession of both you and the instrum ent, do you no t ? ”

“ In  other words, I  am nothing. I  unclutch and le t go of 
m y personal self.”

“  You see a little  how it  is, do you not, daughter ? W hen 
this world was yet uncreated, there yet was m otion ; and now 
throughout its planetary  range, its cosmic forces, its laws of
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attraction, its loves an d  hates, the same law  enters in and  
governs. I t  is for m an to  understand and harmonize them, and 
then, the spirit of Peace will descend and abide. I t  was the 
living rays caught from the setting sun th a t set our souls in 
tune for worship, and when the beams of the g reat orb touched 
the horizon, there burst forth  such a  peal of harmony as se t the 
strains in higher, fu lle r key, and made the chapel glorious w ith 
the psean of praise. N ever do we hear those deep reverberations- 
and exquisite harmonies save when the setting  sun is playing 
his own requiem. To paint a picture well, is to  paint i t  accord
ing to  the waves of sound. Unless it can be transposed from 
color into music it has not the essential of fine a rt. Gome- 
hither, Coco.”

As if in answer to Ms name, a lovely dove flew down upon his 
hand, and looked up in his eyes. Its neck was iridescent, an d  
where the colors began or ended, the  hum an eye could no t dis
tinguish.

“ These feathers are the expression of the varied and beauti
fu l vibrations th a t radiate from the bird’s gentle soul,” said the 
M aster. “ A nd to prove it, we will take i t  to the chapel to-mor
row a t vespers, and when the notes th a t correspond w ith  these 
tin ts are touched, you will see the deligh t m anifested by the  
bird. I ts  own vibrations have been recognized by som ething 
objective to itself, and this alone gives p leasu re ; when sen t back 
to  it, i t  has the effect of intensifying its  nature, as one tunes up 
a musical instrum ent to  concert pitch. T his is the m ystery of 
wearing a  precious stone as a  talisman. T he inner nature, the 
real individual, always has its key-note to  which the harm ony o f 
its being is set. W hatever has the same length  of vibration^ 
though i t  may differ in pitch or am plitude will always bring i t  
joy, beauty, pow er; and whatever differs in  quality, w ill procure

liigi'l o ."I"
y
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discord and misery. The same vibratory note or some m ultiple 
of i t  m ust be sought in everything, to  complete the life. Dress, 
companions, occupation, all m ust be gauged by the one standard . 
T ake the  people of the fiery tr ip lic ity ; they are always keyed  
to  a  note, th a t when vibrating in fu ll power gives in  music A  flat, 
and in  color red  and violet. Aries, the Brazilian am ethyst; Leo, 
the R u b y ; Sagittarius, the  C arbuncle; they are the first, th ird , 
and fifth of the same chord, and when worn properly, augm ent 
the power of the wearer, by adding strength  to his or her vibra
tions. N othing superstitious, nothing m ystical about i t ;  sim ply 
a  scientific fact. I do n o t say th a t this is all. F ar from i t .  
There are spirits of air, spirits of stones, powers and  principal
ities everywhere, and to make these our slaves is far better th an  
to  leave ourselves negative to  them  and allow them  to injure us 
by creating inharm ony of vibratory action.”

“ You speak of wearing them  properly. M aster,” in terrupted 
James.

“ To wear them  properly is to have them wisely chosen, sol
emnly consecrated, secretly cherished, and intelligently used. 
But more of gems when we meet again. As I have said before, 
all belong to the realm  of vibration.”

The colors of declining day on the island of M adeira are 
beyond the power of words to describe. If, as has been asserted 
by certain writers, i t  is a rem nant of A tlantis, we can under
stand  w hat glories of nature stim ulated the powers of those 
ancient minds, from whom may have descended to  us some of 
the grandest tru th s  of to-day.* Bathed in an atmosphere of

* Pour years ago the British Government sent out an expedition to map the 
bottom of the Atlantic ocean. The work is now about completed and a report 
has been issued. It shows that if the water were drained away, the bed of the 
ocean would show a vast plain traversed near the center by a mountain range, 
running parallel with the American coast. Another range running almost at



ZENIA, THE VESTAL.

perpetual delight, surrounded by N ature’s m ost m agnificent 
colorings, hearing only the  g reat diapason of the  ocean, the 
songs of birds and vibrations of the  breeze, w hat wonder th a t 
the  outer senses become dorm ant and  m an’s real self gained 
suprem acy ?

W here else could th is language be comprehended as here, 
am ong the blended rays of gold, and ruby, and blue, th a t filled 
the  sky and air, and were m ultiplied and reproduced in  the 
calm sea ?

“ I understand why this place was chosen for a  re treat,” 
said Mrs. G lendenning, speaking to  no one in  particular, bu t 
breaking the long silence as by an effort of w il l ; “ surely 
there can be no other spot in all the world where its  h ighest 
self is so constantly attained as here, for nature m ust have 
a  higher as well as a lower self.”

“ Ah, surely, yes,” replied Odiardo. “ W hen we are in the 
world, and our thought drops down to the world’s things, we 
feel tha t we die to  the  higher. Then we go alone into the 
m ountains or ou t by the sea-shore, and sit still a lo n g  time, and 
we find a peace coming in, and when we feel the wave coming 
toward us, there is an inflowing more spiritual tha t we do not 
see, bu t i t  lifts us high toward the great Unseen. A h, yes, 
nature can take us high.”

“ Do you understand this subject of vibrations th a t we are to 
learn shout this evening ? I have been a long tim e studying

right angles to this, extends from Newfoundland to Iceland. A curious fact re
garding the mountains is that their tops are as white as though they lay in the 
region of perpetual snow. The reason for this, according to the Rochester 
Po*t-Ezprp*s, is that the mountains are thickly covered witii a species of pure 
white shell. The legends of the lost Atlantis are borne out by the finding of 
“ an elevated plateau, the shape and extent of which corresponds to the size of 
the lost Atlantis almost exactly,”
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its laws, b u t find the so-called teachers of science know but 
little  about it. There has been no work w ritten  upon it, and 
only as a  p a rt of some theory is i t  alluded to. Some writers 
touch i t  in  books on color, and of course we find allusions to it 
in  works on musical harmonics ; b u t tlia t has n o t given us much 
idea of the scope of its  manifestations, much less its  underly
ing  philosophy.”

“ I  only know  about it, where i t  belongs to  m y beloved 
music, b u t the  M aster will make i t  all clear to  you. H e has 
been m any years th ink ing  about it, and knowledge comes to 
him  so very  wonderfully that he knows everything. W hen I 
was called by the Voice, I  could not understand anything. I 
only knew  th a t I  was not my own master. O n such a  n igh t as 
this, I  have followed the lights in  the  sky, o u t and  o u t toward 
the west, m y soul seeming to leave the body, and I  would hear 
music th a t does no t belong to e a r th ; b u t I  could not keep it, 
nor could I  understand the law of its coming. W hen the 
M aster found me, and tau g h t me the law of in-breathing, I  
found the secret of the inglowing and inflowing, and ever since 
heaven has been always near.”

“ The blessed M aister! ” in terrup ted  James, “  was there ever 
a man like h im ? H e knows everything, y e t he is no more than 
a bairn in  his own eyes. A nd to  th ink  I took him for ju st an 
ordinary man when I  saw him in America. I t  makes me sair 
a t  heart to  th ink  o’ my blindness.”

“ He does not desire to be thought of as a wonderful man. 
H e cares only to  do good, and keep the ch ild-heart; nothing so 
vexes him  as to have us fix our minds on him, instead of on 
the tru th  he teaches. He says we do not th ink  of the pen th a t 
writes a letter, or the wire th a t sends a message ; or the paper 
of a le t te r ; and  why should we th ink  of a mouth used to  give
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ou t knowledge, or a brain th a t is the instrum ent of collecting 
i t ? ”

“ T h at is a’ very easy to  ta lk  aboot, b u t who can ever th in k  of 
sic a grand mon as a mere instrum ent ? I t  is the height of 
absurdity,” replied Jam es warmly.

“ A  year hence you will th ink  very differently, or you w ill 
no t have gone far on the way. of life, my good brother. B u t 
there is the dove, w ith the olive branch in  its beak, calling us 
to  hasten to  the ark, as we call the terrace. T his is the nearest 
path .”



VlBHATtOtW . 197

C H A P T E R  X II .

VIBRATIONS.

“ Anew os, all unseen, flows on the river 
Pale river of the ghosts;

Vibrations touch the air we breathe, that quiver 
To the Hadean coasts.”

H e  led the way between two rocks down a  short flight of 
stairs, and after a  tu rn  to  the righ t, they  were in  the m idst 
of the Brotherhood, all w aiting their arrival. Num ber E ig h t sat 
in their midst, benign, venerable, and serene. H e was touched 
by the illum ination above, around, beneath, and sat in rap t 
m editation. W hen he saw the V estal coming tow ard him , he 
motioned her to a  seat on his rig h t, and  after all were seated he 
s a id :

“ A ll things unite here and now, to give expression to  the 
law  of vibratory force which we are about to study. W e  a r e  
VIBRATIONS IN A UNIVERSE OF VIBRATIONS. There is bu t 
one law tha t m ust be understood, if men would live rightly , 
wield power, serve God, and not see death.”  H e paused and 
waved his hand toward the firmament, the ocean, the vines, and 
rocks. There was a  pulse th a t seemed to  breathe in each and 
all. T he faces gathered before him were a study. N early 
three hundred in all, m ostly men, and all betraying an earnest 
in terest and intense desire. I t  would require a vivid imagina
tion in  this m aterial age to picture the life of th a t Brotherhood



in the herm itage on the island of M adeira. W ith  no commu
nication w ith the outside w o rld ; w ith no postal service, tele
graphs, or new spapers; w ith no allusions to  kingdom s, em
pires, or republics ; to  personalities or po litics; no crime or gos
sip or social convulsions; could anything be more absurd than to 
call such an existence life ? W here is the  man or woman of to
day, accustomed to the sensations of an overstrained, unhealthy 
effort to keep their place in  the mad dance of death, th a t would 
no t look upon such a life as monotonous and unbearable ? A  
six days’ voyage across the ocean can be endured because there 
are hundreds of other humans as w illing to  amuse, as anxious 
to be amused as them selves; and hence the events of the 
m undane world can be re-hashed ad infinitum  fo r m utual edifica
tion, bu t to  condemn these individuals to a  place where these 
things are no t ad m itted ; to  forbid them  to th ink  or speak of 
s e l f ; to bind them  to the law of silence as regards all th a t is 
m un d an e; would be to cast them  into an inferno of which 
D ante never dreamed. Then, where were those souls found 
who sa t th a t evening on the terrace a t M adeira, n o t only con
tent, b u t beaming w ith deligh t ? W ere they  from some other 
world,— or had they never known the rush of the n ineteenth  
century  ? Lines of care or suffering or passion were not 
w ritten  on their faces; and strange to say the channel chased 
by the anim al desires on all the m ature faces we know, could 
not be found am ong th a t gathering. M oments passed. T he 
silence became oppressive. The colors of the after-glow grew 
more and more intense, and the breath of these three hundred 
was as the breath of a single individual. A fter the long silence 
when the clouds began to pale, and the torches of the sky 
turned out, the M aster spoke—beginning as he did  before :

“ W e are all vibrations. As I  speak, my words en ter your
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ear by vibrations, and  through th is law  is your m ind acted  on. 
By i t  worlds are created and  k ep t in  p lace ; and i t  has been 
revealed to  me th a t once fu lly  comprehended there w ill be no 
other problem to  m aster in  order to  know the heights and 
depths of all things. I  do no t speak to  you, my brethren, as a 
mere scientist, for they know b u t the mere shell of vibratory 
law. I t  is well to  know the  outer, for the ou ter is an  expression 
of the in n e r; b u t tru e  knowledge is not a  th ing  of memory and 
intellect, of names and appearances— it is of the interior, and 
the beginning of things. To go back to  this in  macrocosm 
and microcosm is to resolve i t  all into the word, breath. A s  we 
find it  w ritten  in the most ancient book of the Bible, ‘ The 
breath of the A lm ighty hath  g iven me life.’ ‘ God breathed 
into man the breath of life and he became a living soul.’ T he 
grossest m aterialist w ill adm it th a t all forces may be resolved in to  
one which he calls electricity or sometimes motion. Those 
who go fu rth e r and are illum ined by tru th  call this motion 
breath o r vibration. A ccording to  the  rate of vibrations is the 
m anifestation produced, w hether in  the  physical, m ental or 
spiritual world. T he O rientals have carried the study  far beyond 
us. T hey  have discovered th a t from the A ll or Central B reath 
which we call God are sen t forth  five modifications of breath 
th a t respond to  our five senses. They have also found the 
exact forms produced by these different vibrations or varieties 
of breath. W e have attained the knowledge of the phonograph 
through this, and  have thus progressed one step  where they  
have made five. They can give the external form of each as 
accurately as we produce the external form of the vibrations 
spoken or sung, in the tube of the phonograph. They have 
also classified them according to  the planes in which they exist, 
and show that these affect different parts of our organization.



ZEN IA , THE VESTAL.

T he lower plane or slower vibrations belong to  the physical, 
the  nex t m ental, and the next psychical, and the nex t spiritual. 
I t  is only where these are capable of being perceived or sensed, 
that we can know aught of what is transpiring in these realms. 
You w ill see th a t th is gives us the key to the difficulty ex
perienced by many in cognizing the finer forces of N ature. 
T hey  have no senses to hear or see, and so pronounce the verdict, 
* impossible.’ T he world is fu ll of these minds ;—honest in 
Intent, as a savage is honest who worships a m an as a  God, 
because he can remove Ms teeth or a false hand. Honest bu t 
ignorant. As you have all discovered by personal training 
th a t a new world was revealed to eye and ear never before 
dream ed o f ; so, as the vibrations become keyed to  h igher 
tones, w ill the revelations still continue. T he scientist and 
m aterialist know nothing of the colors and sounds as real to you 
a s  any they  k n o w ; and as they will not develop th e ir inner 
powers, w ill continue to  cry o u t against our knowledge, because 
i t  is beyond th e ir rate of vibrations. L ike a child  who only 
knows his m ultiplication table to  twelve times twelve, and  when 
asked how m uch fourteen times fourteen is, replies there is no 
such  num ber, for he has learned i t  all. You m ust no t be dis
tu rbed  a t  this. No studen t in the higher course of m athem atics 
blames the boy who has no t m astered the fundam ental rules. 
W e know  the power of breath. W e know w hat change of 
breath will cause in  man or beast. W e know how easily the 
d read  diseases of the world are held in  check by tatw ic changes, 
an d  well we know how many years of threatened war between 
tw o  of Europe’s g reat nations was held in  check by a chosen 
num ber of the Illum inati, who controlled the situation by 
vibratory power. I t  is a practical thing, th is law  of vibrations. 
T h e  new age, w ith  all its sp iritual lights and sixth-race people.
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w ill understand its  u s e ; and children of the coming race will 
do w hat adepts only can perform  now. This knowledge will 
revolutionize the earth. T he sp irit of discord will be banished 
from individuals and nations; disease w ill hide its head and 
take its place among the memories of a forgotten p a s t; and 
even  death will henceforth lose its  power to terrify  earth’s 
children. A ll will be effected by a b it of knowledge so 
simple, th a t the marvel will be th a t it  was ever hidden. To 
change vibrations, to lower or heighten their pitch, or to 
increase or diminish their am plitude, is to know w hat E gyp t 
knows of old, the Secret of the Sphinx.”

“ We sit to-night upon this terrace and watch the tin ts of sky 
and  s e a ; and listen to the m urm ur of the waves th a t break 
upon the shore below u s ; we hear the echo of the voices sing
ing  among the vineyards ; we catch the notes of b ird  and insect 
—and all this varied phenomena is b u t the result of one law, 
viz., vibration. Each sigh t we see or sound we hear can be re
solved, like snow, ice, w ater—th a t changes into steam — into a 
single word, motion. To understand this fact the race needs 
higher development, another step in  upw ard march of evolu
tionary  spiral. W ere we to bring the u n tau g h t native from 
the  vineyard, and the m an of scientific knowledge here to-night, 
th e ir verdict would be m uch the same though reached by a 
d ifferent process. The child of nature, looking hence would 
say— ‘ I  see the colors, or I  hear the so u n d s; ’ while the scien
tists would also say, ‘ I  see,’ ‘ I  hear,’—b ut the unlearned would 
know no law, and the scientific m an would proceed a t once to 
form ulate the vibration- into its sim plest form of motion, 
H O 2, and say, ‘ This is a molecule. A  molecule represents one 
atom  of this and two of th a t k ind  of motion. Beyond this he 
knows nothing, y e t th inks his knowledge far more valuable
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than  th a t of the peasant who only says he hears and sees. 
Compare such knowledge w ith  th a t of Odiardo and Jam es, who 
know the sounds and colors of nature as a m other knows h e r 
children’s faces and tones. W hen men can hear th e  sunsets in  
the western skies, or catch the notes of harmonies th a t rise from 
fields of flowers they know w hat none can know by mere ex
ternal sense. The man of science and the child of natu re  m eet 
upon a  common ground. T hey  know w hat can be known by 
revelation of the physical senses. The one th inks no t nor cares 
how sound or color have been p ro d u ced ; the o ther has a formula 
of words th a t satisfies his intellect. B u t could we bring these 
two extremes together upon the psychic plane, and show them 
how the colors seen by outer eye are m aking melodies celestial 
plainly heard by finer sense, th in k  you they  w ould not find a 
world around them  never dream ed o f?  I t  is only when a 
language can be translated into o ther tongues th a t we call a  
man a lin g u is t; how then shall he be called learned, who only 
knows a single expression of nature’s forces, and cannot translate  
them  into other forms ?

“ I t  is because the world needs active workers, and the day of 
dream ing has gone by, th a t I  would have ye study  well the  
vibratory law  of nature. The long day of Love’s w aiting is  
accom plished; henceforth Justice walks the earth  w ith all 
the majesty of coming judgm ent. The workers for the vineyard 
m ust be sen t among the world’s wolves. No sheltered life 
in qu iet herm itage can henceforth hold the sowers of the seed of 
T ru th . To m eet the horrors of a life of ex ternality ; of sense, 
and lust, and greed, and pride, ye m ust know the law of waves 
of thought, and knowing, ye m ust m aster and control. The 
work for some may be w ith single lives ; others will be given 
larger fields ; bu t everywhere the law will be the same. Never*-
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more will ye find rest un til the war of Arm ageddon has been 
fought and victory won.”

For a moment he paused, his eyes were fixed upon the  sky. 
He seemed to  read upon its clouds a  message of the moment, 
and as he read he sm iled assent. A t th is point Jam es, w ith 
th a t vehemence and impatience th a t always characterized him, 
b lurted ou t the w ords:

“ I f  only, M aister, ye could take us back to  a’ these things, as 
bairns are taugh t. I  ken so little  th a t I  am ower sure I ’ll 
never comprehend sic things.”

“ Thou m ust not forget th a t the  soul’s journey is on and on, 
and time is nothing. W h a t thou dost not learn here, thou 
w ilt learn farther on. I  w ill try  to  make my m eaning plain, 
Jam es.

“ In  the beginning of all things— God breathed— God spoke—  
and from th a t breath went forth  the waves of vibratory force from 
which all worlds were created. T he prim al splendors of tha t 
divine out-breathing have never w holly faded from the world ; 
and now when m an has lived through a ll the evolutions of a gross 
m aterial existence, he catches a  fa in t glimpse of the  great law 
underlying all things, filling all things, w orking in  all the uni
verse, and in  h is own organism— the law  of motion o r vibration. 
As he rises in  the scale of being, he will gain finer powers of 
perception, and the Seventh-day people, the children of the near 
future, will know the power of breath, as none of m ortal k ind  
have ever known.

“ A sk a m an of science and he will tell you there is simple 
motion and vortex motion, and he will proceed to  show you their 
peculiar differences, and trace effects, and tell their cause. B u t 
if you ask w hat was the first m otion th a t Bent forth  fire-mist 
and nebula whirling into space, he will answer—it  was vortex.
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Ask him when that vortex motion first set up another of a dif
ferent nature, and he cannot tell. I f  each and every atom has 
its motion in a spiral, and these atoms come with opposite move
ments into each other’s embrace, and still go on in spiral whirl, 
when can we imagine they could cease that motion and be
come direct ? Am ong the men who dare to think and stand 
for truth, whatever comes, is an American. He is fearless and 
original.* His recent work takes a position more advanced 
than scientists have heretofore taken. He speaks of the im
ponderable ether as something now established, and quotes from 
Newton, who said, that though he could not make out its mode 
of action, he would discount any man’s intelligence who 
doubted it. He then proceeds to speak of atoms and vortex 
movement in a way quite new to science, and these first bold 
steps will lead to changes that will revolutionize the  scientific 
world. For ages men have thought an atom indivisible, and 
all the realm  of physics has been bu ilt on this hypothesis.

“ A s surely  as the long-established views concerning Mara are 
now to be overthrown by the revelations of the more powerful 
telescopes, so surely will a  new science be form ulated on a  new 
basis of vortex m otion.f There will be found a law of spiral 
movement runn ing  throughout the universe, and even motion 
th a t we call d irect is subject to the law. Remember this. A ll 
is motion. A ll is vibration, which is another name for motion. 
A ll is magnetism, which is the g reat sea of force, the car, the 
vehicle on which all thought, a ll will, m ust move.

•P rofessor DoTbeare, whose recent work, “  M atter, Ether, and Motion,”  is 
here referred to.

t  W hen Keeley found an explosion result from blowing up the cylinder of a 
pump, he caught the first glimmer of a tight tha t will one day lighten the world. 
He found a something finer, and more powerful than  anything before dis
covered. On the explosion of atoms will depend forces—beyond present 
range of possibility.
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“ T he world w ill call you visionary and  transcendental, and  tell 
you th a t the men of science are the ones who have the  solid 
substance beneath their feet, when w ell we know they  stand 
upon the invisible immutable law  th a t binds the atoms together—  
and call i t  the name of A ttraction. A s St. P au l says, the visible 
is b u t a  symbol of the true. Remember th a t the realm  of sp irit, 
and the knowledge of the h igher self are true. A ll else will 
change. These change not. T he w orld w ill ask you w hat hy
pothesis upholds your structure, and then  i t  will proceed to  tell 
you all the genesis of worlds beginning w ith  the atom. A  scien
tis t has even gone so far as to  describe and draw an atom. H e 
tells how they are formed, by w hat law  they  are attracted, and 
held together and form a m olecule; and listen ing  m ultitudes 
drink in his wisdom open-mouthed. From  atoms, it  is on and  
on through creative process, till man the microcosm, stands upon 
the earth—the final outcome of the atom.

“ B u t should some curious m ind inquire where they  m ight see 
an atom or a  molecule, th a t they  m ight better know their own 
ancestral germs, imagine their dismay when told, You cannot see 
w hat man has never seen. B u t surely, they w ill say, You could 
not photograph and know so well unless the eye has seen ;—  
again they answer, M an’s eye nor even m ost powerful micro
scope has ever seen a molecule, m uch less an  atom. H is scien
tific structure has been bu ilt upon a th ing  unknown. T he foun
dation is an idea and only this. W e stand  upon the basis of 
eternal verity. W hatever is made m anifest is b u t a reflection 
of w hat has ever existed, and motion is the ever-weaving shu ttle  
of Omnipotence, bringing to  lig h t the though t of Infinite mind. 
You w ill be to ld  th a t no one has been able to  see a vibration of 
lig h t or sound, th a t the word is used to  represent som ething 
th a t corresponds to it. Then m ust ye answer, as did H e of Naz-
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a re th : ‘ H aving eyes, ye see n o t ; ears, ye hear n o t; ’ for well we 
know th a t w ith the sp irit’s senses we can discern vibrations too 
fine and subtle for the eye of flesh. O r ye m igh t say to  such,— 
‘ N either have ye seen atoms nor molecules, nor wind, nor chol- 
e raan d y e t ye do no tsay  they  do no t exist.’ W hen  m en have devel
oped their higher powers they will no t doubt the v ibrating  laws. 
T hey  then will hear a color, and see a  sound. T he wounded bird 
th a t flutters in  the  hand will no t be fe lt alone, b u t heard like 
song, in  m inor key. T he rustle of the  w ind in field of grain will 
seem to  such a ceaseless flow of waves of color, blending and 
interblending m ost harmoniously. I t  w ill no t m atter then 
w hether one sees or hears. T he music of the spheres is no t a 
poet’s fancy. T he worlds are moving in  a  grand symphony, 
where atoms have their part, as well as suns and planets, constel
lations and systems, and man the microcosm is m arching on 
tow ard man the central and  perfected sun—whose center and 
circumference is universal L ove .”

H is voice now ceased, and all was silent. Up from the dis
tant rim of sea and sky a single star resplendent shone. Venus, 
the evening orb. As if he was transported th ith e r by a single 
thought, he gazed and smiled, bu t did not speak.

“ How wonderful m ust it  be to live in sic a w arl’ of l ie h t ! ” 
said Jam es, in a sort of rapture.

“ And are we not upon a star, that to the eyes of other worlds 
is bright as that though not so large ? And are we not this 
moment whirling through space in rhythmic melody w ith all 
those worlds ? Children of the starry host; a p art of the eterni
ties ; immortal spirits moving on to ‘ God, who is our home,’ 
how can we for a moment th ink of ought unw orthy such divini 
t ie s ? ”

“ I never quite could comprehend why we never feel such rapid

it (.!i(liCJ
C!
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motion as science proves we make through space,” suggested 
Zenia.

“ A gain the m ystic word vibration solves the problem, my 
child. The same old story, ever told and retold. In  all created 
things, a certain note is struck  th a t tells the vibratory rate of all 
the parts th a t make the whole. T hough some are not as rapid as 
the  rest, the difference is always sure to be a m ultiple, or parts 
th a t make a chord. M an placed on earth , is keyed to  such 
vibrations as harmonize w ith those of the planet’s motion, and 
hence he does no t feel the movement of which he is a  part. I f  
brain and heart and every rad iating  center of his organism 
were no t vibrating a t these perfect rates, he could no t live a 
moment. W hen sickness troubles him, i t  is because some 
action has been lessened or increased, and discord reigns. To 
cure all trouble, to  heal all ills, to restore a perfect state  of 
man, is only to  a ttune the vibratory action to  perfect har
mony.”

“ A nd ju st here comes in the problem over which I  have 
puzzled my brain a long tim e,” in terrupted Mrs. G lendenning
eagerly: “ How to  change vibrations. W ho can do it  ? Is it 
in the power of all?  W hat is the secret th a t w ill help the 
world ? ”

The Master smiled at her questions, following each other 
with the rapidity  of an anxious, im patient desire.

“ It is the problem of the ages, now to be solved for the first 
step of the new race. A great writer has said th a t when the first 
note of a new octave is evolved, man first begins to live I That 
time is now. Since 1881 the seventh note Inis ceased, and the 
new octave has commenced. The time has come to prove the 
tru th  of words long since u tte red : ‘ W hen man becomes a t 
tu n ed  to  music of celestial spheres, his thought can heal a t  any



distance.’ You ask me how. T he rule is sim ple—for i t  
is bu t th is : Take all the four centers of the microcosm, 
and hush their separate action, and so unite them  all in one 
w ithin the heart. T his is to change vibration. To change 
vibration is to change the world. On i t  depends a ll choice 
of friends, a ll joy and sorrow, all th a t ever can be know n of 
paradise upon th is earth .”

“ A nd where are there books to  give us ligh t on this im portan t 
sub ject?”  asked Zenia.

“  T here are none. Except, as here and there a musician, o r 
an  artist, or a  man of science touches on the g reat vibratory law, 
i t  never has been brought w ith in  the range of practical minds. 
Goethe, full-orbed, could not ignore i t ;  and others touch i t  
ligh tly . A nd this is all. O f all the scientific men, the  Ger
man writer, Keichenbach, perhaps has caught the h ighest inspira
tion, un til this Am erican has w ritten. Reichenbach discovered 
a difference of vibration in  individuals through sensitiveness of 
sight. Some could perceive a moving flame a t the  poles of 
a strong m agnet, while others saw nothing, and he was bold 
enough to assert t h a t : ‘ There were changes going on in  nature 
every mom ent which we do not see because we have no sense 
fitted to  perceive them. Electrical motions take place around 
us th a t we do not perceive in  the slightest degree. I f  a man 
should descend from the clouds w ith  a six th  sense, to point ou t 
these changes should we not listen to him  ? ’ H ere is a scientist 
reaching out for a six th  sense, as som ething belonging to  
another w o rld ; while w ith us it  is a simple fact, and proven to 
be the heritage of all, if they w ill claim it.

“ A ll vibration depends upon the balancing of currents—and 
this depends upon polarity. S tudy vibration. S tudy polarity, 
if you w ould en ter into the secret chambers of the law  of
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universe. E very th ing  m ust have polarity—the action th a t 
results depends upon the center. T his same w riter asserts th a t  
vibratory law  enters all domains of life and is the cause a t  w ork 
in  physical, m ental and moral disturbances. H e says these 
currents ac t upon the hum an brain from birth  till  death. T hey 
p lay  upon the forehead during  the day, and on the back head 
during  the n ight. H ow  long w ill i t  be, before such men as 
these step  one step  fa rther and stand upon our p latform ? 
Silence, and wait. S ile n c e ,  a n d  w a i t .

“  A  few years hence, when men see more clearly, and do n o t 
darken understanding by m any words, the world will smile a t  
w hat is now accepted as a  proof of learning. A  deep emotion 
of the m ind th a t brings a tear upon the cheek w ill no t be 
looked upon as a chemical action producing a compound of 
chalk and lime and water. Even now we cannot read a 
scientific description of a kiss unmoved. A  m other bends 
above her child, and in  the rapture of a pure unselfish love, 
she kisses it. The angel would behold and weigh the deep 
emotion, but a  scientist would quote the formula and only see 
that ‘ The true nature and signification of a kiss is, th a t the 
lips are one of the foci of odyle, and the flames play a  p art 
therein. The kiss gives nothing, b u t strives after an equilib
rium that i t  does not attain. Psychically and physically i t  is 
one of negativ ity .’ Ah, children, can such words as these 
measure a mother’s love ? If these wise men could hush the 
action of the brain, and all the outer senses, and let the higher, 
their most subliminal self, assert itself, they would find about 
them  an ethereal world of which they do not dream. Beyond 
this they would come in touch w ith  auric atmospheres still 
finer, and by its  power all th ings can be transm itted  th a t pass
within its realm. Once understood, a  world as new as ever

14
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burst upon a new-born soul w ould open to  tbeir senses, and 
then such men as Reichenbaeh would see why sunlight, moon
light, everything in nature has power to quicken human forces, 
and precious stones have power for good or ill according to a 
law.* I f  light is the passage of m inute particles through ether, 
at rig h t angles with its waves of motion, and the intensity of 
lig h t depends upon the height of its wave; its color on the 
length, we see that all phenomena of light and color are merely 
differences of vibratory force, and the modifications produced 
by the media through which they  pass.f As one has said, ‘ If 
w e  imagine th a t the solar ray is a nerve, a wire for living vibra
tions of in telligen t harmony, as of old the A ncients figured 
Apollo leading forth  vibrations from his lyre of morn, so now it 
Is the divine natural hum anity th a t is Apollo, and the plectrum  
is in the solar ray, and the wonderful instrum ent is the solar 
plexus. A n orb is touched whose m atter is of the substance 
of hum anity and whose lig h t and heat are bom  of the mingled 
love and wisdom of its unified im mortal people.’ ”

“  And is it  really  true  th a t scientific minds begin to  see why 
gems should have an influence on the w earer?” asked Zenia, 
regarding a  magnificent star-astral th a t shone and pulsated  from 
her finger. “ IIow  can they affect us, M aster?”

“  Some hold th a t certain lower intelligences belong to dif
ferent gems, and when their owner calls upon them, they obey 
his bidding and are slaves to  a  higher will. T his w ould not 
satisfy the scientific mind, and so, again we solve the problem 
by  reducing it to its sim plest form— vibration. Ages before 
m an trod the earth in hum an form, the rays of lig h t w ent forth

* Every crystal, natural or artificial, exerts a specific action on the animal
nerve ; feeble In health, powerful in weakness.—Reicuenbach.

t  Yon Bezold’s “ Theory of Color.”
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upon th e ir mission. Sometimes they fell upon an  aggregate 
of atoms in  process of crystallization, and the ray was caugh t 
and certain of its  vibrations held  and fastened in  the b it of 
rock. M an, keyed to  different rates of vibration, strengthens 
and fortifies him self by focalizing on a corresponding stone. 
Philosophers have sought to know the reason why a  certain 
gem  w ill help a  certain individual, and A ristotle says ‘ T he virtue 
in stones is in  the heat and cold. T he heat induces form, the 
cold subsists in  the  aqueous part.’ A nother says, ‘ T he stone 
tha t a man holds is a fam ily of m ineral egos, th a t have their 
exits and each in tu rn  plays m any parts.’ Theophrastus held 
th a t all metals were of water, b u t the precious stones of earth. 
P la to  and his followers believed they  held a  sort of personality 
th a t infused its v irtue into them . Herm es said th a t all power 
was due to planetary causes, th a t  virtues of things below m ust 
come from things above. A lbertus Magnus, the greatest of his 
kind, asserted th a t the power lay  in the form. Pythagoras 
m aintained th a t a ll th ings have a soul, and in  the hidden sub
liminal self, hidden in the soul of the stones, their virtue was 
concealed. T h a t when a man gazed upon a stone whose soul 
had power upon his own, it  threw  ou t certain radiations th a t 
charmed him as a  serpent may charm a bird. He believed th a t 
by a certain way of fixing the eye, the soul of one man could 
be made to en ter another. A  fact th a t seems established by 
the newer facts of hypnotism. Democritus said plainly : ‘ A ll 
things are fu ll of gods.’ Jacob Boehme, who saw w ith deeper 
spiritual vision, declared th a t precious stones have their origin 
in the flash of lig h t caused by love. He calls them ‘ the eye of the 
natural world.’ T heir flash was born of meekness in the center 
of sourcive spirits. In  each external th ing  there are two qualities, 
one originating from time, the o ther from eternity . The first
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revealed, the last hidden.’ T h a t beautiful corundum  or star- 
astral on your finger, child, reveals a certain q u a lity  to  all the 
world, b u t to your newer soul i t  has a voice of power th a t 
speaks from the heart of its  six-pointed star, formed in  i t  when 
the earth  was young. I t  is a  stone of wondrous power, yet 
people wear it  w ithout a  though t of occult m eaning.* In  his- 
story  we are to ld  of Lady H ildegarde, wife of Theodore of H ol
land, who gave a ruby  to  the  Egm endenses so brillian t th a t i t  
gave sufficient ligh t in  a dark room to  read by. T he fact th a t 
Tourm aline and Zircon have a  power to polarize the rays of 
light, has long been known, b u t who am ong the men of science 
will say why this is so ? Ah, the  heights and depths, the length 
and breadth of all the knowledge h id  in  precious stones, and 
linked w ith  m an’s eternal d e s tin y ! In  holy books they have a 
first and last place always. W hen  the Tem ple was to  be built, 
and a holy priesthood chosen, the order came for them  to  have 
a  breast-plate made of precious stones, one for each tribe or 
sign of the Zodiac. W ith in  these gems a  power was hidden 
whereby the priest could know the fu ture, or guide the people. 
In  John’s vision of the Apocalypse, these gems come in again, in 
rainbow-colors round the  throne, and in the walls of the New 
Jerusalem . Always the same— for tru th  is always one. I t  is 
the story of the stars and man ; of how the planets and the 
constellations play on man from b irth  till  d e a th : aye, more, 
— these colors represent the evolution of a hum an soul from 
animal to  angel. The lower layers are thick, opaque, and do 
not le t the lig h t of sp irit through, till  suffering of every form 
has been endured, and in its fires the finer essence has come forth.

“ The scope of hum an possibilities will never be attained until 
men know these finer laws of co lo r; until they know the use of

* To fully comprehend the vibrations of light in certain gems, study them with 
a magnifying glass at Knowlton's in Boston or Tiffany’s in New York.



silence and  darkness and p a in ; u n til they  know th a t vibrations 
th a t are sensed by eye and ear are born in  noise and discord ; 
while all the tones and tin ts of the astral world come only from 
the iihnce  and the dark. A ll root-life has its grow th here, and 
even hum an life obeys the law. Can man, then, hope to  break 
the  law when he would en ter the  world of sp irit?  Long m ust 
he w ait in  silence, before the vibratory law  can work w ithin, to 
bring him  into rapport w ith  the  sea of mind, the Over-Soul— 
T he One whom we call God. ‘ A ll th ings come to  him  who 
knows how to w a it’ ; aye—as the  M aster said, ‘A ll things th a t 
ye seek shall ye find.’ One w ith  God, a  channel of inflowing 
established ; at-one-ment made w ith  the Divine, and shall not all 
healing, all knowledge, all life come ? T he physician of the near 
fu tu re will no t be one whose rig h t to  heal was given by college or 
diploma. H e will be the man whose rig h t is proven by re su lts ; 
whose m ind is cognizant of all the laws of magnetism, and elec
tricity , and waves of thought, and change of vibrations. He 
will not need to  name each organ and its function to  do his 
work, b u t by a touch, a word, aye, even a look, the center 
springs of life w ill be readjusted, and nature does the rest. 
There are those on earth  to-day who begin to see that, by w hat
ever m ethod cures are wrought, they  all m ust be resolved or fol
lowed to  one prim al source. ' T here is b u t one great reservoir 
of life, and he who knows how to reach i t  most speedily is the 
m aster of the age. Men w onder why electric currents drive 
ou t germs of deadly disease. T hey  never stop to th ink th a t 
these very parasites have set up  in  the system a vibratory 
action of their own th a t work tow ard d e a th ; and only by a 
more intense vibration can they be conquered. Hence elec
tric ity  will often cure where all else fails. W here ju st the op
posite effect is needed, the qu ie t subtle cu rren t of the negative
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or m agnetic force will do the  work. A s all the world is sick 
and needs the healing touch, I  would th a t j e  m ight learn the 
law of healing, as the G alilean healed in  Palestine. No word, 
no drug, bu t knowledge how to open wide the flood-gates of God’s 
life. Follow the law of Silence. A nd when ye go into th e  house 
of mourning, i t  is the same, do no t speak. A t such times, words 
are weaker than a t any other. Do as did  they of old who tried  to 
comfort J o b ; s it ye in silence and breathe w ith  those whose hearts 
are heavy. T he law of equilibrium  w ill always prove its tru th  ; 
and in the silence ye w ill change vibrations and lift the shadows 
from the stricken ones. So, too, of all life’s troubles. O f in
harmonious lives, and tragedies of daily life th a t make this 
earth a pandemonium. O nly when ye have become a ttuned  to 
the music of celestial spheres, will ye be a power for good. 
Then w ill ye be able to send a though t around the globe, and 
heal a t any distance. In  the grand  old B aptistery a t P isa, ye 
know how w onderfully this law  of vibration is shown forth. 
Upon the lower plane, all sounds are rough and inharmonious, 
and alm ost unendurable. T hen as the stairs are climbed, in 
the dome ye lis te n ; and those very sounds become the sw eetest 
music, harmonious and celestial. ’Tis thus w ith  life, and all 
the change is w rought by change of vibration. W hen, years 
ago, some of our num ber visited America, they w ent to  see the 
Luray Caverns of V irginia, so famous for their beautiful sta
lactites. As rays of lig h t fell on these figures, they  could hear 
distinctly  most celestial music. T he guides heard no th ing  till 
they struck  the substance w ith  a stick, and then  the coarser ears 
heard sounds of lower rate. T his is the m eaning of our life in 
th is secluded spot. W e wish to  come in  touch w ith finer forces, 
tha t we may take a power to  help the sons of men. T he in ter
locking of the atoms is a  fact, as well established as a  fact of



science. How best to use this knowledge is the question of 
each day, and when in love and wisdom ye desire to help, re
member w hat I  say— the result will never fail. Love is abso
lute over all mind. Love is the creating power. Love is the pro
pelling force. I t  is the clew to the g reat secret, and the only k ey  
to God’s m ystery of the hum an soul. A s all vibration is an
other word for involution and ev o lu tio n ; as finer waves are set 
in motion by the higher n a tu re ; i t  is easy to  be seen th a t love 
and thought keep up the currents in the involving and evolving- 
of their forces, causing him to reach out to  God and  ligh t, o r  
casting him down to self and darkness. T he soul’s prayer must, 
be understood aright. I ts  positive and negative action m ust be- 
kep t in perfect equipoise, and thus the words.of the apostle w ill 
be fulfilled—* Be ye transform ed by the renewing of y o u r  
minds.’ The universe is a product of thought and love un ited  
w ith W ill and W isdom. Unless the science of equilibrium  is 
understood in spiritual as in  material things— destruction comes. 
From lowest form of m aterial to  highest intelligence, one law 
governs all—and this is the vibratory action between the fire- 
breath and the Breath of Life, the Holy Ghost. A s a w riter who 
has attained great wisdom on this line has said, ‘ The first rhy th 
mic octave leads up the processions of its universal Kingdom , 
the second octave leads up  the vegetable, the th ird  the animal. 
Every spherule of organized universal respires into the p lanet 
to its universal S o u l; every vegetable to its vegetable so u l; 
every animal to its  anim al soul. T he quickened man, through 
the universal degree in  his sensation, makes every nerve of h is 
universal sensitiveness an ear-passage and is brought into th e  
song of nature.’ Evolutions are vibrations, whatever stirs evo
lutions w ill set the vibratory wires of man’s nature in motion. 
According to the cause of emotion will be the plane of action.
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and strange to  say, the  emotions produced by tones of color, 
when these are attuned  into their tru e  reflex, are far more subtle 
and exalted than those th a t come through waves of sound. 
Color permeates the universe. To assist the soul in its upward 
march, the  emotions m ust be trained th a t bring the soul and 
m ind into harmony. I t  is a ll reduceable to scientific rules, when 
o u r senses are developed to  a h igher state. As microscope and 
telescope have revealed worlds never dream ed of, so, in  the cul
tivation  of the six th  sense shall we find tire way to all mysteri
ous realm s; for this will lead to  the seventh sense, and the open 
door of the th ird  way. W e see the steps of progress in the 
colors of the rainbow. T he ou ter edge of slower vibratory rate 
represent the senses of the body th a t only  can receive and rec
ognize a slower range of tone and color.— These merge a t 
length to  higher states, and here we find the  spirit-senses coming 
in to  power.

“ The night has fallen, O children I and if from all that I  have 
said, ye will be stirred to faithfulness, such power will come as 
now ye dare not dream of. Ye will walk the streets, a living, 
healing force. Your shadows, even, will have a blessing where 
they  fall. Silence, patience, wait. These thoughts of God’s 
g reat law will lead ye on to that blessed state, where, as Boelime 
has said, the third way is reached, and the mind receives the 
image of the sixth coil, and awakens to a realm of bliss. Here, 
in  the glowing and the growing of the powers within, the spirit 
th a t is immortal, that knows neither age, nor sex, nor time, nor 
space, will come to its throne of power, and ye will dwell no 
longer amid earth’s coarser joys, bu t in the effulgence of the 
prim al splendors of creation, where all these truths will open into 
avenues of use. Some fu ture day we will say more, perhaps, 
b u t for the present it is wise to make what ye have heard your 
own. Farew ell.”
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Shall any gazer see with mortal eye t  
Or any searcher know by mortal mind t  

Veil after veil will l i f t ; there still will be,
Veil upon veil behind.

This is enough to know. The phantasms are 
The heavens, earth, world, and changes changing them,

A mighty whirling wheel of strife and stress,
W hich none can stay or stem.

Edwin Abnodd.

It was now winter in Madeira, and w inter here has charms 
peculiar to itself. There is a glory in its fleeting days tha t 
makes it  loved and longed-for. No chilling winds can comeO ©
untem pered to  this magic land, and gales and storms m ust lose 
their frenzy ere they can touch her shores. Deeper bum  the 
lights in  the sky  and on the s e a ; b righter webs of color are 
woven in  the W e s t ; a m inor key is running through the natives’ 
songs, as on they clamber over paths of rock, and in  the herm it
age the souls are keyed to closer ties, and  in  the  opalescent 
tin ts they lose them selves in worship.

To Mrs. G lendenning and her daughter these days were filled 
w ith tender, solemn rapture ; for the shadow of their departure 
was already over them. Day after day had they hoped and 
waited for the m aster to resume the subject of vibrations, bu t 
never again had he touched upon it, and the time drew near that 
they m ust go. By though t and meditation, by interchange of 
-views w ith others, by experim ents in ligh t and sound they
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had proven true w hat he had to ld  them  th a t day long ago on 
the terrace. Messages from far-off lands had reached their ears; 
even words from the M asters in  the Lombard hills, and they  had 
breathed a reply by deep inbreathing. Doves, snowy white, 
gray, and iridescent, had been used to tes t the harmony of sound 
th a t was keyed to their nature, un til beyond a peradventure 
they knew  th a t color and sound were one and the same. T he 
different poles of the triplicities had been discovered and 
arranged by clairvoyance and astral atmospheres, u n til the 
groups were known by their colors, and when arranged for drill, 
would have appeared to  the Psychic as a living rainbow.

The evenings were now passed indoors. Music, conversa
tion and books filled the hours, and, in this delightful commun
ion, friendships were formed th a t could not perish. On one of 
these evenings, when all were gathered together in the large, 
circular room, listening to Odiardo, Mis. G lendenning, s itting  
between the countess and her daughter, slipped away from 
M adeira and traversed space in a second’s time. She saw one 
moment the full moon rising above the rim of the horizon, and 
the nex t moment she was in  her old home in America. Noth
ing was changed. They were all there, and the home-life was 
as it  had always been. Eusonias, w ith a Latin poet in his 
hand, was sm iling as he read ; Mr. Glendenning, resting his head 
upon his hand, was deep in  reverie. The burning coals revealed 
the scene in subdued tints, and the visitor knew th a t she had 
been called th ither by the longing of loved ones. Suddenly 
the book was laid down, and the young man spoke. H is words 
were full of affection, not unm ixed with reproach.

“ Yes, the home is lonely. Tire ligh t went out when they 
w ent away. I t sometimes seems to me it  need not have been. 
What could Europe give them  th a t home could not? ”
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“  Knowledge, m y  son, knowledge. I  am lonely, i t  is true , 
bu t I  have been made better by i t ; and they  w ill come back to  
us so ripe in wisdom, so beautiful in life, th a t we shall always 
be thankfu l they left us for a  tim e.”

“ I  cannot see why all th is could not have been w ithout the
separation------ ”

“ You forget I  should no t have seen the Scotchman, and 
through him been touched w ith coals from the a lta r ;  and 
you, yourself, say I  preach like a new man.”

“ I  do n o t deny it, and w ith m y peculiar notions I  suppose 
I  should accept it  all as p a rt of the plan, b u t I  am selfish enough 
to wish they were a t home. T alk  of their coming home 
piore wise and b ea u tifu l; I  am  qu ite  content w ith  my 
m other and sister as they are. To be any better would be 
to make them  unfit for this world, and I  propose to keep them  
here many years yet. I  never saw a  g irl in my life like Zenia. 
A lthough I  have known her ever since she was bom , she in
spires me w ith an awe, a sense of separateness, I  have never felt 
in  any other presence. W hen she was a child, she had the 
same power. O ther brothers w ould tease their sisters, or play 
roughly w ith them, b u t we could never do so, I  cannot ac
count for it.”

“ She has never been like o ther girls, I  w ill admit, and some
times I  wonder how she w ill go through life. To see one 
move serenely through the days— never ruffled, never swayed 
by caprice, is scarcely hum an, and all this I  am sure you will 
see intensified when she returns. Home will be a ll the 
brighter then. Do you remem ber w hat she said when a  m ere 
c h i ld ? ”

“ A bout w hat ? ”
“ A bout the p lanet th a t she came from. She pointed to  a

'll..
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glowing planet one evening, and said, 11 lived there once, I  shall 
go there again.’ ”

“  What a  strange idea for a child to have! I  never expect to  
understand her. There is one thing, and only one, th a t  will 
make her live a natu ral life.”

“  A nd th a t is------ ”
“  Love. I  would be rejoiced to  see h e r desperately in love—  

for th a t w ould make her hum an.”
“  A nd would i t  bring her happiness to  be more hum an ? ”
“  N ot that, b u t she would stay here longer. Such as she are 

n o t for earth .”
“ Alas, your words are true , h u t m isery w ould be a  terrible 

th in g  for Zenia. W e m ust leave i t  all in  God’s hands. I  
wonder where they are to-night.”

“ Am ong those heathen. I  have no use for any of those 
strange ideas, b u t this is a free country, I  suppose. Carl A ustin  
was asking after her to-day. Now he is a fine man, and loves 
her. Any one can see that. How much more sensible it would 
be to settle down, have her own life, and w ith a beautiful
home, and art, and books, she would be as happy as------ ”

She heard no more. She became conscious of her existence, 
and found herself, n o t in  America, not in  the old home, bu t 
m any thousands of miles distant, among strange faces and 
foreign scenes, on the island of Madeira.

T he moon came up. Its light fell clear as amber on the 
inmates of the room, and quite transfigured them . On Zenia, 
such a flood of ligh t was poured w ith  tracery of vines and 
tendrils thereon in  shadow round her, th a t she looked like a 
sain t of olden time, in aureole of light. The vines had grown 
in strange, fantastic shapes, and where they were reflected over 
her head, they formed a cross of leaves, and ju st above the



POWER. 221

cross a  heart. Lost in  the music, motionless she sat, uncon
scious th a t th e  eyes of all were fastened on the vision. A t h e r 
feet lay  General, ever and anon raising his eyes to her face, 
which rested on her hand. She, too, was far away, among th e  
radiant centers of the u n iv e rse ; beyond the starry  systems—out 
and out upon the wings of music had  she gone, un til a ll conscious
ness of self was lost, and for a  mom ent she had  found Nirvana. 
There was no more a  finite individuality . T here was no tim e 
or space. There was no life, no death. A  sea of radiance 
stretched everywhere around her, th a t issued from a  central 
source. H ere was she lost. In toxication of s igh t and sound 
carried her forward tow ard this point, and as she fe lt herself 
drawn onward, she found herself before an Eye of m atchless 
power. In to  this Eye she passed, and, as she passed w ithin, a  
w hirl of deep sensation and emotion shook her being, as a leaf is 
shaken by a  tempest. The movement was felt by those around, 
and, looking toward her, they  saw she was unconscious. Her 
mother, recalled suddenly from across the sea, slipped her hand 
in her daughter’s and scarcely breathed, until she saw the flush 
creeping over the fair face and knew  her darling had come back. 
W ith  a gasp— a trem or—a shudder—a sta rt— the eyes opened. 
It was a fu ll mom ent before she realized her surroundings. She 
saw the moonlight, the dark shadows falling on floor and wall; 
the silent figures sitting  motionless around the great room. She 
heard the strains of music like a  far-off orchestra; and then she 
remembered the rad ian t center of the universe, and, u ttering  in 
tones of awe the words— “ T he Eye, The Eye,” she raised 
her hand to  her head and bowed her h ea d ; then once more was 
herself.

A t this mom ent the M aster entered and took his seat in  th e ir 
m idst.
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“ As a  good physician watches his patient, so, my children, 
have I  watched every variation of your spiritual pulse un til its 
heat was even, and the spirit calm. Life’s fever is no t cooled 
a t  once. There is a haste for knowledge; an eagerness for 
pow er; a pressing on to win, that hinders always. Whatever 
grows in  haste dies easily. T he tree th a t lives a  century  has 
battled  w ith  all adverse fates, and gained its  power by fiber 
being added to  fiber. T he acorn longs to  be an  oak, b u t knows 
the law and waits. Thus, my children, m ust the soul reach 
perfection. A ll the ages lie before it. There is no haste.”

For a  moment no one spoke. Each fe lt th a t  he had read 
their own thought, and Mrs. G lendenning fe lt a  flush rise to 
her cheek as if  she had received a  m erited rebuke.

“ O ur tim e here is so short. M aster, you know,” said she, 
“ tha t we do feel impatient sometimes, so anxious are Ave to 

know.”
“ If  no t here, elsewhere will ye learn. To do— is to know, 

and as ye do, so shall ye know. W hen ye go hence I  would 
that each step here has been taken with an earnest purpose, 
and each principle become a p art of your daily liA’ing. Then 
shall ye rejoice. Once tru ly  learned, ye shall not need to learn 
i t  over. T he mere knowledge is of little  value, compared to 
the patience that has been acquired by Avaiting; for this has 
made character. Character is an eternal quality . L et me tell 
you what I  saw one day. A  violet grew  side by side Avith 
a lily. The spring had been warm and  dry, b u t the violet did 
not mind it, because in  its blossom was a  secret cup th a t held 
the  dew and supplied its need. I t  looked up in the lily’s faee, 
and seemed to  mock it. T he lily  said— Silence, and wait. Its 
head bowed lower and lower, as if all its life had gone. The 
violet was looking up in  its  face exultingly. T h a t evening a
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shower canje, and  the  v iolet was overborne by the storm, b u t the 
lily raised its  head and filled the  air w ith  fragrance. I t  had 
two things th a t the violet could never have—fragrance and 
patience.”

Zenia sm iled and s a id : “ W e shall never again m urm ur a t 
any waiting, for we shall th ink  of the gain. W e shall no t 
forget the lily .”

“ Thou a r t in th a t receptive state th a t brings wisdom to  thee, 
child. W h a t askest thou in  th y  heart ? ”

“ I  was th inking of the wonderful Eye, m y Master. I  would 
know its meaning. I  was draw n into it  and the voices th a t I 
heard were as the music of m any waters ; they were like stars 
singing for joy ; they were like the leaves of the forest—yet 
I was alone.”

“ I  know, child, I  know. T he eye is the source of l ig h t  
Once bathed in its glory, thou shalt never more hunger and 
th i r s t  I t  is the Eye of God, and the  more you come into the 
divine qualities of love, joy, liberty, and wisdom, the more will 
you be made all glorious w ithin. D ost thou know the rim  of 
th ine own eye, how across its threshold comes all th a t thou 
dost see ? I t  is the radiating surface of the  central focalizing 
p o in t ; and when thou didst pass into th e  Eye— thou didst enter 
into the H oly of holies.”

“ D ear M aster,” said Jam es, coming up breathlessly, “ I  ken 
som ething aboot life, b u t I  ken naething a t  a’ o’ d e a th ; an’ 
death  is the one solemn th ing  we m ust a ’ meet. W ill ye not 
te ll us some’a t aboot the great enem y? You ha’e to ld  us hoo the 
Lord blew the war]’ into bein’ by a  word o’ His ain. You ha’e 
told us hoo we are held in H is grip, an’ swing aroun’ and aroun’ 
on th is ball o’ earth. You ha’e told us hoo we can sen’ over 
thochts to the ither side o’ the w arl’, an’ hoo we m aun choose
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our frien’s frae our ain’ folk, an’ noo w ill ye n o t te ll us some’a t 
to  g i’e us lieh t when we gae alane on th a t ower-lang journey 
th a t ilka mon takes by him self? ”

“ A rt thou ready for death, Jam es ? T hou m ust be ready 
for the lesson before i t  can en ter thy  m ind. To hasten is to 
delay, perhaps worse. W hen General was so young that he 
could not open his eyes, had an im patient hand pulled the lids 
apart, his eyes would have been injured or ruined. He lay in  
darkness till the time came to  see. O ur spiritual sigh t m ust 
follow the same law. W e m ust gain the heights step by step. 
You have taken many steps since I  first m et you, Jam es, and 
scarcely realize how gradual the grow th has been. I  could not 
have told you then w hat you have received and  enjoyed since ; 
and in this question of our g reat change, called by the unwise, 
death, you will grow into the tru th  and some day know there 
is no death. Could words have to ld  you w hat it was to live ? 
Can any language tell the difference between a lifeless mass of 
m atter and one th a t palpitates and glows and breathes ? Even 
now you cannot tell me w hat it  is to have a conscious existence. 
No words make it  plain. How then can I, or any hum an being, 
explain w hat death is ? G ive i t  no thought. I t  is a natural 
change th a t comes to  men as sleep comes every night. W ho fears 
to sleep ? W ho dares not close his eyes and leave his body ? 
Ye do i t  daily and never th in k  of fear, yet dread to  close the eye, 
and le t the sp irit go on longer quest. I t  is the sense of separate
ness from the source of A ll th a t makes men cowards. To be a t 
one w ith  the E ternal is to banish evermore the  though t of 
death, .and know th a t ye can never die. W hen m en can see 
the presences around them  they will rise a t m om  and toil and 
do their best, b u t long to drop the  body th a t they m ay he as 
free as the Im m ortals. I  have seen men live th is life and bear
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the prison of the body as brave m en of the world face death, 
and when th e ir summons to  depart has come, they  go rejoicing 
into fu ller life. T hey call their friends and say— ‘ Rejoice with, 
me, for now the tim e of m y departure is a t hand  and  I  shall be 
rewarded for my waiting. B reathe w ith  me till m y soul is  
free.’ O ur wise men all have gone like this, their sp irits  
breathing in to  the Infinite. W hen first they  heard tire call 
they said—‘ Yes, Lord, I  hear, b u t I  m ust do the work T hou  
gavest m e to  do. G ive m e the  years I  need.’ I t  m ight be ten  
or tw enty  or a  fu ll fourscore. T hen  came the second call to  
rem ind them  th a t the tim e was passing ; and when a t  last th e  
th ird  call came they  sen t the message to  their friends, and all re
joiced to  know their tim e had  come. Is  such a  th in g  a  cause 
of sorrow ? So live that when life’s day draws to  a  close, no  
thought of fear on earth can max’ the glory of th y  g o in g ! 
D read no t the shadow through which thou m ust pass to per
fect lig h t and grand rea lity ; from earth’s restless dream  to  
perfect life-conditions.”

H is words, so full of tender meaning, touched the hearts of all 
who h ea rd ; b u t Mrs. G lendenning was the one to voice the 
thought th a t lay upon their minds.

“ W ill the time ever come, O M aster, th a t we shall see our 
loved ones depart, and shed no tears, b u t bid them  God-speed 
as we do now when they  s ta rt on a journey ? ”

“  Ay, surely. As surely as the race moves on in the m arch 
of progress. Ye could no t weep, when ye could see the fu ll 
beatitude of those ye love. See them , not only living as be
fore, bu t glowing w ith  a life diviner, surrounded by conditions 
in such perfect harmony w ith  all in terior states, th a t m erely to  
exist, brings rapture. Seeing them  thus, and holding converse 
w ith them  day by day, this earth ly  state w ould seem b u t as a



225 ZENIA, THE VESTAL.

prisoa-life, to  be endured u n til the day of graduation came. 
O u r flesh is b u t our sw addling-clothes; the garm ents of the 
soul while in  the  process of development. F o rth  from this gar
m ent steps the Deifie babe when called of God, and, in the 
m ajesty of heavenly powers, goes forth  to  h igher life. Upon 
i t  is the  stam p of God’s g rea t glory, well-known to a ll the 
universe of being. F ear no t death, nor dread his coming, nor 
m ourn for those who go across the threshold. T hey  are the fav
ored o n es ; we m ust bide our tim e.”

A  solemn hush  fell on them , as they  listened to his words, 
"that seemed prophetic of a  tim e when he m ight leave the m ortal 
and  become a  perfect spirit.

“  I  have a  question I  w ould ask, O  M aster,” said Odiardo. 
“  I t  is of tho u g h t and its vibrations. If, as you say, a thought 
is an  en tity—a liv ing thing, and though t w ith w ill is a  pro
jec tile , why can we not catch this fleeting th ing, and p r in t  its 
form like any other entity . Surely, if we can fasten sound and 
reproduce i t  by the phonograph, i t  m ust be possible to  fix a 
tho u g h t and recognize it.”

“ I t  has been done, my son. I t  is b u t carrying o u t in  finer 
form the process of photography. The film th a t m ust be used 
is almost evanescent in its fineness, and, when the process is 
perfected, there will be no difficulty in  the matter. A s yet the 
invention is b u t crude. I t  is reserved for a more advanced age 
when men w ill no t dislike to  have their thoughts made known. 
A t present, i t  would not be pleasant for men to  know th a t their 
inm ost thoughts were known. Lips do not always u tte r  what 
the  heart feels. T he m an who made this discovery— or rather 
produced this invention— is the  Edison of the coming age. He 
prepared the film of exquisite delicacy—and had a friend throw 
upon it  an intense thought of a single object. So, like a  cloud
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i t  was printed upon it, and he knew success was achieved. I t  
is to the perfect thought-reflection, w hat an old-fashioned 
daguerreotype is to  the present perfect photograph. T he time 
will come th a t men w ill be obliged to speak the tru th . They 
will not dare u tte r  w ith  the lips w hat the heart does no t feel.”

W hile he was replying to  Odiardo’s question, he was watch
ing the V estal, who sat motionless before him. F illipp i also was 
gazing in ten tly  upon her—and the dog a t her feet ever and 
anon laid his cold nose against her hand. I t  was evident th a t 
she had no t fu lly  recovered from her flight. Suddenly her eyes 
rested on the magnificent ring  upon his hand and Num ber E ight, 
tu rn ing  tow ard her, read the though t th a t flashed across her mind.

“ I t  is indeed a  wonderful gem, my child, and I  do not marvel 
th a t its flashes of lig h t caught your eye for a  moment,” he said, 
holding tow ard her the hand th a t wore a ring  th a t had often 
flashed a  tru th  into her m ind as she glanced a t  it. “ I  have long 
promised to give its history to  the inm ates of the  hermitage, and 
what evening could be more fitting  than the  present ? ” He 
touched the ring  as he spoke, and around the central gem, which 
was like a globe of dazzling sunlight, flashed forth  a  scintillat
ing  w ealth of opalescent light, composed of a ll the  colors of the 
rainbow. T he colors m ultiplied, and interwove, and flashed, 
and sparkled from the gem  in unison w ith the M aster’s mind, 
and then would die away and vanish. T he gems were tru ly  
wonderful and encompassed in  a hieroglyph of the divine word, 
the builder of the two states.

“ T he central gem, tradition says, came from the island of the 
lost A tlantis, and found its way to E gypt, and a place in the 
diadem of her H igh-Priest, where it graced his brow a t the 
prayerful rites of the Thebaid. T he glory of the land  of E gyp t a t 
length became dimmed, and through love of self and ambition,
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was lost. This gem then  found its way to  Ceylon’s isle, where 
m any of our brotherhood find refuge and a sanctuary. I t  was 
a t Ceylon these four other gems were added by th a t holy man, 
the M aster Konathar, and hadst thou been to  vespers on fair 
Trineomalee, on th a t m ighty rock Sammi, thou w ouldst have 
seen i t  placed upon my finger as we chanted hym ns to  the one 
A lm ighty  God.* I  was bidden take this gem  to the  world be
yond the seas, and there raise up a new people, who w ould hold 
each year a  tribute of praise to  the God of Gods.”

“ A nd when will tha t day be, O M aster? ” asked Jam es.
“ W hen the fullness of time has come. A lready are we a  part 

of a new age ; old things have passed away and all th ings are 
becoming new. W eeks have passed Bince our evening on the 
terrace, and our ta lk  of vibratory force, and in  th a t tim e ye 
have improved your tim e well in observations and experiment. 
This evening I  have come to te ll you how to use your knowl
edge, how to change the rate of vibration and bring harmony

•  T h is  trib ute o f  praise and than ksg iv ing  is still held  as a  sacred duty by a 
fa ith fu l few  at the Sam m i Hock, on  T rineom alee Island at C eylon, where once  
a  year, In the  fu ll lig h t o f  the harvest m oon, th is  sacred rite e x is ts  th a t lin ks  
u s back to  ancien t history. A  recent traveler g ives an  account o f  th ese  rites. 
“  T w o o f us were perm itted to w itn ess the cerem ony o f  the  harvest festiva l on 
the  m ountain  rock o f  T rineom alee. T h e  grandeur of the  m ountain , th e  silence  
o f the people, the  g lory of the  su nset, were indescribable. E ach person car
ried a  bunch o f  fruit, or sh eaf o f golden grain, w h ile  th e  H igli-P riest, clothed  
in  saffron-colored robes o f silk , jo ined  w ith  th e  people in  w orsh ip in g th e  sun  
and th e  dying day. N o t a  sound w as heard for h a lf an hour. T hen, w ith  one  
accord they burst in to  a glad refrain o f  praise and than ksg iv ing  to  their  God, 
sym bolized by the  orb of day. T he chant was a  stupendous chorus to  that 
A lm igh ty  G iver o f  ligh t to  m an, and th is  w as follow ed by an ablu tion o f  water, 
and k indling o f  th e  Fire. T h e H igh -P riest k indled h is w ith  Are from  a  brazen 
cen ser  and sw un g It h igh  over h is head, w h ile  h e  chanted a  hym n to th e  
God o f L ove. F or a  litt le  tim e a ll bow ed in silence, u n til th e  ev en in g  a ir  was 
w ell perfum ed w ith  th e  fragrant incense. A fter  th is ch a n t the  people responded  
and then  arose, and in  silen ce  passed aronnd the Are. and each  w as m arked upon  
th e  forehead w ith  th e  a sh es, as a  m em orial o f  th e  change th at m u st com e to  
m ortals.
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out of discord. T his is the  wisdom of the C hildren of L ight 
whose w ork is to  bring about the Kingdom of the Father. 
H ere comes in  the  sacred trine. Love, W isdom, and  Use. Use 
is the m eaning of life. W hatever is useless has no place in  the 
economy of things. Knowledge th a t cannot be of practical use 
is folly. I t  occupies thought, takes v ital force, and is a  eum- 
berer of the ground. A s God, the great All-wise Creator, 
works, and works unceasingly, so m ust H is creatures work. 
From  atom up to angel there is no cessation of activity. Stag
nation would be death. M otion is the universal law, and man, 
the ru ler of the world, needs b u t to  understand this one law, 
and all things bow subservient to  his w ill. M ark w ell the 
evolutionary spiral. Beginning w ith  the  atom and the  fire- 
mist, on through serried ranks of mineral, vegetable, and anim al 
life, to worlds of unseen intelligences, u p  to  the very center, the 
Eye— the H eart of God— the law  of harm ony is never broken, 
the law  of activ ity  is never set aside, save where m an comes in 
w ith  feeble hum an will and tries to  frustrate  the divine plan. 
W hen ye listen to the sounds of N ature, or watch the changes 
of her face, mark well my words. Ye never will find discord. 
W hether in  the jungles of the tropics, or among the polar re
gions, or on highest m ountain, the rhythm  is ever perfect, the 
harmony complete. There is no sound or tin t so sm all and 
weak tha t i t  is not needed to complete the orchestra of Nature. 
W hen once we know this law, our constant effort m ust be to  
atta in  the One-ness with the w hole; the passivity of trees and 
plants th a t are content to le t the life-force w o rk ; we m ust be 
instrum ents upon whose strings the Unseen H and may play 
w hat melody H e will. This is our one great lesson, embraced 
w ithin the single them e—vibration.

“ Perhaps in  all the range of literature there is no book so rich
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iu  hidden meaning as 'the Revelation -of St. John. I ts  tones 
of color and its grandly pictured scenes show perfect knowl
edge of these occult secrets— and the law upholding them — the 
law of vibrations. How was th a t revelation given ? How were 
those visions seen ? How did  the w orld receive them  ? The 
instrum ent to  be u s e d ; the environm ent securing m ost perfect 
conditions, time, place— all th ings were arranged by unseen 
Powers to  bring about the desired result. T he Roman emperor 
had his part to  play in the im portant work, and in  banishing 
John  to  Patm os fulfilled a divine purpose. O n th a t island, ly
ing  on the peaceful bosom of the M editerranean, are caves th a t 
lie beneath the sea, where sounds from any part of earth  are 
carried by the waves of air and water as nowhere else. In  one 
of these caverns lay the  Apostle, a prisoner of Rome, in a  cavern 
beneath the sea. T he emperor and his’ satellites danced the 
mad dance of Death, to  the music of Rome’s leg io n s; and 
round and round they whirled in the vortex th a t they called Life, 
laughing, if they  thought of him a t all, a t  the prisoner in 
far-off Patm os, banished to  darkness and silence. W here  was 
God’s child now?

“ In th a t rocky cav ern ; alone w ith the Unseen, John  laid  his 
head upon a rock, and looking up he beheld wondrous visions. 
From  the silence of the Alone he heard wonderful voices. 
Instead of darkness, the cavern was fu ll of l ig h t ; and in  the 
m idst of the seven golden candlesticks was one like un to  the 
Son of Man, holding in his hand seven stars. The cavern was 
filled w ith beings of another world, and the voices th a t he heard 
u ttered  words of wisdom. Vision followed vision. T he G reat 
W hite Throne and the River of L ife ; the sea of glass and the 
rainbow of many co lors; the four and tw en ty  elders and the 
Book of L ife ; the four beasts full of e y e s ; the Lam b with
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seven horns and seven ey e s ; the angels round the throne, 
thousands and thousands; the w hite horse, and his conquering 
r id e r ; the w hite robed im m orta ls; the C ity of G o d ; the great 
dragon, the woman clothed w ith  the  s u n ; the beast and Michael, 
and the T em p le ; the new heaven and the new e a r th ; all were 
there in  the cavern under the sea. Instead of silence was th e  
music of harps, the voice of m any waters, the song of the one 
hundred and forty-four thousand who were redeemed from th e  
earth, the chanting of angels, the alleluias of vast hosts, the m ur
m uring of the leaves of the T ree of Life, and the voice of th e  
Son of God. T hrough the riven rocks th a t held him  came 
such vibrations of a ir and ether, of such sights and sounds as 
mortal ears have never heard, and lo l God’s will was done, 
and his enemy had been his instrum ent. Compare the pigm y 
world of the Roman Em pire w ith John’s world th a t tim e in 
Patm os. Who was free ? Sometimes John  le ft his body and 
w ent out in to  th a t other world, w inged by divine inspirations 
th a t carried him beyond the little  e a r th ; beyond the cruelty  
of Emperors, beyond the stars— into the realm  of endless day. 
W hich was the prisoner ? W hich was the k ing  ? A h ! surely  
in  this book of Revelation, we can find the key of knowledge 
to  all mysteries. T he law of color and its m eaning is given 
nowhere else as fu lly .”

“ A nd do the colors of one’s aura change from year to year, O 
M aster ? ” inquired Zenia.

“ In  shades and clearness—yes, b u t never in  the tone. I f  
bom  in Jasper, the life w ill never leave the J a s p e r ; b u t if the  
soul grows Godward, the tin t will change from darkest red to  
delicate pink. So i t  w ill ever be. T he key-note struck  a t 
birth  cannot be changed, b u t as the life grows finer the sym
phony will be more perfect, and rise to  h igher octaves. T h e
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■wise m en teaeli th a t somewhere, somehow, sometime, each 
ch ild  of earth  m ust move through all the seven colors in  differ
e n t incarnations and so a t  leng th  can blend in  tru e  perfectness 
as a solar ray. This is the aim, the  end of being, and this 
bespeaks celestial growth. The tin ts  I  see around thee to-day 
are not the same I  saw th a t day when first thou earnest hither. 
T o  test the tru th  of this, thou w ilt b u t s tudy  well thy  friends 
when thou re tum est to  the world again. M any whom thou 
couldst once have liked will give thee pain unconsciously. 
T hey cannot harmonize w ith thee. T heir thoughts have grown 
more mundane, th ine more spiritual, and the discord is more 
plainly fe lt than  when thou sawest them  last. T his is the 
reason why so many homes are made unhappy, and  divorces are 
.so frequent.”

•“ B u t where is the remedy ? Can we not change vibrations 
•and bring the true lives into harm ony ? ” asked Mrs. Glenden- 
ning, her mind reverting to the m ultitude of unhappy homes 
she had known.

“ I t  w ould no t be worthy of our consideration if we could not 
change conditions,” replied the Master, sm iling as he spoke. 
■“ W hen thou w ilt go o u t into the world, th is is thy  special mis
sion and the S pirit m ust give thee power, for the work of the 
com ing age lies ju s t here—in changing vibrations— whenever 
an d  wherever there is discord, there m ust thou labor. Though 
tw o souls after years of bitterness and estrangem ent have found 
themselves as far apart as earth  from sun, y e t if they cease to 
th ink  of self, bring down the vibratory currents of mere in tel
lect, and draw up those from lower appetites, un til they center 
In the heart in  deep spiritual longing, both natures will be a t 
once a ttuned  in unison, even though one may be esthetic and 
refined, while the o ther is commonplace.”
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“ I  dinna ken the way to  do it, though your words are aye
plain to  understand,” in terrup ted  James. “ If I could change 
my thoughts an’ those of a ’ I  meet, I  should be weel con
tent.”

“ I see thou  dost not understand me, James. One person 
cannot change another. T he change must come from within. 
Each man is an epitome of God’s great world. I lis  laws are in 
himself, and he is ru le r of his kingdom. Look within. There 
was a tim e when thou caredst nothing for these things, when 
thou lived in thy  lower nature as m uch as any animal. Could 
any  man by talk ing  have changed thee then ?

“ Y et thou wast not satisfied, and in dissatisfaction merely 
showed th a t thou w ast in a state of evolution. T hy child wast 
taken away. A t once the vibratory action was increased, and 
from th a t time the change has still continued. In  individuals, 
in  families, in  nations, the law varies not. The change m ust 
come from within, and to awaken a  sense of need is the first 
step.

“ If two have m arried on the m undane plane, one being a child 
of Fire, the o ther belonging to the earth, we know the  discord 
m ust be g re a t ; b u t le t a g reat sorrow fall upon the household, 
and open their eyes to a spiritual realm, and they  will be as 
perfectly harmonious as if born under the same sign. Behold 
this is a g reat m ystery— the m ystery of perfect Love. There 
m ight he volumes w ritten  on the application of this principle 
of vibratory action, as related to  science, inventions, politics 
and religion ; b u t when the key is given, each man th a t cares 
to  know, can w ork the problem for him self—and this is the key.

“  M ental action m ust be hushed and brought to the warm th 
of heart-action or love ; physical censes m ust be hushed and 
brought to  the same center—these, un iting , make a new vibra-
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tion that is in harmony with the spiritual or unseen, and a new 
world is entered. In  other words—the world is a huge musical 
instrument strangely out of tune. To bring, out of all its dis
cords, sweet music, the key of the tu n er must adjust the wires 
to harmony. A healer must awaken the higher nature— if he 
would have the body respond; the teacher must appeal to the 
divine within, and in the nations of the world a thought-wave 
must be thrown from batteries of earnest men, or all the world 
will be hypnotised by greed and lust, and dominance of self.

“ Electricity and dynamite are vibratory forces to  be feared, 
but they are naught compared to  powers of m ind th a t men are 
learning how to use. To-day there are magnetic batteries th a t 
play upon the individuals, and wield a m ighty power in  m un
dane th in g s ; the day m ust shortly  come th a t spiritual forces 
can stand guard  over earth’s diseases, infelicities, and crimes. 
To those of us who will m ingle in  the world, I  say Watch and  
Wait. A s the Psalm ist of old s a id :— ‘ W hy do the heathen 
rage, and the kings of the earth  se t themselves ? H e th a t 
s itte th  in  the heavens shall laugh : the Lord shall have them  
in derision.’ W hen men th in k  their hands are holding th e  
reins of earth ly  power, lo, the  sons of God, unseen, unknow n, 
rule all.

“ T he clock strikes nine. T he tim e has passed quickly, and 
the hour has come for silen t meditation. The key of power 
has been given, and each soul m ust learn to use it. I n  daily 
use lies grow th. Life here is b u t a  passing dream. W e have 
no tim e to  lose. Good-night.”

H e was gone, and soon the g reat room was silent and em pty, 
b u t the memories of th a t evening were henceforth a  p a rt of 
each life.
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C H A P T E R  X IV .

P A R T IN G .

So every hum an sou l
S e t here b etw ix t Its tw in  eternities,
S tan d s open  to  heaven, aye, rolls on  to  doom  

'M id  opposite  m ysteries.

A b ove, beneath, around,
Broad destin ies encom pass great and sm all.
O ne W ill, on e H and, o n e  dread, a ll-see in g  E ye,

Sw ays and governs all.
J l 'U A S  H a w t h o b h z .

T h e  m onths, weeks, days had passed, and the las t day in  
M adeira had come to Mrs. G lendenning and h er daughter and. 
Jam es Aberdeen. Like a  dream  of paradise had been the  ex
periences of these seven m onths. T o go in to  the old  life again 
— to mingle once more w ith  its  m ad throng, was to  he driven 
from E den  as was the  Adam  of ancient time.

A  glorious sunset gilded the sky, and in  a  solemn procession 
the inm ates of the herm itage w alked up and down upon the  
terrace, hand clasped in  hand, ta lk ing  of fu ture w ork—of vows 
th a t m ust not be broken, of friendships based on eternal prin
ciples, and an im m ortality link ing  them  w ith  the g reat souls 
of all time. A  sadness fell upon them, for the  V estal V irgin  
would go hence upon the  morrow.

W hen the bells rang  for vespers, the  after-glow was fading 
from the sky , b u t the subdued tin ts  woven into harmonies of 
sound were in perfect accord w ith  the thoughts of each mind.
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O diardo was inspired. N ot one b u t m any great musicians 
•could be seen around Mm, and the organ seemed as if many
instruments were united  in  its tones. The great lamp shed its
mystic light upon the altar, where Number E ig h t stood motion
less.

I t  would take too long to  describe the mystic sights and 
sounds th a t added their impressive spirit to  the hour, bu t in 
the lig h t th a t  fell upon the a lta r could be plain ly  seen the 
form of the  prophet Zelo who came h ither only a t  times of 
g rea t import. He was clad in  white, and  stood as he had  stood 
and  m inistered in the gro tto  th a t day in  Chamouni. In  his 
rig h t hand he held a palm  and moved i t  to  and fro, looking 
tow ard Zenia as he did so. T hrough all the service he d id  not 
vanish, and when the  voices swelled in  one grand  chorus as 
they  chanted the Logos, a voice apart from all the  others 
could be distinctly  h ea rd : “ P ear not, for I  am w ith  thee. F ear 
not. F ear not. For I  am th y  God. There shall no evil befall 
thee.” Through the vast chapel in volumes of rare harmony 
floated the words now in subdued tones, now sung  by a  single 
voice, echoed and re-echoed, ti ll  all the earth  seemed filled w ith 
the tidings th a t the Om nipotent reigned.

W hen the last sound had died into silence, the M aster stood 
before the “altar, and w ith upraised hands u ttered  a silent bless
ing before he spoke.

“ The tim e for separation has come, my dear cMldren. E arth  
is a school where we are tau g h t to  m eet and part, and be un
moved, because the soul is to be fixed on God. Nevertheless, 
as we are human, so we love the human, and while we strive to 
keep the heart from earthly attachm ents, we all are drawn more 
closely to  each other, while living near the Master. Madeira 
w ill no t forget the children that go forth to-morrow. Each

) 0
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heart w ill send its  prayers to  God for them , to  help  them  on to  
Azoth. To learn the mysteries of A zo th ; to worship a t  the 
altar of Azoth j to  righ tly  serve Azoth—this is the V estal's 
destiny. W h a t honor came to  M adeira a  few short m onths ago 
— when first this m aiden stepped upon h er shores 1 Now we 
m ust speed her on to  greater knowledge.”

H e paused, and coming forward toward the V estal, he spoke 
in  lower tones, as tender as a  m other :—

“ See to  it, child, th a t  ye lose naugh t of all th a t thou hast 
learned here. Life lies in  this. W atch  well th y  thoughts. W atch 
well thy speech. L et each day find thee stronger grown in all 
that shows the Spirit’s power. A llow  no thought of self or per
sonality to  eat its  way in to  th y  life. I ts  end is death. Be 
not a prisoner, bound in  chains of self—b u t strive to  be a  free 
soul, a citizen of universal life. So shall there come to thee the 
wealth of all the worlds, and  thou w ilt care for naught b u t ju st 
to do God’s will. H igher and still higher w ilt thou go. On
ward, ever onward. New heights w ill bring thee new  com
panions. Choose wisely those whom thou wouldst make th y  
friends, and listen ever to the voice w ithin. W hen souls come 
hungering, give freely of the tru th , b u t n o t to  all who ask. Some 
seek to know for motives all of self. Such are the swine th a t 
tram ple pearls beneath their feet, and tu rn  to  rend  th e ir owners. 
Throw  not th y  darling to the dogs. Ye have been chosen o u t 
of the world, and for this cause the  world w ill hate thee. In  
silence measure all who come to  thee, and learn to  know  the 
true. I f  they are silent, patient, calm and gentle, speaking n o t 
of self, or externalities, or moving restlessly, or given to  evil 
thoughts they have already entered on the path, although they 
may no t know  it. To these the  quickening S pirit w ill surely  
come, and bring  them  knowledge. F o r these the torch is l i t
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w ithin :— once l i t  there never can be darkness more. T he true  
lig h t cometh from within. A s once the M aster said, ‘ I f  the 
lig h t th a t is in  thee be darkness, how great is th a t  d a rk n ess! ’ 
H ere comes in  the second g reat law. T he law  of exchange. 
Use and exchange, are b u t the branches from the  tree of vibra
tion. To give is to  receive. T he circle of blessing has no end. 
W hen the thought, or word, or deed goes forth, i t  passes through 
m any individuals, and changes its quality, increases its power, 
and comes back to thee from some other source— the same, yet 
no t the same. The law of love is the law  of use—and eternal 
justice cannot fail. Love is God— and dies not. Love, Mercy, 
and Justice are the pillars of the universe.”

D istant reverberations could be heard as the M aster k n e lt in 
silence by the a l ta r ; voices of unseen beings sang softly in  the 
distance. The veil parted and revealed a  mass of faces and 
forms, while the prophet Zelo, w ith  outstretched arms brought 
a cloud of golden lig h t upon the assembly. From  the tripod 
the smoke of incense rose, and as the fire burned brighter, the 
forms grew  more distinct, the voices became stronger, and lo, 
there walked from the shadows wise men robed in  saffron, in 
purple, in  gray. T hen all was still. T he veil had fallen. The 
worshipers w ent o u t silently, and the M aster was le ft alone 
w ith  his pupils. T u rn ing  to Mrs. G lendenning, he spoke as 
the  dying spake to  their loved ones.

“  Go hence, O  m other w ith the strong faith. Go hence, to 
labor in  the M aster’s vineyard. Thou lu s t  borne bravely separa
tion from th y  home and dear ones, and in the Book i t  is all re
corded. G reat shall be thy reward. In  the fu ture I  behold thee 
— I  see the shadows coming, I  see the n ight falling over thee, 
b u t thine eyes are no t dim and thou seest the Master, and art 
strong. W hen  g rief and desolation come upon thee, I  see thy
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head bow, b u t not in despair. Thou lovest w ith a great love, and 
w ilt serve to  the end. Remember this when thine hour of trial 
comes, and when suffering comes, be b rav e; when sorrow over
takes thee, be b rav e; when desolation sweeps thy  heart, be b rav e ; 
these are all tests—and m yriad witnesses are watching thee. 
‘ Be thou faithful unto  death, and I  will give thee a crown of 
Life.’

“ Thou, O, my son,” tu rn in g  to Jam es, “ m ust watch thy  words 
and thy  steps. The flame is no t always steady, and sometimes 
thou w ilt lose thy  self-control. The eye of God is w ithin thee. 
T hough thou hast not seen Him, H e is not far from thee. Destroy 
not the serenity of thy  m ind by idle thoughts or dreams of self. 
From  the depths of the earth  w ast thou called, and thou m ust 
walk all the way to  the heights, step by step, b u t thou dost not 
walk alone. One like unto  the Sou of Man is thy  companion.”

In  all th a t he had said there was a tone of great tenderness; 
b u t as he again tu rned  to  Zenia th is changed, and there was some
th in g  akin to  awe in his voice as he addressed her.

“ W ith  the prophetic eye, O, V estal, I  could te ll thee w hat lies 
before thee,— what destiny is thine. I  see thee in  th ine olden 
place a t the  a l ta r ; I  see thee in the T em p le ; I  see thee in the 
world. T hen do I  see thee translated from all earth ’s trials to  
a land of lig h t and peace. This is thy  meed, because thou  hast 
kep t thy  thoughts unspotted from the world. Thou a rt a w hite 
soul, whose fires of purification consumed thy  dross in former 
lives, and when thou hadst passed beyond the touch of earth, 
thou didst come back gladly to  give a new m eaning to  the la tte r 
days. T hy  coming h ither was divinely ordered. I t  was m eet 
th a t thou who didst once s,erve in old A tlantis, shouldst leave a 
blessing on her shores again. For earth’s tim e of travail wast 
thou  sent, and, because thou didst offer thyself gladly, th y  trial

'I



will be brief. Thou a rt fu lly  ripe— and thy home is not f a r  
distant. Thou wilt have an added glory because thou lovest all, - 
and art perfect in wisdom. I have here a talism an for each. 
Wear it with a consecrated spirit, and thou shalt have its  power 
in the time of need, for thou a rt brave as men are brave who go to 
battle. None of earth’s little  toys will ever tem pt thee from the- 
path. Thou wilt walk the avenue of Sphinxes in  the  land  of the 
Nile under the guiding hand of A z o th ; thou  w ilt once more min
ister in the temple, bu t it  will be the tem ple of hum anity. Thou 
w ilt no t crave the love of man, and thou w ilt finish the  work 
gloriously and quickly. Visions will come to thee of o th e r 
worlds, and thou w ilt know  of coming events, and the sorrow o f 
thy  young life w ill be th a t even for a brief time thou m ust w alk  
a h igher path than  thy  beloved mother. May the L igh t bom  
out of the darkness guide thee to the realm  of the solitudes of 
the Alone. Go forth for a time among the thoughtless, and be 
happy and glad. W hen the Staff is brought, thou  w ilt know i t  
is time to journey. T ill then, live in the joys of youth, and the 
God of Peace will never forsake thee.”

H e finished, and laid in each hand the talism an he had  pub
licly  mentioned, then blessed them and led the way from the 
chapel.

I t  was their last n igh t w ithin those walls. Sleep refused to  
come to their eyes, and the hours of silence were spent in a re
view of all they  had learned am ong the Brothers of the Herm itage 
of M adeira. I t  was yet early when the message came th a t the 
steam er would be w aiting for them  in  two hours, and  in  busy 
cares of preparation the sadness of the  last hours was lessened. 
W hen the time of departure came, General was once more th e  
leader, w ith  the dove flying near, and all the inm ates of the 
Herm itage following to  see th e ir V estal V irgin and her m other
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w ith the faithful Scotchman leave the shores of M adeira for
ever. Each wore her flower in honor of the day.

“ L isten always for the Vesper music,” said Odiardo to  Zenia. 
as he bade her farewell. “ W henever your eyes see the sun  
sink behind the western hills, listen to the music floating on its- 
rays. I  shall always send a message to  the V estal a t  that- 
hour.”

“ A nd my ears will be open to receive it, for my soul liaa 
been uplifted  by the magic of your music, Odiardo. We can. 
never be entirely separated, when vibrations are passing and. 
repassing between us, and each one voices a thought.”

“ Perhaps our paths will cross in  the coming years, for we 
know not where we shall labor. Remember the sunset, and w hen 
the glory of Omnipotence covers you, th ink  of Odiardo.”

She raised her eyes to  his face, and caught a shadow of an 
expression th a t startled  her. I t  was the look th a t sometimes 
flits across the face of th e  dying when they catch a  glimpse of 
a long-lost loved one,—an interbleuding of rapture and sur
prise, w ith fear lest i t  m ight vanish and be seen no more. 

Quietly, serenely, she replied—
“ I  could never see a sunset w ithout thoughts of M adeira 

and Odiardo, and I shall listen to  th e ir music ra ther than  see 
their colors, for in the memory of our evenings here, come hal
lowed associations. W e are all bound together in the bonds of 
a great faith. I  have had many happy years, b u t none like this.” 

She fe lt F illippi pressing closer to  her side, and tu rn in g  
toward him, she saw a  glow of pleasure upon bis face, kindled by  
her last words. As if speaking to  a child, she continued :

“ Yes, it is true, Fillippi. I  have been very happy among th e  
noble souls here, and if he is greatest tha t serves, surely none
of us can be as g reat as thou who a r t a servant of all. D o

16
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not forget me, and when festal days come, wear m y flower in 
memory of me.”

H is head fell upon his breast, and a g reat sob convulsed the 
gen tle  being who had been her constant shadow since the day 
he had opened the portal— th at first day of her coming to 
M adeira. Others pressed around. For each she had some 
words th a t they would never forget, and then  came the moment 
of parting, when, amid tears and benedictions, the V estal stepped 
upon the vessel th a t should take her forever from these loving 
hearts a t Madeira.

I t  was not u n til m any leagues had separated them  from their 
recent home th a t the gloom of th a t last hour lifted  from their 
hearts. T he sense of loss a t the H erm itage sw ept across the 
space th a t lay  between them, and brooded over the th ree souls 
on their way to the outer world.

“  W ho would th ink, even here on ship-board, th a t anywhere 
on earth  there could be a spot as qu ie t as th a t  blessed Herm itage,” 
said Zenia to her mother next morning, as they watched the 
sailors rushing to and fro on the deck, and heard the ra ttlin g  of 
chains, and sound of loud voices.

“ I was just thinking th a t if this small world, floating on the 
bosom of the ocean is so confusing to us, w hat w ill the ant-hill 
of cities be? We would be wise to go to some spot in the 
country for a time. I  do not believe we can endure Paris.”

“ We would be b u t feeble bairns, the M aster said, if we 
maun aye be guarded. Ilka  soul kens its ain powers better after 
they  ha’e been tested. W e should never ken our strength when 
we had naething to annoy, an’ the commotion o’ Paris will be to 
us very like the tem ptation in the wilderness, when the devil 
cam ’ to the M aster an’ thocht he was sure o’ g e ttin ’ H im  for 
his ain.”
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Zenia laughed a low ripple of a laugh like a summer’s brook 
running among the hills.

“ Just now I  feel strong enough for an encounter with 
even Ms Satanic Majesty, bu t how soon I  would be vanquished 
remains to  be seen. I  am surprised to  find m yself wondering 
w hat news awaits us, and looking forward to  home-letters w ith 
eagerness. I  cannot understand it. I  am  not given to fluctua
tions. W h a t does it  mean ? "

“ I t  means th a t you are still a child of earth, subject to  its 
laws, m y dear,” replied her mother. “ T he pendulum  never 
sw ings half-way. W hen the M aster to ld  you to  go forth  and be 
g lad  in  all th a t makes an innocent heart glad, he touched the 
pendulum , and set it swinging. Remember we have been a 
long tim e a t  the extrem e of the arc—and we cannot be de
veloped on one side only. For a tim e we m ust be interested in 
the m undane.”

“ T hat was w hat I  was try in ’ to  say aboot the tem ptation. 
W e can te ll how much strength  we have gained when we are 
tried. I  ken w haur my feebleness lies, an ’ day an’ n icht I 
m aun have a watch on the door o’ my lips, an’ the tem per th a t 
aye tries to  bring me to ru in .”

As each day brought them nearer their destination, their hearts 
grew  more and more buoyant, until, when they a t last reached 
Paris, and once more found themselves among her brilliant 
throngs, they  were quite a t home. N ot th a t for a single instant 
the earnest purpose of their lives was obliterated ; not tha t their 
thoughts were absorbed in passing ev en ts ; no t th a t communion 
w ith the invisible world was broken ; bu t tha t the nature be
longing to the earth was allowed more freedom than i t  had 
known for m any months.

“ Paris the M agnificent,” exclaimed Zenia, as they  stepped
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from the ear a t the  Gare de Lyons in  the afternoon of the early 
spring. T he trees were clothed w ith  a tender green ; the sun 
was gilding road and river j the old fam iliar landm arks gave a 
welcome to  the w anderers; and  never had the city  been more 
beautiful.

“ W hat a pageant i t  is, Mouessie, and we are for a tim e to  be 
a part of it, and join the scampering throng, as if somewhere 
we were to find satisfaction. I  dreaded to come, b u t now 
th a t I am here, I  find i t  strangely  beautiful—alm ost inter
esting.”

“ I t  w ill never in terest us as of old, child. T he day has 
passed when you and I  can play w ith toys, or w illingly le t our 
progress be hindered by barnacles, b u t there is som ething of the 
real in  everything. This we m ust seek, and enjoy, and  in this 
way we shall have a genuine in terest in all we see. I  wonder if 
our young m en are s till in  L eipsie?”

“  I  was ju st th ink ing  of them . I f  we had been seven months 
in paradise and then re tu rned  to  earth, i t  would not be stranger 
than  to begin to  pick up  the threads th a t bind us to these in  the 
world. They were banished, alm ost forgotten. T hey are re
called, and we cannot realize the separation. Strange, strange.” 

“ A  p art of the training. A s long as our feet press this planet, 
so long m ust we be in  the world, b u t n o t of it. A  recluse never 
knows his weakness, for i t  is never tried. Remember the 
M aster said— ‘ Every soul is tried  and tem pted in every way pos
sible, before i t  is crowned.’ W e m ust watch our tem ptations.”

“ I  know where mine w ill com e; and yours, dear Mouessie, 
will be greatest on the line of pater and the boys and me. To 
te ll you the tru th , although i t  seems pleasant to  be in the world 
again, I  know I  shall soon weary of it. I  was made for solitude. 
E ven as a child I  loved it .”
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“  I t  is a  flitting  memory of some previous life when, like 
Buddha, you sa t under the Bo-tree.”

“ That makes me th in k  of Floyd’s friend Bo. Perhaps I 
shall meet him ; who knows ? He would smile, no doubt, to 
think his name was suggested by the Bo-tree. Do you feel the 
vibrations of the city, Mouessie ? ”

“ Yes, in a way, decidedly unpleasant. That is one of the 
compensations. Gain a  power— it  adds to your misery as well 
as happiness. When we left Paris, we did no t feel these 
th ings.”

They were now rolling along the Boulevards, where throngs 
of people moved to  and fro w ith  apparently no m ethod in  their 
motion.

“ Look a t th a t carriage coming tow ard us, w ith high-stepping 
horses, and emblazoned w ith  gold p late and a coatof-arms. 
T h a t woman reclining on cushions, wrapped in  oriental shawls, 
and sparkling w ith diamonds, is a dead soul. She looks neither 
to the righ t nor the left, and in her heart wishes she was dead, 
though afraid to die. A  m om ent ago, when her driver nearly 
ran over a  stree t gamin, she gave no more tho u g h t to it  than  
if i t  had been a dog. How the wave of her though t comes 
tow ard me. A ll of Self—all of corruption. I t  sickens me, 
and makes me long for M adeira. The cries of the poor make a 
horrible discord among the m ad rioters of the h igher classes. 
How m ust Jesus have suffered, who could hear w hat we can
not.”

“  I  feel the  discord, and th ink  we may y e t be driven to  soli
tu d e  u n til more accustomed to  the world of animals in  hum an 
form------ ”

“ A nd my head is pierced w ith  pains. I ’m fixin’ m y m ind on 
a  Logos to  keep m y senses,” in terrup ted  Jam es. A nd he added—
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“ T he poor dog is more advanced than  we, for he does not 
seem to m ind it  a t  all.”

“ I  can now see why people in large cities have fine lines all 
over their faces. T his conflict of vibrations passes through them  
in all directions, and though they  are unconscious of it, they 
are affected by it. W ho could help it  ? T he cries and prayers 
of the s ta rv in g ; the yells of demons in  hum an bodies ; the rich 
man gloating over his power to grind  the life from the poor; 
the poor hating  him  for his c ru e lty ; the sensuous, liv ing  for 
the flesh; the few honest souls trying to  hold their places and 
not be drawn in to  the vortex— this is w hat I  hear as I  ride along.” 

“ B u t why can we n o t stop our ears as General does ? If  we 
know i t  is God’s plan for good, we can w ait.”

“ H e keeps closer to  the heart of life, the dear God, and  does 
no t mind the lower currents,” was the reply from the daughter. 
“ W hen will we be so strong th a t none of these currents will 
affect us ? I f  i t  were only the vibrations of the present life, it 
would no t be such torture, b u t as we pass the P lace de la  Con
corde, I  can hear the shouts th a t  filled the air when the cry  for 
blood raged in the m ultitude, and victims to the guillotine, 
daily, could alone pacify the demons. I  can hear it  all, feel i t  
all. I t  still lives in  the veiy a ir of th a t fated spot. T he roar 
of the wild beasts ; the yells of dem ons; the piteous wails of the 
innocent and suffering ; and alas, the anguish of the rulers who 
should have served their people and did not. W hy did I  not 
hear this before? H ark, there comes a d istan t sound like a 
storm in the mountains, gathering power to  make its  destruc
tion more complete. W h at does i t  mean ? I t  is th a t old cry 
of blood and revenge, and it  reaches across the sea. Drive 
quick, and le t us flee to  a qu iet spot w ith trees and God’s sky  to 
qu iet this tum ult.”
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Rarely did Zenia G lendenning ever become so excited. H er 
m other looked a t her in astonishm ent, and gave the order to 
drive to the bankers for letters, merely say in g :

“ I t  is because of all th is coming woe th a t we m ust labor and 
wait, m y child,” relapsing into silence till  they  reached the R ue 
de Provence and the banking house of H ottinguer & Co. This, 
was unchanged, and each figure was a t  its desk, as if  they h a d  
never moved since last these Americans had asked for letters.

Receiving a bundle of le tters of formidable size, they  drove a t 
once to the Gate St. Lazare and thence to  their old quarters a t 
Madame Delaire’s. She was ecstatic w ith  joy a t again beholding 
her bon Americans. She could n o t speak fast enough to p o u r 
forth her delight, and, best of all, their rooms were vacant and in 
perfect order. General was to  have an apartm ent in the little  
garden, and Jam es a room on the n ex t floor. H ours passed 
unheeded as the news from home were read and discussed. 
Letters had accum ulated to such a degree th a t the clerk a t  th e  
bank, remembering the lovely smile on the young lady’s face as. 
she thanked him for letters in  tim es past, took an ex tra  hour and  
arranged them  all according to  dates, so th a t they  could read 
them in the order received.

There were scores of le tters from the loved ones, and one of 
those from the pater ran  th u s :

“ M v  b e l o v e d  o n e s ,—

“  S o  far and yet never so  near as now , so  near th a t our spirits touch , and I h a v e  
counted th e  days and send th is as a  w elcom e w h en  you  com e back to  P aris. 
I have w ritten you  w eekly ju st as if you  were there, and it  w ill take you som e  
tim e to  read all the  sh eets o f paper covered w ith  m y hieroglyphics. W henever  
I sen t a  letter off, I  had a fe?ling that its thought w ould reach you  in  your re
treat. I  too  have been developing the  inner V oice  and senses, and the m o n th s  
o f s ilen ce  have not been as tedious as I  feared. I  preach w ith  a  pow er I  have  
never before possessed . I f  I have not found God as p la in ly  as friend Jam es, 
I have at least touched th e  hem  o f H is garm ents, and am  a  n ew  m an. I  se a
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n o w  how  little  I  understood th e  sp irit th a t led you  to  g ive  up  m ere externals, 
e v en  In church-work, that you m ight live  true to  the  Spirit. I  s it  a lone an  
h ou r every m orning and an hour before retiring. T hese hours have becom e very 
precious to  me. I am  nearer to  you  th en  th a n  I  have ever been in m y  life , and  
th is  nearness is a grow ing one. O , m y dear ones, how  could I  h are  been  so  
blinded by m y in te llect, as to  believe for  a  sin g le  m om ent th at creeds and  
m ere b e lie f could bring th e  sou l In to u ch  w ith  G od! T h e sim p le  fa ith , the  
assu red  know ledge of Jam es A berdeen , has done for  m e w h at all the  professors 
o f  a ll theological sem inaries could never have done. I t  has led  m e to  distrust 
m ere  reason, and in  its p lace p u t love. W hy d id  I  never understand the  true  
m ea n in g  o f  * God is L ove ? ’ W h y did I  n o t see  w h at Jesu s m eant w hen he 
Bald * E xcep t ye becom e as lit t le  ch ildren  y e  cannot enter th e  kingdom  of  
G od.’ I t  is  a m ost d ifficult th in g  for  m e  to  cu ltivate  th is  child-heart, but I 
sh a ll never g ive  up trying. T h e  w orld Is n ew  ; m y preach ing has a  pow er it 
has never had before, and life  Is w orth  th e  liv in g . T o n  should  hear the  
people talk. T h ey  say it  has done m e  good to  b e  a lone, and though th ey  do 
n o t see the  cause, th ey  feel th e  effect, and  are already reaching out after a  
som eth in g , they  kn ow  not w hat.

“  I  have ju s t  looked over m y d iary for th e  date o f  a  strange occurrence, 
t h a t  I w ant to  te ll you  about. I  w as tak en  very ill on e day ; called a  doctor 
-and saw  from  the way h e  acted, and E usonias a lso , th a t they  w ere alarm ed. 
M y m ind was clear, and thou gh  I  w as very 111, I  did n o t fee l troubled. T hey  
th ou gh t I w as sleep ing and as I  lay w ith  closed eyes, I  foun d  m yself th in k in g  
•of w ife  and daughter across th e  ocean . H ow  long I lay thus I  kn ow  not. But 
I  saw  you both as plainly as ever In m y life , y e t I  could not speak  to you. Y ou  
w ere s ittin g  together on  a  h ig h  place, in  th e  open  air, and a dog, like the  one 
y o u  told m e of, was ly in g  by Zenla's feet. A  w h ite  dove w as flying over your 
h ead s and I thou ght It cam e toward m e and sat upon m y hand, and I put in 
Its beak a  slip  o f  paper say in g  I  w as ill. I t  flew aw ay, and I aw oke in my 
room , singularly conscious th a t I  had  b een  w ith  you. I  told m y dream to 
E u son ias, and began to  m end a t once. Four days after, a  bird lik e  th e  one  
I  had seen , flew in at m y w indow  and laid  upon m y bed a  slip  o f paper and a  
flow er bearing the words : * H e shall g iv e  h is  angels charge over thee. I  have 
seen  you, darling pater, and I  k n ow  a ll. Y o u  w ill soon be w e ll.’

“  In  a  few  days I w as able to  resum e m y stu d ies and du ties, and have never  
b een  better in  m y life. S trange to  say, the  m ental agitation s th a t had preceded  
m y  Illness, and had no doubt been  th e  resu lt o f  finding it  necessary to  throw  
a w a y  m uch th at I iiad acquired during tw enty-five years, had all gon e ; and I 

-  fe e l lik e  a  n ew  m an, liv in g  under h ea lth y  conditions. T o  find th e  L ord w ith
in , and k n ow  th at I  am  led, and tau gh t, and guided, by th e  sp irit, and that  
o n ly  as I  liv e  the  life o f  a  son  o f  God, can  I  b e  a t one w ith  th e  Father, is  a 
d e lig h t th a t can  neither be taken  from  m e n or destroyed . Som e o f  th e  m in is
te rs  have asked m e th e  reason o f m y change, and why I  n o  lon ger  preach in 
te llectu a l truths, but I  rem em ber w hat you  sa id ,— 1 S ilen ce ,’—and I  d o  n o t reply. 
T h e  very du ties th a t were so irksom e to  m e before are a  pleasure now . To  
v is i t  th e  old, or  sick , or afflicted is n o t a  m ere form, for I  can  te ll them  som e-
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thing that I  know from my own experience. Let me know your plans. Do 
not think of coming home till you have learned ail you can, for I am assured 
you will receive great light in Egypt, which you can share with me. More and 
more I see that Egypt was the cradle of the wisdom of all ages, and the lives 
of Moses, Daniel, and the Prophets have a meaning I never saw before. This 
has been the year of all years in my life. May it be the beginning of great 
things for all of us, is the constant prayer of your devoted and faithful husband 
and father,

“  A r c h i b a l d  G l e n d e n n i s g . ”

“ Miracles w ill never cease,” said Zenia. “  I f  only dear 
Eusonias could see the L ight, our happiness would be complete. 
H e is such a  nobis fellow, I  am not sure th a t he would no t be 
too perfect, though,”

“ A nd you say nothing of F loyd ? ”
“ He is already in  heaven, and heaven in  him. I  am laying 

aside his le tters for the last, as we take sweets for dessert.” 
“ We shall be obliged to arrange the letters according to 

importance, and p u t some over for another day. H ere is one 
from London. T hat is, of course, from the Beaumaris house, and 
we m ust see w hat the charm ing bride says. O nly th a t and the 
one m arked ‘ Leipsic,’ shall be read before those of the family.” 
She opened it  and read a most u rgen t invitation to  come to 
them  a t once, and join in  certain  m errymakings, ending w ith,—

“ Just think, Beverly knew your brother In New York; has roomed with 
him, and says lie is the truest fellow he has ever met. He has heard your 
praise sung by him for three years, and says he knows you better than I do. 
He tells me your brother always calls you Baby. How strange, and you so 
elegant and dignified. Tell me what day to meet you at the Victoria station, 
and make it as soon as possible, for we are all dying to see you ; and Beverly 
declares he will go after you if you do not come soon. He is quite American, 
and cuts his words ; murders good English, and talks slang. As ever,

“ Your loving friend,
“  E t h e l  B e a u m a r i s . ”

From  Leipsic came the astounding inform ation th a t the
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young gentlemen would be in Paris the following week, e» 
route for London to visit the Beaumarises.

“ Xo sooner do we leave the ark  than we are in danger of 
being submerged by the flood,” laughed Zenia. “ W h a t astonishes 
me is how they could have known just when we would be 
here.”

“ They have not been in Europe all these years not to know 
th a t bankers know where their clients are. I th ink  you will 
find Messrs. Hottinguer &. Co. have heard from these young 
men during  our absence.”

“ Do you think so ? It seems absurd.”
“ I  am sure of it. I begin to th ink their sudden appearance 

at Chamouni was not at all accidental. Of course I  have no 
right to say this, and would not h in t my surmises if you had 
any interest in such things. As it  is, we m ay as well s tudy  all 
phases of hum an nature. Since N um ber E ig h t has tau g h t m e 
more about vibrations and the way to change them, I  begin to  
feel th a t we m ust sound the key-note of all who touch our lives; 
more especially if they have talents to be used for the world, and 
thus learning their nature, try  to harmonize them w ith the All 
Life by thought. Now these young men are quite phenomenal 
in m ental ability. W e have seen m uch of life and have met none 
as promising, if we except Eusonias. Could their talents be 
devoted to  spiritual work, w hat a  world of good they could do.”

“ B u t you remember th a t the elder B rother said,” replied 
Zenia, “  never attem pt to change a life by any act or word. I f  
some act or word changes it, i t  is well. A ll things are draw n to 
their own place as they ripen.”

“ True, Zenia. I  should have erred through over-zeal. W e 
will-just go on liv ing our lives and follow the first rale of the 
school of A then®, ‘ Those things th a t belong to me I wilL



P AR TIN G . 251

attend to, and those th a t do not belong to me I  will leave 
alone.’ L et us finish the letters before Jam es comes.”

“ I  m ust read you this one from Eusonias. I t  is so character
istic. He is the funny man of the family. H ear i t :

“  * D a r l i n g  B a b y ,—
‘“ la m  indeed b er e ft ,fo r  my Baby is across the sea, and Floyd Is as  

good as dead—being dead in  love. Such howls of anguish as com e from him , 
because he cannot marry without a moment’s delay, would break your heart. 
W ere 1 not Immersed In po litics 1 should be inconsolable; as it is , I have no 
time. The old parties that you know so well are showing signs of an early de
mise, and in a few years our party will have the pleasure of cleaning the 
Augean stables, and preparing the way to our country’s success. Such a flop 
as the recent elections have sh ow n is more than a mere symptom of discontent. 
It means business. Look in your Bible, if you have not soared so high that 
yon have discarded the good Book, and you will find in Samuel an exact des
cription of the party just defatted: “  And when they arose early on the morrow 
m orning, behold, Dagon was fallen upon his face to the ground before the ark 
o f the  Lord ; and the head of Dagon and both the palms of his hands were cut 
off upon the  threshold; only the stump (or the fishy part) of Dagon was left to 
him.”

“ ‘ Of course you are once m ore among civilized people, and perhaps like the 
m an (or woman was it ? I forget), who had his house swept and garnished, 
had seven spirits worse than the first come in and take possession. I cannot 
imagine you more lovely than when I saw you last, but If it has been intensified 
by your seven months’ seclusion among those heathen, I pity any young man 
that sees you. Seriously, what did you do there ? and what has come over 
our pater ? Whew ! How he preaches ! John Wesley could not hold a candle 
to him now, and he grows more patient every day. Even when I beat at chess 
he just looks his disgust and says nothing. He was awfully sick a while ago, 
but he would not let me send any word. He got well very rapidly and 
m ysteriously, and has alm ost made m e believe in the supernatural.

“ ‘ I have some news that w ill astonish you. Two of your old friends are to 
be married soon. How glad I am  that it  is not m y darling sister. I would 
rather know yon on the island of Madeira or in the kingdom of the Moon, than 
marry any man that walks the earth. The man is not yet been born good 
enough for St. Zenia.

11 ‘ I have almost made up my mind to fall in love myself, just to have some
thing to think of. If yon stay away another year you may expect to see me 
married before you again meet,

“ ' Tour devoted Brother,
“  * E c s o k i a s .’ ”

A nd so they read and talked until evening; and James, when
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he came to supper, found them  surrounded by piles of litera
tu re .

“ I t  w ill not be easy to keep the chaff from our eyes,” he 
■exclaimed 5 “ this is not only a godless city but it is sair dee- 
Btraetin’.”

“ A ll the more m ust we be on our guard. We are to  live in 
the world and m ust become positive to it,” was Mrs. Glenden- 
n ing’s reply. “ There are some quiet spots near here, however, 
where trees grow ju s t as well as in Madeira, and where trees 
grow , we can grow .”

“ I  dinna th ink  the figure is quite the same, for the puir 
hum an plants cannot reach out after what they need, without 
som ethin’ else urgin’ them another way. A tree just grows down 
in the airth , and up to the sky and has naething to keep it back.” 

“ Some day we shall learn to silence the voices that hinder 
us, and then we shall not notice the bustle of a city any more 
than a tree does. This is where such men as the prophet Zelo 
an d  Num ber E ig h t have attained. A ll sorts of commotions 
m ight surround them, and they  w ould not know it. W e are 
such  babes yet.”

“ Babes—but no t Deific babes,” said Zenia, sm ilin g ; “ unless 
we keep before our minds the possibilities w ithin, we shall soon 
become weak and fall. W e are standing amid discordant vibra
tions, and they will overpower us, if we are not careful. I t  is 
easy to be strong w ith a wall around us as we had a t Madeira. 
W e are to live natural lives, but we m ust hold the spiritual 
firmly at the same time. When the order comes to go to  Egypt, 
i t  will bring us disappointm ent if we do not. To-morrow, 
Jam es, we will go out to St. Cloud, take General, and lunch, 
some books, and our thoughts. There we can find a  secluded 
spo t and breathe with the waving tree-tops.”
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“ M air and mair, I  can see th a t the breath is the  life o’ the 
w o rld ; and when we read how God breathed in to  man, i t  
means far more than just what the world thinks.”

A t this moment they heard the bell ring, and opening the
door found the two young gentlem en from Leipsic w aiting to- 
be admitted.

“ This is really no t my fault,” began Mr. H autrave, extending 
his hand, “ I  insisted on w aiting u n til to-morrow, b u t happen
ing to hear a t  H ottinguer’s th a t  you were here, we were too 
im patient to  see you to  w ait twenty-four hours. H ow  w ell you 
are all look ing ; even Mr. Aberdeen looks qu ite  like a new 
m an,”

“  J u s t  le t me say a word,” broke in  Mr. Montrose. “ I  am 
w illing to  shoulder all the responsibility of this call, and we are 
not going to  stay  a m om ent; ju st came to  ask if we m ight call
to-morrow.”

“ But how did you find us ? ”
“ W here there is a will, you know the rest of it. You told 

your banker not to  give your address, b u t we told him  we were 
very particu lar friends, Americans, and pressing business, etc.” 

“ A nd you are going to be a minister? ” queried Zenia, smiling 
a mild rebuke.

“ Why not ? Surely it was all true as gospel.”
“ And the business ? ”
“ To see that you are looking more and more like a vase lit 

from within,” replied the handsome young fellow, bowing low. 
Zenia frowned. “ You will spoil me if you ta lk  so. A  thought

of m yself is a zero on the wrong side.”
“ W ho says so ? ”
“ Those who know ; therefore, we w ill talk of your cousins. 

You see this stack of letters.”
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“ Call i t  an  avalanche. Have you heard from Laurie and 
E th e l ? ”

“ Yes, urg ing  us to go to London a t once, which is impossible. 
W e are really  older friends than  you knew, when you were a t 
Chamouni, for I  find Mr. Beaumaris’ brother Beverly has been 
m y brother’s chum  for three years. H e has w ritten  to  us about 
Beau—spelt w ith  two letters—all th a t time. He has to ld  us th a t 
he was the embodiment of everything noble, lovable and  manly, 
and  all their little  ways are as fam iliar to  us as to  them , and 
here in Europe I  m eet his brother and hope soon to  know  one 
who has been such a true friend to  Floyd. I  have had m y own 
p e t name for him  all this tim e too. S trange is i t  no t?  A nd  he 
for me. I  had it in my m ind th a t he was such a  very English 
young man, th a t I  called him  the Prince of W ales, and Floyd 
telling him of it, he began calling me Queen, so all our messages 
have been sen t as Prince and Queen.”

“ Q uite romantic, indeed,” said her listener, looking quite 
glum. “ Beverly is a good fellow, aw fully pious and  a ll that, 
b u t no swell airs about him .”

“ You m ust stay and have a cup of tea, and some bread and 
honey,” said Mis. G lendenning. “ W e can ad just our plans at 
the table.”

“ B ut it  is an intrusion to bore you a t all. You have not had 
time to  read your letters. I  can see a lo t unopened. W e will 
go a t once.”

A nd nothing could persuade them  to remain. T he n ex t day 
would be spent in w riting  letters, and the nex t they  were all to 
go to  St. Cloud.

Once more alone, supper was dispatched and then home le t
ters were discussed. Floj-d was more desperately in  love than 
ever, and ended by saying if they remained another year, he
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w ould no t promise to w ait t i l l  they  came home before getting  
m arried. A ll the adjectives of th e  language were exhausted in 
a  vain attem pt to  describe her beauty.

“ Poor fellow. H e no longer stands on earth. H e lives in 
the  clouds and has lost all in terest in  neck-ties,” laughed Zenia. 
■“  W h a t a  tum ble he would have if  the clouds should fall to  the 
earth I ”

“ Many a life is wrecked by ju s t such an event. From  w hat 
your father said, I  know she is a lovely girl, and as there are a  few 
in the world, we will believe he has found one of them . Read 
me th is letter, from his fiancie .”

Zenia glanced it over and began to re a d :

“  ‘ M y  d e a r  n e w  M a m m a  a n d  a x o e l  S i s t e r ,—
“ 1 For I  know  you must be an angel or my beloved boy would not Idolize you 

as he does. Sometimes, when he is talking of your loveliness and purity and 
goodness, I  am almost crazy with jealousy, and then  I  think what a compliment 
it is th a t he sees anything In me a t all, and am thankful; for after looking at the 
son we cannot always see sm all stars, and I  know I  am a very .small star by the 
sid e  of Zenia. W hen your lovely letters come, I  read them  over many times; 
then read them  to my deaf F lo (I call him  that altogether), and then send them 
dow n to  my mother to read.

‘“ Yesterday was the happiest day of my life, and I have lived twenty years; Flo 
was w ith me. Think of it I I  had him all day, and he never was quite as lovely 
before. I t  is perfectly heavenly to have some one love you as Flolove3 me, and 
I  know It is sincere and lasting, for no one could ever show such deep feeling if 
It were not there. I am as happy as a  bird, because I  have the dearest and best 
man In the world for my very own. W e often talk  of you both, and I fee! so 
sorry that Zenia does not care about love. She would be so much happier if she 
had some one to love her as I  have. Some time I  am awfully miserable though, 
for fearsomethingwill happen toseparate us. You know such things do happen. 
I know It would kill us both if we were ever separated, and I pray God to never 
let it come. I know from what Flo says tha t you are so far above me that you 
will not care for all these earthly things. He says you do not like society, or 
dress, or theatres, or young men. W hat an  odd girl you must be ! I  never 
saw a girl who did not like these things. I  hope you will like me, though, 
because Flo loves me and I  am  devoted to  him,

“  * Your loving girl,
*• ‘ V A S  ESS A V A S  O  L IN D A .’ ”
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“ There is a genuine love letter. No mistaking the ring of 
the article,” exclaimed Mrs. G lendenning, as Zenia la id  i t  
down w ith  a smile. “  I  am glad  you are n o t of the m undane 
order, to be caugh t in  the whirl of an  intense vortex, for this is 
hum an lo v e ; and y e t rig h t here there comes a  th rill of fear, le s t 
your absorption in  the Spirit w ill draw  you from earth  by sheer 
force of attraction. W e m ust keep an equilibrium  of forces, 
and belong to  both  worlds. I  sometimes awake w ith  a  horror 
th a t is terrible, and a  fear th a t you and I  w ill some day be 
separated.”

She could say no more. The though t of such possibility over
powered her, and her head fell upon h er breast. T hrow ing  her 
arms around her, Zenia kissed heron  brow and cheek and lips, and 
lifting  her head in her hands looked into her eyes tenderly, saying, 
“ Is  this m y brave Mouessie ? Is this the speech of a  soul th a t has 
clung to me through m any lives ? As if we could be separated. 
W e who have known and fe lt as one soul. I  have often tho u g h t 
of w hat the prophet said. W e are now as m other and daughter, 
so th a t from my first breath till  my last we need no t be separ
ated. In  any other relation th is would be impossible. Nothing 
can separate us, Mouessie. B u t how absurd to  ta lk  of these 
things, when we have everything to rejoice over and be 
thankfu l for. H ealth, loved ones, and best of all, the illum i
nation of the Spirit. I t  shows how easy i t  is for us to  forget 
our w ings and be w orm s; to leave the a ir and crawl. L et us 
take a Logos and breathe ourselves into harmony w ith the All- 
Life, the Father-M other, the Everlasting God.”
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C H A P T E R  X V .

NATURE.

That which ye sow  ye reap. See yonder fields.
The sesamum was sesamum, the com  was corn.

The silence and the darkness knew.
So is a man’s fate bom.

E d w in  A r n o l d .

I t  was a glorious m orning for th e  country, and  no one famil
iar w ith the environs of Paris b u t knows w hat a  day a t  S t. 
Cloud means. There are such endless vistas of m agnificent 
arches whose tracery gradually  becomes narrow, and more and 
more dreamlike ; such miles and miles of ram bling walks and 
terraces; such historic memories and vestiges of past g lo ry ; such 
heights for repose w ith the C ity of Domes spread like a p icture 
before the eyes, such ruins and desolation to rem ind one of w hat 
has been and may be again ; th a t a t St. Cloud, more than any
where else, i t  is enough to s it and dream and ponder w ith  hands 
idly folded and sometimes w ith eyes closed.

O ur party  w ent to the Trocadero Gardens, hack of the ru ins 
of the palace, then up the terraces and steps where flower* are 
always blooming in well-kept parterres. H ere they found seats 
overlooking the  d istan t city, and adjusted themselves for com
fort and rest. I t  was y e t early, and they were the only ones 
stirring. The young gentlem en were to join them  an hour o r  
two later, and, once more in N ature’s  arms, they were glad.

P lacing themselves w ith  their faces to the east, they  began to
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breathe w ith  the rhythm  of the swaying trees and soon were lost 
to their surroundings. A t first the immediate objects vanished, 
then  the palace walls and gardens destroyed by the Prussians, 
then  the nearer landscape, the city  w ith  its g littering  spires and 
dom es; Europe, America, the W orld. T hey were in  space 
moving toward the center of All-Life, coming into harmony 
w ith h igher intelligences, and being suffused w ith  the lig h t of 
God’s goodness. How long they enjoyed th is rapture they 
never knew. T hey  were suddenly made conscious of existence, 
then voices were plainly heard, and looking up, they saw the 
tw o young m en who had promised to join them.

“ I  thought you were all dead,” began Mr. Montrose. “ We 
called to you from below, b u t you were as still as mummies. 
W h a t on earth  were you doing ? ”

“ M erely breathing.”
“  But why merely breathing ? I am not very curious, but

there is something th a t you know, or think you do, th a t I  do 
not, and I w ant to  find it  out. That day we saw you in the 
Louvre, we were in  the E gyptian Room and you did not see us, 
but we noticed then, ju st w hat we have witnessed now, th a t you 
both seemed to breathe in perfect unison, and became absorbed
in something quite apart from your surroundings----- ”

“ But let us say good-morning, before you call us to account,” 
interposed Zeuia, rising to greet them.

“ Certainly, I beg pardon. I ’m always rushing into things. 
Of course you are well, for you are absolutely radiant.”

“ Hush, you m ust no t ta lk  about personalities to me.”
“ But why not ? ”
“ I think my wish should be sufficient, don’t you, Mr. Haut- 

rave ? ”
“ I  should ask nothing more, yet I should be glad to  know all
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you can tell me about your belief and life, and I  really wish I 
understood It better.”

“ If you really wish it, be sure it will open to you. There is 
not a desire of our hearts that does not bring about its own 
fulfillment. No, I  do not believe it, I know it. W e cannot 
believe what we know. We believe w ith  the mind, and we 
know with the heart.”

“ Now, if we sit down here and put our whole m ind on wliat 
you say, will you tell us w hy you  breathe, and how, and 
when ? ”

“ Ask yourself the same question, why do you breathe ? ”
“ To live,” be replied, laughing.
“  Exactly. So do we. I f  we th in k  th a t we know how to get 

more of life by breathing in a certain way, we are only doing w hat 
every living creature does as to  object. T he difference lies in  
results. You stop breathing, you die. So do we. In  th a t we 
are alike. B u t when you m erely inhale and exhale the air from 
your lungs, you are only furnishing life to the shell. W e be
lieve, yes, we know th a t there is a way to  breathe th a t does for 
the mind and sp irit w hat the ordinary breath does for the body. 
S tudy this subject for yourself. T ry  for yourself, and you will 
know the power th a t lies in  deep and rhythm ic breathing.”

“ B u t why has the world no t know n this before ? M ust all 
our wisdom come from A sia ? ”

“ O ur Bible is filled w ith it, h u t you do not see i t  because 
words mean little  to us. Job, the oldest book in the Bible, 
makes much of this, and says, ‘ The breath of the A lm ighty has 
given me life ’—and then accounts for the processes of N ature 
by this same breath and says, * B y the breath of God frost is 
given.’ This is w hat Prasad teaches. A ll life is sim ply vari
ations of vibrations or breath.”
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“ A nd  is i t  m erely for health  th a t you devote yourself to  this 
th ing  ? ” asked M ontrose again.

“ Why do you ask  ? ”
Zenia looked a t him  w ith  a quick glance as her m other spoke, 

as if she would detect the real m otive th a t prom pted th e  ques
tion.

“ I, too, might gain lig h t,” was his reply.
Mrs. Glendenning was silen t for a moment. Jam es Aberdeen 

looked off toward the city, as though he would no t by a  glance 
influence her m ind, and Zenia played with General’s ears.

“ L et me be frank,” she said a t last. “ We are forbidden to 
speak of sacred things where the brain only is a sk in g ; where 
the heart asks it  is different. I  cannot read you w ell enough 
to  judge whence comes your interest, b u t to show you th a t 
I  have faith in the germinal spirit a t  least, I  w ill te ll you 
something of w hat I  know and w hat I  hope to  know. I 
always separate knowing from believing. I  know th a t I  
breathe, th a t you breathe, th a t every living th ing  breathes. 
You know this also. B u t do you know how m any k ind  of 
breaths there are ? Have you watched a sleeping child, a sleep
ing man, a sleeping anim al ? Have you heard the breath
ing  of an angry man—of a frightened woman, of a terrified 
child ? W hy do they differ, and how ? W hy should strong 
emotion change one’s breath? You cannot answ er; neither 
could you tell me how m any breaths have come from the 
one G reat B reath. There are those who we have found th a t 
m ental action as well as mere emotion depend on the quality  of 
b rea th in g ; and there are those who take us a step higher and 
say th a t all Spiritual growth is m arked in  the same way. To 
know  th a t the music of the spheres is a reality, and th a t by 
certain  developm ent we can hear it, and that, as we harmonize
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w ith  these heavenly vibrations, we see and know things that 
were before non-existent, you can imagine why we love to be in  
a q u ie t spot like this, to  tra in  our breath to vibrate w ith  the 
swaying of the trees in  yonder park, un til we lose all sense of 
ou ter th ings as m uch as they, and find our h igher natures a t  
one w ith  an  elem ent n o t recognized.”

“ B u t w hat is th is e lem en t? ” asked Mr. Montrose.
“ Some call i t  the  realm  of universal M ind or W ill, or 

Love, or Knowledge. Some call i t  God. W e should call i t  
this. T he name m atters no t j i t  is the  fact we seek.”

“  A nd  is there such a fa c t? ”
“ You ask this, M r. Montrose, and yet you are going into the 

Church to  teach others the w ay ? If  you know  not God, how 
can you lead others to  H im  ? ”

“ O, I  beg your pardon, Mrs. G lendenning. I  do no t doubt 
the fact of God ; I  merely asked if i t  was a fact th a t we could 
be a t one w ith H im .”

“ You doubt th a t there has been at-one-ment made, I  see.”
“ O, no t a t all. You do no t understand me. Y our way of 

pu ttin g  this seems so very commonplace, if you w ill pardon my 
expression, th a t  I  did no t th ink  i t  had anyth ing  to do w ith  the 
great p lan of Salvation as tau g h t by the Church. O f course I  
believe in the atonem ent provided by the Son of God.”

She saw th a t they  were fast d rifting  into an argum ent, of 
a ll th ings to  be shunned most, and wisely tried  to  d ivert the 
conversation into o ther ch an n els; b u t the  young men w ould 
n o t have i t  so, and persisted in questions u n til she replied w ith 
—“ I  th ink  you wrill find in  the account of the day of Pentecost 
a h in t of w hat I  would say. I f  we m eet in  a sp irit of perfect 
harmony and, I  m ight add, breathe together, reaching out as 
did they after some promised g ift for ten days, I  believe we
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should see tongues of ire  and witness the same phenomena 
they saw. Men are the same to-day as then ; God does not 
change, and H is laws are im mutable.”

“ Ah, I comprehend. Your belief would quite abolish all 
hopes of miracles, and you would have no greater demonstra
tions of the Almighty’s power at one time than another. I 
am not trying to  argue, as 1 see you wish to avoid that.”

“ 1 must n o t argue. Argument kills. I can talk quietly 
where minds are receptive, and even that is not wise. As 
Laotze said, ages ago, ‘ They who know do not talk ; th ey  who talk  
do not know.' W hen the law of vibrations is better understood 
we shall see why tilence is golden. B u t speaking of m irac les: 
if by miracles you mean a broken law, surely  you cannot be
lieve God would break a law that exists as an expression of 
H is very being. This would not give us confidence. I t  would 
rob us of our rock of trust. I f  once broken, why not always 
b roken? I f  on one occasion set aside, why n o t again? You 
surely m ust believe in  the  persistence of Force, and Force is 
Law. W hen you speak of special revelations of power th a t 
have ever accompanied g reat epochs of the world’s history, who 
can doubt them ? May they not, however, have been the higher 
workings of the self-same laws ?

“ Do you remember the words of an Am erican w riter ?— 
‘The world sleeps like an A lpine village under the impend
ing avalanche of a Divine Manifestation. Crises in the u p lift
ing  of the race bring, or may bring, commensurate changes in 
N ature. The globe is governed by occult forces.’ T he fact 
th a t there are men who can prove these existing laws as one 
proves any other fact, is to  me a convincing proof th a t the world 
is preparing for another step upw ard in the evolutionary spiral, 
and we may expect more astonishing exhibitions of occult force
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than  i t  has ever yet seen. T hey  w ill no t be miracles, though 
the ignorant m ight call them  so. Indeed, I  th ink  we can 
imagine our grandparents suddenly restored to  earth, and  hear 
them  say, as the cars dash along by electricity, or they  use the 
telephone, o r listen to  the phonograph, ‘ This is an  age of 
miracles.’ Shall we no t w alk awhile and  take lunch  nearer 
the J e t  G ia n t? ”

“  I  hope you will n o t refuse to te ll m e more about th e
atonem ent, as you believe i t ------ ”

“ A nd the power of breathing, which interests me more than  
theology,” said h is friend, in te rru p tin g  him.

“ J u s t  now, before we go further, le t us take  a glance a t the 
city  ly ing  before our eyes. A ll its  points are familial' to  us. 
W e can trace the  Seine, and the  Bois de Boulogne, the dome 
of the Invalides, St. Sulpiee, the  Pantheon, and the Trocadero. 
Now let us fix our eyes on the h ighest point of the Eiffel Tower, 
and concentrate every though t on the powers of the mind, breath
ing together thus. You m ust no t use the chest. I t  must be 
abdominal. Breathe in perfect time, and do no t th ink  of any
thing else. Perhaps yon m ay g e t a suggestion of facts that are 
not taught in college.”

“ Agreed, only tell us how.” So she showed them  how to 
place their hands and feet, and how to keep time, and then they 
began. All was silent, and when Mrs. G lendenning ten m inutes 
later asked their experiences, Royal M ontrose started as if from 
a sleep and rubbed his head and eyes saying:

“ I  was way off. My head is dizzy, and I  feel as if I  had been 
drinking champagne. N othing else that I know of.”

“ And you, Mr. H autrave ? ”
“ Not at all like that. I  did better, for this is not as new to me 

as to my friend, thanks to your daughter. I began to dream. I
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am  ashamed to tell w hat I  heard and sa w ; -of coarse i t  was all 
im agination.”

“ T ell us all,” in terrup ted  Royal.
“ A t first I  saw a gathering  of people of a cen tury  and more 

ago  in the air over the ruined palace. T hey  were dim  like clouds, 
an d  I  could distinguish no faces. T hen the w ind seemed to 
sw eep them  away, and nothing was le ft b u t the sound of cannon. 
I t  was a strange experience, for I  have never seen anything but 
solid m atter in  my life.”

“ Y our poetic im agination ran  rio t w ith  you, Cecil. I  knew 
you were growing queer a t Leipsic, bu t I never dreamed you 
w ere tak ing  up any such notions as these, meaning no disrespect, 
ladies, I  assure you,” he continued, tu rn ing  tow ard them  as he 
spoke. H e did no t finish his sentence, for his glance had rested 

-on the young lady, and som ething he saw made him  suddenly 
pause. She was sitting  motionless, alm ost rigid, w ith  an  expres
sion  on her face he had never seen before. He knew  she saw 
■nothing outw ardly—th a t she did no t even hear his voice, that 
she was for the time as insensible to all surroundings as if she 
h ad  passed from the body. The others also saw it, and Mrs. 
‘G lendenning, p u ttin g  her finger to her lips to command silence, 
looked a t  her steadily a moment, and the ligh t began to glow in 
th e  beautiful eyes, the color came to the cheek, and, tu rn ing  to 
h e r mother, she said, “ I t  was a beautiful bu t horrible sight, ma 
^here Mouessie. I  saw the beautiful Queen Marie A ntoinette, so 
young, so fu ll of life, surrounded by a crowd of gentlem en and 
ladies. A tfirs tsh e  was laughing and seemed happy. Then a dark
ness came over her, and she was crying and w ringing her hands. 
S he  was on her knees begging for her life. She was praying to 
O od, not man. I t  grew darker s t i l l ; I  could see no one for a time, 
a n d  then I saw her walking out to be beheaded, and around her
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w ere beautiful angels holding h er in  their hands and  whisper
ing beautifu l th ings in her ears, and showing her the realities of 
th e ir  world, to  m ake her forget the horrible dream she was in. 
I  heard th e  ax fall. I  saw the head roll in  the dust, and then I  
saw  Napoleon s ittin g  in the same room she had occupied, and he 
was walking up and down, thinking of France and the Emperor, 
and how he could be both in  one. As he walked I could see him 
scowl. At first I did not know why, and then I  heard a voice, 
and I knew he heard it too. I t  said to him : “ You have ray 
place now. You will fail a t last. Make me free and you will 
not fail.” He looked everywhere for the voice, but he could 
not find it. I knew it came from the head th a t had rolled in the 
dust at the Place de la Concorde. T hen you called me, and i t  
a ll vanished. Can it be true that she is held here ? ”

Jam es, who had been listening w ith silent eagerness, now spoke 
for the first t im e :

“  I  dinna doot it, my leddy. Once a t  M adeira, when my 
gude M aster was talk in  to  me o’ life an’ death, he said whenever 
a pu ir body was taken awa’ verra sudden they  were bound to 
the body u n til the last b it of i t  was destroyed. I  remember it  
weel, for he told me aboot a couple o’ Moors he saw in the A l
hambra, who had had their heads cu t off a long while ago, an’ 
they  could na’ leave the body, an’ were sair miserable on ac
coun t o’ bein’ held there. H e prayed an’ prayed ti l l  they  were 
free, an’ sae grateful were they to the blessed deliverer th a t they 
have been his protectors ever since.”

“ To re tu rn  to the subject of breathing,” said Cecil H autrave, 
“ I  have tried  i t  a little  myself during  the last few months, and I  
am  convinced th a t it  is a power. Ju s t  how m uch it  can do, I  
am no t qualified to say, b u t sure I  am th a t it  clears the mind 
as m uch as i t  invigorates the body. I  have proved to m y own
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more vigorous since I  began it.”

“ W hy did  you not take me along ? rather selfish to  keep a 
good thing to one’s self, don’t  you think so, Mrs. G lendenning?”
and Montrose put on an injured air as he spoke. The other did 
not reply to him, but was talking in an undertone w ith  Miss 
Glendenning. She was saying—

“ If yon once feel the inward power of vibrations, you will 
never go back. There is no such thing as going from lig h t to  
darkness- When the A ncients pictured their god of day as mak
ing  music with the strings of a musical instrument, it was b u t a  
pre-figuring of w hat is coming now to every son of m an who 
has taken possession of his birthright as Son of God. H is 
whole being, physical, m ental, spiritual, is playing upon the  un 
seen wires of the universe, until the vibrations reach farther 
and farther out, and finally touch the central Sun.”

“ I  have n o t reached these lofty  heights,” replied her listener. 
“ The very power I  have cultivated  most assiduously a ll my life, 
m y intellect, is now m y greatest foe. I  cannot still the m ind.” 

“ The universal cry,” was Zenia’s reply. The surg ing  of 
a  storm y sea is nothing to  the restless m ind-currents. T o si
lence them, you m ust be dead in everything b u t heart. Feel—  
feel intensely, b u t do not th ink. W hen the heart alone is send
ing  forth  its vibratory waves, we receive into our innermost, the 
very essence of life. As the desire goes forth  on the unseen 
wires, reaching out for God, there will m eet i t  the  re tu rn  wave 
of divine melody, and, thus interpenetrating, we are fed  by God 
and nourished in to  the real life.”

“ I  can now see why you are w illing to  leave all th a t young 
people care for. You are enthusiastic because you have felt 
th is Presence.” Mr. H autrave looked into her face and aw aited
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her answer. I t  came in dreamy tones, as if  she were lost to  out
w ard sense and sight.

“  T here is b u t one life. T o know  this is to  live it. W h at 
you call leaving a ll is nothing of the k iud. I t  would be leav
ing  all to  he obliged to be a  p a r t of the world of externality . 
As the Scriptures saith— of the prodigal— when he found he 
had been living on husks, he said, ‘ I will arise and go to  the  
Father,’ b u t have you ever though t w hat a  terrible th ing i t  
would be, if we were driven from the F ather’s house and forced 
to  ea t b u sk s? ”

“ W hat are you two talk ing  of ? Mrs. G lendenning and I  
are going for a  walk,” called ou t Mr. Montrose j “  w ill you go
along ? ”

“ Certainly. Lead on.”
They rose to  follow, still ta lk ing  low  and earnestly. T he 

park  was now alive w ith  visitors, and as they  passed a m other 
singing to  her child, Zenia sa id :

u A ll ages, all nations, have one language for the babe. I  
wonder if there ever was a  race of beings who d id  no t sing to  
their children. Do you remember the passage in  one of our 
m odem  writers, ‘ Song is the cradle of the stone, the w orld, the 
universe. T he deeper and fu ller song is the cradle of man and 
his living soul.’ ”

“ I  do no t remember it. I  presume I  have never seen it. I  
have read no such books as you have read, I  am sorry to say. I  
feel, when I  ta lk  with you, th a t I  know absolutely nothing. 
W hat I  have called knowledge seems mere foolishness, when I  
come against this h igher and more subtle consciousness th a t you 
possess. I f  I  could know w hat you know, I  would leave all as 
you have done.”

She looked u p  and smiled. “ I  see,” she said, “ i t  is impos-
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Bible to make you understand that I have no t left anything. I  
have instead gained everything. Some day you will know 
what I mean, now let us ta lk  of something else.”

“ Miss Glendenning, are you earth-born ? W here is your home ? 
You are so unlike all the young ladies I have ever known that 
at the risk of seeming rude, I  must tell you th a t I  do not believe 
you are of the ordinary clay of common mortals.”

He was interrupted by her musical laugh rippling like a 
singing brook. Her mother glanced back at the unusual sound, 
and seeing the two evidently absorbed in their own conversa
tion, went on talking with Mr. Montrose, merely say in g : “ I t  is 
long  since I have heard her laugh like that, and i t  makes me 
very happy.”

“ She seems always glowing with life. I had never noticed 
th a t she rarely laughs. W hy should she not laugh  ? ”

“ Only because her m ind is in a different realm  from ours. 
As well ask why those snowy clouds above our heads lie still 
and  peaceful, while the lower ones are flying along a t the mercy 
o f the winds. T he one is in  the lower rea lm ; the o ther so high 
no winds can reach it.

“  I t  is so in  life. T he people w ith  an earnest purpose and 
who are awakened, are n o t given to  ups and downs. They 
are serene.”

“ You mystify me more and more. From the first day we 
m et you, you and your daughter have made us feel th a t you 
have unlocked the door to  another world, and while you have all 
th a t we common mortals possess, you have som ething more. 
C an you not, w ill you not, explain this and set our m inds at 
rest?  Am  I  not r ig h t? ”

“ I f  true, i t  is only true  as an  artis t or a scientist knows and 
lives in a world tha t we do not. W e m ight all have the  same
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did we but make the effort. I f  we have a  realm  th a t you have 
riot, i t  is only because we have persistently groped toward 
lig h t u n til we have found it. You too m ay do this j so m ay 
every one.”

“ J u s t  w hat I  was telling  Professor H autrave,” joined in 
Zenia, who had now overtaken them . “ H e has been saying a ll 
sorts of extravagant things to me, too am using to  repeat ! ” and 
she glanced a t  her escort with a  mischievous tw inkle in  her 
eyes.

“ W e will prepare for lunch, and  if  the young gentlem en will 
secure us some coffee from the restaurant, or, better still, m ilk , 
we can enjoy a  simple repast on historic ground.”

“ Do you mean th a t you have brought lunch w ith  y o u !”  
exclaimed Mr. H autrave.

“ How delightful. A  picnic a t St. C loud,” echoed his friend.
“ N ot w orthy the name of lunch to bona fide Americans, b u t 

you have lived here so long, and we have such simple tastes, 
th a t some nice sandwiches, some eggs and fru it w ill serve quite 
a petite dSjeuner.”

T hey had found a sheltered nook, and here upon the grass th ey  
spread out the contents of their lunch-basket. A  few large elm 
leaves pinned together made excellent plates, and when the  
m ilk arrived, they sat down under flickering shadows, and never 
was a repast enjoyed more heartily. The conversation ran upon 
history, France, Germany, music, and art, b u t it  was evidently  
kep t there by an effort of the ladies. Suddenly Professor 
H autrave broke in w ith,—

“ You have not explained why I  saw m isty figures a fte r 
our breathing, and Royal, here, saw nothing, Mrs. Glenden- 
ning. ”

“ I  am no t sure th a t I  know, b u t I  should im agine th a t a t th e
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tim e you le t go of your in tellectual forces more than he, and as 
soon as you were passive there came to  your h itherto  sleeping 
inner eyes a  fa in t vision of w hat had been.”

“ B u t where was i t  ? Came from where ? ” he persisted.
“ From  the A stra l light, as we call it. Mind, I  do not say this 

explains the difference. Only of one thing am I  sure, and that 
is, all can develop this power.”

“ I  wish I  were more credulous.”
“ T ry  it  and see for yourself.”
“ Where do you find all this knowledge ? What books do 

you read?” asked the other.
“ Real knowledge does not come from books.”
“ I ’ll make ou t a list of some books for them, Mouessie. You 

know there is much to he learned from them, although the 
higher comes not thence.”

“  W here is i t  to be found ? ” queried Mr. Montrose.
“ To answer you, I  w ill quote from the M ystic Jacob Boehme.” 
“ There, m urder will out. W h a t did I say ? ” exclaimed M ont

rose. “ I  knew they were mystics or B uddhists or Rosicrucians, 
or som ething of the kind. I  have read ‘ Zanoni ’ and  a few 
things on th a t line, and I am qu ite  prepared to see all sorts of 
phantasms. W ill you make ou t the list now ? I  have pencil and 
paper.”

“ Some day a t  home I  will th ink  just w hat you w ould like 
best. M inds a little  skeptical, 3-ou know, no t too credulous:” 
here she smiled a t Montrose, as if to say, “ I  understand you, 
you see,” and continued, “ such cannot he fed on the same 
food as weaker minds. I f  you could read bu t one book w ith 
no preconceived ideas of your own pressing for recognition, I 
am  sure you would see enough to convince you of certain facts 
th a t would serve as a foundation for fu ture action. Surely
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there have been some very b rig h t minds on the transcendental 
( i f  you call i t  so— I call i t  very practical) side.”

“ B u t w hat was the quotation from Boehme you spoke of ? ”
“ I t  was this, or som ething to this effect— ‘ Spiritual knowl

edge cannot be communicated from one in tellect to  another. I t  
m ust come from the universal Spirit’ (w hich Emerson, you 
know, calls the O versoul). Boehme says, ‘ I t  is not the intellect, 
b u t the Divine in us which gives us the knowledge of God and 
the  D ivine powers.’ ”

“ B u t how to attain  this ? ” asked H autrave eag erly ; “ I  have 
read the German Philosophy of the unconscious m ind by H art
mann, and I  know som ething of the principle, though the prac
tical experience is to me u tte rly  vague. W hat is the  first step ? ” 

“ Do no t believe him, Miss G lendenn ing ; I  know  him  too 
well for that. I t  is only because you are interested in  i t  tha t 
he gives i t  a thought. N othing is w orth while to Cecil H autrave 
th a t is no t of the in tellect pure and simple. I  am a better 
candidate for the life of a m ystic than he, for I  a t least shall 
en ter a profession th a t is the outgrow th of mysticism.”

“ Nevertheless, I  feel the vibrations or tatw ic changes of your 
m ind much stronger than  his.”

“ W hich means th a t I  am stronger-m inded than he. H ear 
that, H autrave.”

The other said nothing. He sa t quietly  w aiting for the little  
passage-at-arms to be ended, his dark eyes lum inous w ith  a 
tender feeling and looking ou t w ith  a new purpose.

“ This m ilk is delicious,” said Mrs. G lendenning. “  W e have 
a  long walk before us, and G eneral th inks i t  time we started . 
See, he is w aiting to lead the way.”

“ The days are long. W e need no t hurry.
June is the best of the day, you know.”

The tw iligh t of
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“ You forget, Mr. Montrose, th a t we have other duties and 
cannot spend all our time pleasuring. If  we go to London in  a  
week or two we m ust do m any things first.”

“ A nd why not go together? I t  is m uch pleasanter traveling 
in a party. Go to  Dieppe and New H aven, stop a t  Rouen, 
and see the cathedral there, the finest example of architecture 
of the tw elfth  century to be found in France, and then  over the 
channel to E ngland.”

She was glad to have the conversation take a different line, 
and followed it  up while g e tting  their things together. Zenia, 
the General, and Prof. H autrave had already started  down the 
walk. Jam es remained w ith M rs. G lendenning. H e had little  
to say when these young men were present. H e had an un
pleasant remembrance of their tou r in H olland. A s he watched 
the General and his party  pass beyond a tu rn  of the walk he 
m uttered to h im self:

“ A n’ g reat luck w ill i t  bring to  him. W i’ all his book-learn
ing  I  would like to  te ll him  i t  is of no use.” Then he clapped 
his hand  suddenly to  his head and exclaimed, “ W hat a p u ir 
w eaklin’ I  am, no t rememberin’ my ain M aister’s words, 4 W hat 
belongs to  me I  w ill attend to, w hat does not, I  w ill le t alone.’ 
I ’ll never be m air than a boy.”

Mrs. G lendenning saw th a t som ething was on his mind, bu t, 
knowing i t  was not best to  notice it, said nothing. No sooner 
had they gone beyond the sound of voices than  H autrave began, 
and now his expression was earnest and in ten se :

“  I  cannot ta lk  of these th ings before others, b u t th a t I  am 
greatly  interested in  the subject I  need not assure you. Miss. 
G lendenning. From  the tim e I  first saw you in  the Louvre 
un til now you have haunted me like a ghost. I  am n o t in  the 
habit of following young ladies, b u t I  w ant you to understand
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me, for I  am sure you can help me. I  followed you to  Chamouni, 
and then to  Geneva, and Paris, and Holland, because I  could not
help it. My friend laughed at me and I should have laughed 
a t myself, if  I had n o t ' been so terribly in earnest. Then we 
went back to oar studies for seven long months and never heard 
from you. I do not know whether you will believe what I am 
about to say or not, b u t i t  is true. All those months you were 
in  my m ind constantly. Sometimes I would see you as I  saw 
you among the statues, sometimes as you are now, but always, 
and everywhere, you were apart from all others and from me. I  
know all yon would say. I have not the feeling toward you 
th a t I  had at first. I t  was then a wild frenzy of admiration, 
with the one desire to be near yon, to see you, to hear you speak. 
T hat has gone. Something in  your presence has killed out 
every thought of you as an ordinary woman, and when I asked 
you if you were born of earth, I  was sincere ; for to me there is 
som ething most unearth ly  about you. W h at drew  me to you 
at first I  fancied was some grace of movement, some tint of 
color or flash of eye. I t  m ight have been, but the real power 
lay back of that and came from a self I heard you call divine. 
I  w ant this life. I  have seen fa in t visions from a child, and I  
know there is a world in  which I  could find happiness that is 
lasting. Royal is a  grand fellow, but he is born, as he himself 
says, under different stars; and not understanding these things, 
he laughs at them  and thinks he has demolished them. Give 
me, as I said before, the  first step. Teach me as you w ould teach 
a child, and some day I  w ill know a little  of w hat is such a  
power to you.”

She looked in to  his face w ith  a glance as quiet as though his 
words had been m erest commonplace, and a t the same tim e 
intense as though she w ould read him  through and through.
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“ You are speaking tru ly , M r. H autrave. I  see the  new life 
has begun to  waken. W hatever I  can say to  you to  help it 
forward, be sure i t  w ill be given gladly. I  know the  lig h t will 
come as soon as the windows are throw n open to  welcome it. I  
also know the deligh t aw aiting you. Y our in terest in  me has 
been the reaching ou t for lig h t w hich your soul fancied or felt 
i t  m ight find through me.”

“ Perhaps. W e w ill no t ta lk  of th a t now. E nough th a t I 
see on what heights you walk and  aim  to reach them. I  hear 
the voices th a t te ll us the re st are n e a r ; te ll me quickly the first 
step.”

“ To realize, to  feel, to  know, th a t we are nothing, and  God 
Is all. This achieved, the re st is easy, though the time required 
m ay  be long. May you indeed m aster the first, th a t all others 
m ay obey yours. I f  thoughts can help, mine shall assist you.” 

She reached ou t her hand as she spoke, and  tak iug  i t  he bowed 
•over i t  as if in  reverence. At th a t mom ent Royal Montrose, 
tu rn in g  the corner of the walk, saw the action, and saying to 
him self, “ A fter all she is a girl like o ther girls, and  H autrave 
has reached his goal,” he called out to  say, “  W e are proposing 
to go to  the barracks and see the afternoon drill, unless you 
object.”

“ N ot in the least,” replied his friend, annoyed th a t his action 
m ight be misconstrued.

“ A nd w hat do you say, Miss G lendenning ? ”
“  Charmed, of course.” H er reply was brief—her manner 

calm — there was no trace of embarrassment about her, and yet 
he had seen w ith his own eyes the tableau. As they  w alked he 
w atched her. She was more silent than  usual, and her thoughts 
seemed far away. I t  was no t un til the day was done, and in 
th e ir own room a t the hotel, th a t  he could relieve his m in d ; and
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when he did so, Ms friend turned on Mm w ith  a severity quite 
foreign to  his nature and silenced Mm by saying :

“ L et me repeat your words to  me, u ttered  many m onths ago, 
‘ Don’t  be a fool.’ Can you no t see w ith half an  eye th a t Miss 
G lendenning lives in  a h igher world than  we ? Can you imagine 
a  man so lost to  all sense, as to  dare th ink  of her as he would 
th in k  of other women ? I  only hope some day to  be w orthy to 
be called her friend.”

“ W hew !” was his friend’s reply, accompanied by a long whis
tle, “ I t  is even worse than  I  thought. T he case is hopeless.” 

H autrave glanced a t him  w ith  a look of mingled surprise and 
reproach, b u t said nothing. Zenia was saying a t th a t moment 
to her m o th er:

“ Another soul has been wakened in to  life, Mouessie. Pro
fessor H autrave has started  to  live the  Life.”
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C H A P T E R  X V I.

INTERLUDE.

“  The staff I  lift w ith prayers for men 
And touch the living heart again ;
There Christos dwells, in tha t bright form,
H e won from the sepulchral worm.”

T h e  visit to  London was over, and memories of the beautiful 
Beaumaris home m ust be forever a part of each life th a t had 
enjoyed its cheer. Each day had been perfect in  itself, unlike 
any of the others. Jam es had remained in Paris w ith General, 
and Royal M ontrose would have given special thanks for this, 
had not the presence of Beverly Beaumaris been even more un
bearable. From  the time he m et Miss G lendenning a t  the 
station, and w ith outstretched hands had welcomed her, say
ing : “ A t last, Queen, we m eet and on the soil of old England. 
From this day I  swear fealty to thee as kn igh t and subject,” 
un til he bade her farewell a t  Folkestone and was the las t to 
touch her hand, he had been absorbed, and devoted to her a t 
a ll times and in  a ll seasons. H e was perhaps thirty-five; n o t so 
handsome as his brother Laurence, b u t perfect in m anner and 
bearing, and filled w ith a sp irit of sincere goodness. H ad he 
never known of Zenia G lendenning before, he w ould have 
recognized her power over his sp irit the mom ent he saw her 
face, th a t face which Robert Browning would have called, “  one 
o u t of thousands.” H is a ir of proprietorship, while i t  annoyed
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Royal Montrose, greatly  amused Laurence and Ethel. T hey 
were w atching a b it of life’s drama that was fast becoming 
tragic. A t length, when i t  could be endured no longer, Royal 
said to his fr ie n d :

“ I  th ink  i t  is deuced cheeky in  B everly to  come over here? 
and ju st because he knows her brother, to ac t as if he, and he 
alone, held a mortgage on her tim e and affections.”

“ You forget how long they have sen t messages as P rince and 
Queen. T his gives him  a prior right. A s to  affections, we 
have long ago decided they  were ou t of the question, you know.” 

“ I  know you are almost as g rea t an enigm a as Zenia Glen-
denning. Sometimes I  th ink, you are an  idiot------ ”

“  Thanks------ ”
“  H ear me out. W hen we first saw her, you were a  madman, 

ready to  follow her to  the ends of the earth , o r jum p from the 
Eiffel Tower for a  glimpse of her. To-day, how is i t?  You see 
another come in  and monopolize her w ithout a though t of an
noyance. Between you and Beverly, I th ink  I shall lose my 
senses.”

Cecil H autrave smiled, and th is so exasperated his friend th a t 
he left the room. I t  was true. Cecil had entered upon the 
path  where self m ust be laid upon the a ltar of service. He had 
been well content w ith  the q u ie t chats lie had w ith Miss Glen- 
denning on the one absorbing subject, and beyond th is he did 
not trouble himself. H is feeling to her was akin to  adoration, 
and adoration knows no jealousy.

How different w ith his friend. From  a fixed determ ination 
th a t he would n o t be interested in her, he had suddenly awakened 
to a consciousness th a t this g irl was filling all his thoughts. I t  
was a new experience to him. Heretofore this had no t been. 
T he lovely American and English girls in Leipsic did the ador-
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ing. They attracted and held Mm by their accomplishments 
and fascinations a day, a week, a month, as the case might be j 
and then he eluded them. Here was one of a different type. 
She did not care whether he noticed her or not. She never 
thought of Mm, and seemed no more flattered by his attentions 
than by those of the Scotchman. The result was as m ight be 
expected. He found himself thinking of her at all times. Now 
i t  was som ething she had said ; again it was the starlight in her 
ey e s ; to-day it was her beautiful teeth, complexion, or h a n d s ; 
to-morrow—it would be her manner, her voice, her sub tle  
soul-qualities. Sometimes he would keep at a distance for a 
day or two and devote himself to Ethel.

“ I  have something else before me than to dance to the music 
of even such a girl as Zenia G lendenning,” he would say to 
himself, or, “ I ’ll let Cecil singe Ms wings if he chooses, b u t I ’ll 
keep a t a distance.” T he nex t day, all this w ould be se t aside 
and he w ould argue w ith  himself, “ I  guess there’s no danger. 
Have I  ever been caught napping ? I ’ll enjoy the  good things 
the gods provide.”

T his w ould end by an attack on H autrave, te lling  Mm to 
“  brace up and not dawdle around her, and le t B everly carry 
her off, b u t either take the fort by storm, or else give i t  u p ; ” 
ending w ith, “ Do you know th a t you are no t the same man 
you were a  year ago ? ”

“ T hank God 1 ” ,broke from the lips of H autrave.
“ You’ll no t thank  God for the heart-ache you are laying up 

for yourself. To-day, if th a t g irl took i t  into her head to  marry, 
i t  would no t be you th a t she would choose ; i t  would be far 
more likely to  be th a t cousin of mine tha t she calls Prince. 
B u t you can comfort yourself w ith  the thought—she has no idea 
of m arrying any man.”
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“ T h at is the only sensible th ing  you have said, Montrose. If  
you th ink  I  have an idea of m arrying her, you are as far from 
the tru th  as one pole is from the other. She is a saint, and 
saints never m arry.”

“ But saints sometimes M l from their high estate, and become 
ordinary human beings.”

“ N ot such as Zenia G lendenning. She will become less- 
earthly and more heavenly as the years pass. But come, they 
will be waiting. This is our last pleasuring in M errie England.”"

They were off for a day’s jaunt. F irst to the Common beyond! 
Brixton Hills; then to Sydenham, where they  could stroll 
and enjoy fresh air and freedom; a drive home— and a last 
evening together.

Royal M ontrose was no longer the _ self-satisfied, lofty fellow  
tha t he had been. A n observer could easily detect the sp irit of 
unrest th a t had seized him  of late, and w ith  the loss of poise, 
much of his charm had vanished.

E thel, the beautiful bride and hostess, h ad  observed the change 
a t  once, and w ith  her husband had not been long in  locating the 
secret of it. To-day she determ ined to  give him an opportunity  
to see her friend alone, which she knew  could only be done by 
very shrewd m aneuvering on her part. I t  seemed a mere chance 
th a t threw  them  together on the  Common, bu t i t  was more 
than chance th a t arranged th a t they  should drive home in  th e  
dog-cart.

“ I t  will be such  a  favor if  you  will, dear,” she had said to  
Zenia. “ I  w ant a  little  ta lk  w ith  your m other before you 
leave.”

I t  was his chance and he seized it. The long conflict between 
love of self and love of Zenia G lendenning was a t  an end, and  
he began with,—
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“ How long have we known each other, Miss G lendenning ? ” 
She had never given him  permission to use her o ther name, 

as she had his friend. She was th ink ing  of this, and hesitated 
before replying,—

“ More than  a year, is i t  n o t ? ” looking up into his face as 
she spoke.

“ Do you remember our first m eeting ? ”
“ In the Louvre? Yes, very well indeed. I remem ber say

ing to Mouessie you looked as if you might be Lord This or 
Lord T hat. You were very grand-looking then.”

“  A nd now? ”
“ O, I  should never call you lordly now, for I know  you better. 

A fter th a t we m et in Chamouni, and when p a ter came, we 
to g e th er; you see I  remember i t  all. My memory is the  best 
g if t  I  have.”

“ So i t  seems,” he said, “ and mine also. L e t me te ll you 
w hat I  remember—the same facts, b u t the po in t of observation 
differs. L e t me preface my recollections by a  remark, which I 
do no t intend as personal, b u t sim ply a truism . I f  I  were to 
go to E gypt to-day, the Sphinx would not be more unintellig i
ble to me than  are y o u ; y e t i t  would not in terest me as do you. 
I  remember th a t day in the  Louvre. I have somewhere the 
birds I  copied in  th a t Egyptian-room, as we sat behind a  pillar, 
and I  was laughing a t m y friend because he had been so in
fatuated ; a t  first m erely by your grace of motion, and afte r by 
your face as well. I  remember all I said to  him  th a t night, 
and  all the ridicule I heaped on him in Chamouni, and y e t to
day  I  am more your slave than he. If  I  understood you 
better, or you were more like the young ladies I  have known, 
I  should know better how to say w hat I  have in m y m in d ; 
b u t you are so very different. You care for no thing the

C!
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ordinary young lady cares for, and therefore I  w ill be frank 
w ith you and te ll you th a t I  love you. I t  has n o t been my 
own desire, for I  have other aims than  love, b u t i t  came, and 
I  am conquered. Do not in te rru p t me. I  know w hat you 
would say. I  know you have some object to  attain , though I  
do not know  w hat i t  is, and m y love shall be no hindrance.
I t  shall be a help------”

She in terrupted him, saying, “  W hy, Mr. Montrose, I  
never------ ”

“ L e t me finish. I  know  you have never dream ed of such a 
thing. You did  not even notice m e ; I  was of no in terest to you. 
I  have seen i t  all. W ill you answer me tru ly  a  single question, 
Miss G lendenning ? ”

“ M ost certainly.”
“ T hen te ll me if you were ever in  love ? Has there been a 

time in your life when your very existence seemed to  hang on 
the smile of some one else? W hen to  miss th a t smile, was 
more than  to  have the sun b lo tted  from the sky ? Do you know 
anyth ing  of such a  s ta te?  Have you ever dream ed dreams 
th a t were the most real of all realities ? ”

She caught his meaning, and for his sake she w ould no t only 
answ er tru ly , b u t explicitly. H er brief dream of love had long 
since been forgotten, or remembered as an episode in her life. 
So, w ithout a trem or in her tones, she re p lie d :

“ No woman lives twenty-one years w ithout having loved. 
I  feel th a t I  can say this, for my life was as guarded as th a t of 
cloistered nun. N ot th a t I  was denied any pleasure or freedom ; 
b u t w ith two brothers and my parents to  idolize me, I  
never was thrown w ith  strangers alone. Yet, Love came to me, 
and I  knew every height of its highest flight, every depth 
o f  its  anguish. I  am different from others, older, and more
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capable of deep feeling than  many. A t sixteen I met m y fate. 
You w ill smile when I  te ll you I  was engaged, and had th irty  
days of w hat I  called parad ise; yet, in  i t  all, I  never m et my 
lover alone. H av ing  seen the close union existing between 
my m other and myself, you m ay be able to  comprehend th a t I  
could no t enjoy love w ithout her presence. I  need n o t say 
more. A  shipwreck of his father’s name and fortune took them  
to  a  d istan t country, and I  can assure you I  know all a 
heart can suffer from a disappointm ent of th a t  kind. I t  has 
left nothing b u t a  memory, and I  smile now to th ink  i t  pained 
me so; for, in  my brothers’ love I  have had an unselfish devotion 
th a t no one else could bring me, and in m y parents’ I  have 
unfailing happiness. I  w ill n o t speak of my mother. She is 
my world. W hy should this have been th ru s t into m y life ? 
To teach me how unsatisfactory is the hum an. A t th a t tim e I 
longed to  die. I  thought all life’s sweetness and beauty  had 
gone. B u t m y world is a m yriad times more lovely now, for i t  
w ill endure forever. A t this time, we— Mouessie and I —caught 
a glimpse of a great L ight. W e followed its leading, and in th is  
and her love is a constant heaven. I  have thanked God a thou
sand times for my experience, for I  know all th a t hum an love 
can bring of joy or wretchedness. One hour of my present 
life w ill outweigh all personal attachm ent th a t could be 
crowded into threescore years and ten .”

H e looked into her face. I t  was calm, and she did  not blush. 
H e took courage, “ For,” said he to  himself, “  the old love is all 
dead.” Something of his old manner came lack , and in a more 
assured tone he said,—

“ You have risen on the stepping-stone of your dead self to  
higher things,—as Tennyson puts it. H ear me speak. T h a t 
you loved so deeply then, proves your capacity to love now------
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“ H ush. You m ust no t speak like that. I  told you my little  
story, when I  should not even speak of myself.”

“ B u t I  cannot keep still. You m ust hear me out. I  w ill 
ta lk  sense ; I  am no fool. I  know w hat you w ould say, and I  
would echo your words, ‘ I  too have other plans,’ b u t le t us 
understand each other. Three years hence, when I  have posi
tion and influence as a  rector of a large church, you, w ith  your 
devotion and earnestness, could be the power behind the throne. 
In  the true  Church, as my wife, your g ifts would find expression 
in a  way you scarcely dream of. You need promise nothing. 
I  am content to bide my time. I  have watched your every 
thought and movement—your radiance, and unselfish earnest
ness— until I  have sometimes doubted if you were hum an. And 
when I te ll you th a t i t  is this which has won my love, and th a t 
never before have I  told any woman w hat I  now tell you— th a t  
I lo ve  you—shall always love you and you alone, I  th ink  I  am 
a t least worthy of your consideration.”

H e said no more. Deep feeling overcame him. H e  awaited, 
some word from her lips. I t  came.

“ Impossible.”
“ W h at do you m ean ? ”  H is tone was alm ost fierce, as he  

leaned forward to catch every word.
“ O ur paths lie apart. O ur mere wills could no t change them . 

People who walk in  different paths cannot touch each other’s  
lives. You have chosen your work according to your nature, 
w ithin the confines of church organization— of ceremonies, creed, 
and r i tu a l ; m y work is more simple, and lies among the by
ways of the world, wherever a wound can be healed or a seed 
sown. I  m ust show my love to  God by love to  H is children.” 

“ A nd you do not th ink  the Church does this ? Look a t  h e r 
eleemosynary institutions, her missions and charities------ ”
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“ I was speaking of love.”
“ Has she no love ? ”
“ I return the question,— Has she ? Y et I  know gome churches 

th a t  shine as suns in  the world, thank God.”
“ W ould she give her money so freely w ithout love ? ”
“ I t  is easy to give that which costs us little . W hen th e  

■Church gives herself, then the world will know she loves. To 
give a little  money, or teach a class in a mission, or sew and 
make garments for the poor, talk to a few women or children 
■once a week, and organize elute—this is not love’s way of ex
pressing itself. Love never faileth. Love knows neither weari
ness nor discouragement. All things vanish, but love abides. 
W e have only to look in the family to  see what love is. By 
n ight, by day, in all ways and at all times, the m other carries 
upon her heart the child of her love. She never asks, ‘ Have I  
not done enough ? ’ h u t rather, ‘ W h at more can I d o ? ’ T his is 
w hat love means, and though I  am no t criticising the  Church 
except as you have forced me to explain myself, I  can assure 
you  th a t I  w ill gladly work w ith in  her walls when she has this 
sp irit of sacrificing love tow ard the world.”

“ Your views are the views of an extrem ist, my dear Miss 
G lendenning. Surely you m ust see th a t w hat you speak of is a 
state  of things belonging to another a g e ; i t  is the dream of an 
enthusiast.”

“ You are qu ite  right, Mr. Montrose, and I  have dedicated 
m y little  life to help bring in the new age when this love will 
be possible. You stand where the C hurch of to-day stands, 
and have numbers on your side, and in  numbers there is a  feel
ing  of security, b u t one w ith  God is a m ajority, you know.”

“ A nd you believe the tim e will come when these things 
shall be ? ”

m; in;
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“  A s surely  as I  believe the  world is ever outgrow ing its  im
perfect conditions, Mid becoming more perfect. If  any one be
lieves in  evolution, h e  m ust believe this.”

“ I t  is a  long w ay off yet. T here w ill be many cataclysms, 
social, financial, and religious, before we can hope to  see this 
universal love prevail, of w hich you speak and dream.”

“ A  thousand years are as a  day in  H is sight. T he w aiting is 
not tedious to  H im , who sees the  end from the  beginning, bu t 
the blessing is g reat to  those th a t work for its accomplishment. 
You speak of universal love as a  w ild dream, o r a  poet’s fancy, 
yet if Jesus tau g h t anything, he tau g h t this. W ould  it  lessen 
our love for our own, to  love every one else? Does i t  take from 
the m other’s love for her first-bom when another child  comes to  
her home. M ultiply this endlessly, and the love never weakens 
by giving out. A h, as the old M aster used to  say : ‘ How soon 
the world w ould be redeemed if her children w ould love freely.’ 
Have you ever though t th a t the Christians of to-day say one 
thing and do another ? T hey pray to be like their Father in 
heaven, and never take a step in  that direction. They are 
always reaching up after som ething higher. They w ant more' 
money, greater influence, an  increase of knowledge, everything 
on the upward line, while the A ll-Father whom they profess to 
im itate is always reaching down. He cannot reach up. Are 
we content to give up all though t of advancem ent and go down 
to those who need us ? Does God love a few  ? Does H e love 
even by classes or churches ? Does He not send his blessings on 
all alike? Does He not love w ith  a universal lo v e? To be 
like Him , m ust we not do the same ? ”

“ I  see. I  see. You would bring about Utopia a t once if 
such ideas gained a hold. W here is the promise of such a. 
state ? ”
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“  In  H is purposes, for they never fail. There are to-day on this 
earth  those whose one ahn is to  be God-like. In  Asia, in  A frica 
—aye in  the isles of the  sea—are those who love w ith  a  universal 
love every liv ing th in g  th a t has breath. T h at live to  keep 
tru th  and love alive, un til th is new age is strong enough to  re
ceive it. T hey come and go among the haunts of men to  bless 
a ll hum an kind.”

“  B u t is i t  no t selfish to  live apart, and keep from the  world 
knowledge th a t i t  needs ? ”

“ T hey are b u t stewards. W hen the  M aster says, * G ive out,’ 
they  w ill pour i t  ou t like water, for they live only to  bless. 
W e cannot send a child to  college u n til i t  has learned to  read, 
and  m en m ust m aster th e  sp iritual alphabet before they  can be 
tau g h t advanced tru th .”

“ You speak of this age as near a t hand------ ”
“ I t  is here. W e have already entered its  portal. B u t the 

w orld is s till sleeping, as unconscious of its condition as a 
sleeping child. I t  w ill soon awake and know th a t the tim e for 
justice has come. The age of proffered love is passed. Ten, 
tw en ty  years w ill bring g rea t changes ; so the M asters te ll us. 
Cyclic changes cannot be measured by finite minds. This is the 
seventh cycle. The Cycle of cycles, and already the  Quicken
ing Spirit, is abroad in the land. O, th a t men w ould see and 
k n o w ! T hen w ould they praise the Lord for his marvelous 
works to the children of m en.”

She spoke w ith the glow of inspiration, and became silent. 
H er eyes were fixed on the sky, and she seemed to see where 
her companion saw nothing. H is words recalled her to her 
surroundings.

“ Every word you u tte r  tells me you are destined for me, and 
me alone. W ith  you for my inspiration, w hat can I  n o t d o ?  I
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•will do all—be all you say, if you bu t give me hope. Do uo t 
now give me your answer. A s I  said before, we can w ait.”

She shook her head quite slowly.
“  A nd were I  to  choose some o ther path, and not be in  the 

Church, w hat th e n ? ”
“  I t  is not your work, it  is your------ ”
“  Self—do n o t be afraid to  say it. I  understand.”
“  No, no t yourself, your real self, b u t th e  motive of your life. 

W e are no t keyed to  the same note, and u n til we are, there can 
be no harmony. You think, live, believe, by the h e a d ; I  m ust 
feel, love, serve, from the heart. The two never m eet in  church 
o r out, except by being a t one in  Spirit.”

“ You puzzle me more and more. I  will become as spiritual 
as mortal man can possibly be. I  w ill breathe, m editate, do all 
th a t you do. You surely  do not dislike me ? ”

“ Far from it, I  like you, and more than  th i s : if I  was called 
to  choose from all the men I  know, one most congenial, I  should 
say, ‘L et i t  be Royal Montrose.’ B u t I am not choosing. My 
m ind is centered on som ething fa r removed from matrimony, or 
self, or mere pleasure. I  m ust do my work.”

“ Alone ? W ould it  not be be tte r done w ith a strong heart 
to  sustain y o u ? You surely do not th ink  it  wrong to m arry? 
You are m uch too sensible to  hold such a ridiculous notion. 
T ell me more fu lly  your views. I t  is my due. I  have loved 
you against my own will. I  w ill w ait years, b u t some day you 
will be my wife.”

She glanced a t his face. H is mouth was firmly set, and on 
his brow resolve was plainly w ritten.

“ F ive years ago, I  saw a l ig h t ; i t  was sm all and dim, bu t it  
was light. I  arose to  follow its leading. T h at ligh t has grown 
brighter, and the old paths are now le ft behind. I  live in  a
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new world. I ts  inhabitants are r e a l ; they are immortal, and.I  
am one of them. I. have learned to distrust intellect. I  have 
proven the fact th a t I am a child of God, with powers capable 
of unlimited development and  use. This, not because I  am a  
member of some church, bu t because I  feel the th rill of the 
Over-soul in m y heart. Knowing this, I  must work while it 
is day. I am nothing, hut the Life th a t uses me is A ll in A ll.” 

“ I believe all this. I too have chosen this work.”
“  B u t I  m ust work in the by-ways and follow in the steps of 

my M aster.”
“ So w ould I. I  am sure th a t in lineage, brains, culture—  

all th a t makes a worthy man— I  am w orthy to be your hus
band. Love is not so p lentifu l th a t one can afford to  throw  it 
away.”

He was now his old self, proud and poised. She raised her 
head, her eyes glowing like stars, and extending to  him  her hand, 
said, as if speaking of some one else :

“ I  am destined for other things, Mr. Montrose. I  am not 
insensible to the high honor you have done m e ; for when a man 
like you asks a woman to be his wife, it is an honor. No man 
w ill ever call me wife. N ot because I  th ink  it  wrong to  marry, 
b u t because I  have tasted of love, and its taste was bitterness 
and ashes. W hen we can love as angels, the sweetness will 
last. Hum an love, like the apples of Sodom, is beautiful w ithout 
and ashes w ithin.”

“ B u t I  would love you thus. To me you are no t hum an.”
“ Hush 1 I have done all in  my power to take the bitterness 

of denial from my words. Beyond this I  cannot go.”
“ And I will wait. I  will reach your own plane. You shall 

yet be mine, and be happy. Zenia G lendenning is the only 
woman who will be my wife. You know my w il l : what will it
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not do when urged on by a  love as intense as ever burned in  
mortal breast ? ”

“  A nd I  know a  love th a t urges you even more. Love o f 
fame, position, worldly success. T o lay these on the a lta r of a  
P iv ine  Life would cost an  effort you could hardly make.”

“ You shall see. You w ill m arry me when I  have attained  
th is ? ”

He leaned forward, eagerly as a  child reaches for food, and in  
her eyes came a g reat tenderness as she s a id :

“  In  tha t state, marriage means only the rapport of two souls 
th a t beat as one. Now le t me te ll you about m y brother Floyd, 
of whom you have heard us speak so often. L ast evening his 
le tte r was a grievous wail. T he ashes are already reached, and 
he is in despair. I am sorry for the  dear boy—he is such a b it 
of sunshine— and i t  seems too bad to  have him know any shadow. 
I t  seems she shows symptoms of a family malady quite alarming, 
and all thoughts of m arriage m ust be laid  aside un til her health  
is fully established. H e writes : ‘ A ll the delight of love—all 
my rapture and joy—are as nothing to  the anguish I  feel now.’ 
You see w hat I  mean ? I  am not very wise, b u t when a sm all 
child, I  found my dolls were stuffed w ith  saw-dust.”

“ I  see. Y our heart has burned its fires out. You can never 
love again. I  w ill not ask love. Be m y wife, and le t me love you 
and m ake you happy. A t least tell me the real aim  of your life.” 

“  Use,” came from her lips, as they drove up, and she stepped 
from the cart.

Telling  her m other th a t night, of all th a t had been said, she 
ad d ed :

“ I f  I  had no t been fortified by those seven months in  M adeira,
I fear I  m ight have yielded to  his im portunity, for you know,
Mouessie, he  is very attractive. As it  is, I  am  saved.”

19
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“ A nd you will not regret i t ,  d a rlin g ?”
“ No, indeed, bu t if a  miracle should lead him  in to  the real 

life, I should be proud and happy to  be his wife. One need not 
live like a  n u n  to  be' earnest. Do you remember w hat Odiardo 
told us one day ? T h at when a  woman knocked for admission 
to  these orders, every kind of tem ptation was throw n in her way 
to  tu rn  her aside, and if young, she w ould have two or three 
m ost eligible offers of m arriage. I  have now had m y number, 
and henceforth I  hope the question of m arriage will no t be 
•thrust upon me.”

T here was a  tone th a t said more than  the words, and her 
m other detected it. Could it  be th a t she had  more than  a  pass
ing  in terest in  the handsome Montrose ?

In  her sleep th a t night, Zenia tossed her arms to  and fro, and 
m u rm u red :

■“ I w ant peace. I  w ant peace.” A nd the m other, with 
-clasped hands p ray ed :

“ Give her thy  peace, O God.”
Thus had ended the v isit to London, and now they  were again 

in  Paris, w aiting for orders. T he young men had gone on a 
walking-tour through the Highlands, and were not sure of m eet
ing them  again. In park and suburb they reveled in  nature’s
delights, and with the glorious days grew strong in spirit. The 
world had never been so beautiful before. E ven the boys across 
the sea began to show a tender longing for things they had 
always laughed at, and Mr. G lendenning was a surprise to all 
who knew him.

As the October days drew near, the Leipsic students returned. 
They were changed. Cecil H autrave was calm, firm, and earn
est. His friend was calm, b u t it seemed forced. Zenia un
derstood the one, b u t the other she could not read a t first.
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T hey were going once more to St. Cloud, as they  had done 
that pleasant day many weeks before. The leaves were chang
ing to russet tints. A chill was creeping through the air. 
Travelers were now leaving Paris for Rome and the Riviera, 
bu t still our Americans were w aiting. With wrap, and books, 
and lunch, they started for the park, where wretched royalty 
had walked with aching hearts. They strolled through the 
deserted walks of the palace; they sat once more in silence 
overlooking the gay city. Each thought of that first day to
gether here, and was contrasting it with the present hour. 
Hautrave was gratefully thinking of his growth on new 
lines ; Montrose was comparing the indifference then with his 
forced indifference now. H e knew that Zenia had dropped the 
subject of his love forever; that she treated  him in that half- 
friend, half-brother m anner th a t she gave to his friend, b u t this 
did not please him, and his forced calmness made him  irritable. 
More than ever, there was but one woman in his world, and 
that woman was Zenia Glendenning.

They were strolling under the trees afte r lunch, and  happen
ing to see a golden leaf on the  ground, she picked i t  up  and 
said tenderly:

“ W hy were you so unwise as to  live a t  such speed, m y little  
leaf ? B etter to live a t a normal rate, than to  quicken vibra
tion and be the first to fall.”

“ Yes, and a mortal would do w ell to heed the words you
utter, Miss Glendenning. Can you tell me how to quiet the 
vibrations of intense feeling? Shall I acknowledge, St. Zenia, 
for yon are a saint, that I have not slept soundly for weeks ? ”

She interrupted Mm with—
“ W hy, I------ ”
“ Yes, I  know. I  seem calm, b u t it is the calmness of a
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summer’s day th a t heralds a  cyclone. T he tem pest is no t 
for the  public. I t  is for m y own amusement, and you are 
ru ining a useful life w ith your saintly  ways and unearth ly  
career. I  have les t in terest in  m y calling, my fu ture, m y life. 
A re you ready to answer for all this ? Can you not bid me 
hope? I t  is all I  ask.”

I  have already said, th a t when we m eet in  the same orbit I  
am yours.”

“ God bless------
A t th a t moment the rest, coming by a  different path, joined 

them, and from tha t moment Montrose was the life of the party.
“ W h a t do you th ink  Mr. H autrave has been asking me ? ” 

said Mrs. G lendenning, as she approached her daughter.
“ I  am sure I  cannot tell. W h a t ? ”
“ H e wishes me to  te ll him who the M asters are, and how 

they came to  be such wise men.”
“ Yes, I  th ink  if  such g ifts are w ithin the possibility of or

dinary m ortals, we should know how to a tta in  them. I  am  sure 
I  would sacrifice almost anything to have such powers as you 
describe.”

“ W h a t did  you tell him , Mouessie ? ”
“  O nly th a t they were beyond ordinary words to  describe ; 

I  should never dare te ll a ll they  know and do.”
“ Yet, in  a  general way, i t  w ould do no harm  to  te ll how they 

project themselves to  any distance ; how they read and in ter
change thoughts across m ountains; or send solid substances 
through the e th e r ; or heal diseases by a thought-wave, or step  
into the  world of disembodied spirits as easily as we step  in to  
the nex t room.”

“ A nd you know  this to  be true  ? I t  sounds like a page from  
the ‘ Arabian N ights,’ Miss Zenia.”
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“  T h a t is why we never speak of th e ir works. Y et there is 
nothing supernatural about it, and if  we would follow the  law  
we could reach the same heights of power and true  life.”

“ I  would leave all else, did I  b u t know surely I  should reach 
th a t state ,” said H autrave earnestly, alm ost solemnly.

“  I  am too young to  speak on subjects of such vast im port,” 
said Zenia, “  bu t I  th ink  if you knew  w hat th a t  means—to 
leave all—you would hesitate. I t  means : to  leave home and 
kindred, and w hat men call joy and  ease; i t  means a long 
journey over rugged paths, alone and forsaken by hum an h e lp ; 
i t  means crucifixion.”

“ B ut who could no t bear it  w ith  such a goal in view ? ”
“ Odiardo to ld  me of the early life of the H ierophant of the 

Orderi Egyptian, and I  will give i t  an  outline, th a t you may 
see w hat I  mean. Odiardo had i t  .from an A ncient from 
Asia. He said to him  : ‘ There has never been a  Sage or So- 
called A dept, who has no t attained the  height through 
physical and m ental suffering, too terrible to describe. 
Moses, forty  years in  so litu d e ; E lijah, alone on the M ount 
of G o d ; Daniel, in the den of lio n s; are all types of those 
who would climb the paths th a t lead to  knowledge. The 
P rophet Zelo was one of those m entioned by Odiardo. He is 
now one of the most holy of holy men, an aged man, preparing 
to  go forth  into the sp iritual world. Each day, from two to 
four hours are passed among the disembodied intelligences, labor
ing for them  as he labors w ith those in the body, and then the 
w ork of helping m ortals here is resumed. Perhaps no sage in 
all the  world can leave his body a t any time, remain absent as 
long 'as he chooses, re tu rn  a t  pleasure, and then remember w hat 
he saw while absent, as does Zelo, the prophet of the moun
tain. Y et this wonderful m an has never known any k ind  of
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hum an love. H is m other died when he was born. From  a 
babe he showed peculiar gifts, th a t made him an object of dis
like, and because of these his father hated  him . H e was shu t 
up in the d a rk ; was beaten because he said he saw beautiful 
beings, and when nothing would injure him , was bound to  a 
cruel captain of a ship a t the age of twelve, when a  m ere babe. 
I t  was the old story of H erod k illing  the in fan t child  Jesus. 
Even the rats came to his lonely room and b it him on the temple 
till  he bled nearly to death. As he grew  in  years, the horrors 
grew  also. Beatings, cold, hunger, were now his daily food. The 
recital of his physical sufferings would make the coldest heart 
ache, and as he grew  to manhood the w ar over his soul nearly 
m addened him. H ad he not, a t  the early  age of fifteen, had a 
vision of God in a lonely wood, he would have token his life. 
B u t from th a t moment he could bear all martyrdoms, and lived 
on and on. W hen others w ould have been striv ing  for wealth, 
fame, or worldly honors, he was preaching to the prisoners 
east and west. W hen others were enjoying th e  pleasures of 
the world, he was healing the s ic k ; and, a t last, came fame, 
honor, w ealth—poured upon him  like a  flood ; bu t i t  was when 
all th a t could respond to  them  had  died. To-day he lives in  a 
grotto  near Chamouni, m inistering to  souls seeking ligh t, and 
being m inistered unto by angels w ithout number. W ould  you 
care to pass such ordeals, to  reach his height ? ”

“ A nd the o ther ? ” asked Mr. Montrose.
“ M uch the same. A  story of solitude, isolation, homeless

ness. W ith  sufferings more severe on the m ental side, and not 
so terrible on the physical. H e is a man of few words, b u t his 
presence is a benediction. To see his sm iling face you would 
say he was the happiest man in  the w o rld ; yet, ask farther, and 
you will find his home is wherever his du ty  l ie s ; and like the
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P ro p h et Zelo he has never known woman’s love, as m other, 
sister, or wife. T hey both saw the  Unseen, and th is nerved them  
to endure. W hen cruelty  and venom could n o t k ill, those who 
saw marveled, because they d id  n o t know he was a child sent 
here for a purpose; while he, who was to  be one of earth ’s g re a t 
prophets, fell upon his face exhausted and fainting. I t  was: 
then  he heard the words : ‘ B ear on. D rink  the  violet cup, child- 
A fter that, the staff shall be yours.’

“ These m en already know  w hat day they  shall d e p a r t; and 
this w ithout a touch of weakness o r disease. T he younger 
brother moves among the  haunts of men, w ith  face aglow with 
love and joy. H e talks as well w ith  b ird  or beast as w ith h is 
hum an f r ie n d ; the  reptiles come to  him  for love, and w ild 
ferocious beasts, and tim id th ings from forests dark. T h ey  
know him well, and he can tell you w hat they  say. To every
thing on earth  he gives w hat never has been given to him— love* 
“ T hink  you these gifts have come a t once ? T h ink  you, h e  
has no t paid the price? A ll th a t is w orth our having m ust 
come from suffering. I t  is easy to  look a t  the sun and say, 
‘ M agnificent 1 ’ To look a t ripened souls and envy them  th e  
powers they  possess; b u t the one began with gaseous atoms and  
the other came, we know no t whence, b u t each has grown by  
the  same law— the law of persistent purpose and overcoming.” 

As she ceased, her listeners sa t motionless. A t length  M r. 
H autrave spoke, and his voice was tender w ith  deep feeling.

“ You have tau g h t me a most valuable lesson, Miss Zenia. I  
felt th a t power was to  be so u g h t; th a t g ifts were to  be seized, 
bu t I  did not th ink  of their value weighed in pain and suffering. 
I  am not equal to  such trials. I  should be a coward, and give 
up  alL I  shall never ask for wisdom like these men you tell us- 
of. Some time, I  may be more courageous. Somewhere, I  may
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find light. Somehow, I  may be more like you. I dare not wish 
for more than this.”

“  I t  ia not power, or even wisdom : it is joy in doing the work 
given us to do,” replied Zenia, with hands crossed, and eyes look
ing dream ily outward.

M ontrose sought to tu rn  the conversation, by asking Mrs. 
G lendenning to  tell him what had been the m ost astonishing 
th ing  she had seen done by any of these Masters. She paused 
before replying, and then  said :

“ I have seen so many things that you might call impossible, 
th a t I could scarcely name a single one. Perhaps the one most 
startling to me at the time, might not prove so now, when more 
accustomed to the workings of law. We were s ittin g  on the 
terrace a t M adeira, a few of us, around the M aster. Odiardo 
was there, and so was Fillippi, and a  few others. I t  was the 
hour of sunset, and the colors were most brilliant. N ot a  cloud 
could be seen, and over our heads was the clear sky, tin ted  in 
every hue. Suddenly, as the tw iligh t deepened, we saw some
th ing  like a tiny  spark or s ta r floating far above us in  the  air. 
I t  paused ju st above our heads, and slowly fell to the ground a t 
the  feet of Num ber E ight. H e stooped to pick i t  up, and found 
i t  was a tiny  egg-shaped basket, tig h tly  closed, w ith  one end 
burned, and opening in the middle. As he opened it, we gath 
ered round, and saw, upon the cotton tha t filled it, a magnificent 
gem, blazing ou t upon us. No one seemed astonished b u t our
selves, and as the M aster listened to the voice of h is familiar, 
he  called Odiardo to his side, and laying the gem  w ithin  his 
hand, said :

“ ‘ This has come from the Alhambra, From the m ound of 
buried  treasures, and it  is for thee—a reward of thy  patience and 
meekness. W ear it  nex t thy  heart, and see thou tell no m an.’ ”
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“ A nd you believed w hat he said ? ” asked Montrose, w ith a 
touch of scorn in his tone. “  You did not see th a t i t  was all a 
piece of clever jugglery  to  impress your m ind? ”

“ He could not be false in  word or deed. I f  he were, his ligh t 
w ould be removed from its place. I  know th a t I  saw i t ; I  know 
it was w hat he said. I  have seen many things more wonderful 
since, b u t none th a t made such an impression as did that.”

“ I  cannot believe such th ings are right. They savor of w hat 
the  Church calls ungodly works, soothsayers, and w itchcraft.”

“ You forget th a t we are to try  the powers, and hold fast those 
th a t are good. Do you th ink  we have been injured by our belief? ” 

“  I  cannot say that, of course. You are both exceptional, and 
very lovely, b u t this developm ent of interior g ifts I  feel m ust 
be dangerous.”

“  W hen you find any one less Christ-like because of it, I  w ill 
agree w ith  you. My experience has tau g h t me th a t the people 
on this line live a  life of unselfishness you do no t find elsewhere.” 

“ In  the first place, I  do no t believe in  these superhum an 
powers, and  if there are such, I  should believe they  were evil.” 

H e was sitting  on an iron bench as he spoke, and suddenly 
felt him self lifted  from the ground. H e had no t observed th a t 
lames had laid  a sm all object on the  seat and was resting his 
hand upon it. A t first the astonished young m an could no t 
sp e a k ; then he began to call on Cecil to  pu ll him  down, and his 
friend, try ing , found his entire streng th  had no t the slightest 
effect.”

“ For heaven’s sake, help me ou t of this infernal seat,” cried 
Montrose.

“  A n’ ye’ll own ye believe in some’a t ye dinna ken aboot, 
w ill ye, mon ? ” said Jam es, removing the scarabaeus and letting  
the seat down to terra firma  again.
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“ I  believe it  is the devil’s own work, and if you do not get 
o u t of his clutches you will a ll he lost. Follow  my advice, 
and throw  th a t th ing  into the  fire. I  neither know nor care. 
I  only know th a t such th ings are no t according to G od’s 
law.”

“ T hen  there m ust be another Governor. I  te ll ye, mon, ye are 
an ignoramus. There is b u t one law, for there is b u t one God. 
D ’ye th ink  ye ken a’ there is to  ken? Are ye as wise as the 
A lm ighty ? T here are powers aboot ye, th a t ye ken n o t of, an’ 
they are m air than  those ye see. T h at little  beetly once be
longed to  a  k in g  of E gypt. H e kenn’d a’ the wisdom in  the warl’, 
an’ when he was dead, they buried the beetle in  his tomb. I t  
has been there thousands o’ years, and seemed to  be filled 
with unco power. W hen the tomb was opened i t  was sen t to 
the wise man, an’ my ain M aister laid  i t  in  my han’ and said I  
m ust never use i t  unless in  a  g rea t emergency. I  fear I  d id  un
wisely—b u t I  was sair vexed a t  your sayin’ ye didna believe. 
I t  has m uckle power, an’ can do m air than  you th ink .”

“ A gain I  say, the devil is in  it. You w ill lose your im mortal
souls if you go on in  this way------ ”

“ H oot an’ awa’ wi’ ye, mon. W h a t are ye sayin’ ? Hoo 
daur ye say sic things an’ yerself as ignorant as a bairn just
bom  ? How can a bairn o’ darkness sense the lig h t o’ day------ ”

“ H ush, Jam es. You are losing your temper, and th a t would 
be worse than  all,” said Mrs. Glendenning.

“ W ho can haud his tem per a t sic times, an’ he a  Scotchman ? 
To th ink  o’ sic as he, callin’ my blessed M aster sic nam es! T he 
Lord forgive him for the sin ! ”

Royal M ontrose had now w alked over to the young lady, and 
began expostulating w ith her earnestly on the danger she was in, 
b u t before he had u ttered  a  sentence, General came to  her w ith
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a  beautifu l staff, which he laid  in her hands. T he top of i t  was 
a  sistrum  and the ornaments were of silver. W ith  the stafE 
came a note from Zelo, saying—

“ T he tim e has come for thee to  arise and go into E gyp t.” 
H ad an aerolite fallen in  their midst, the astonishm ent could 

no t have been greater.
“ Do you mean you must go away ? ” asked H autrave.
“ W here did the dog find i t ?  ” queried Montrose.
Jam es was rocking himself to  and fro, muttering to himself— 
“ I f  we had gone sooner, I  wouldna ha’ lost my temper, an’ 

noo I  am in disgrace forever. W ha could ha’ dreamed I  would 
ha’ fallen so soon—an’ a’ because I  was lifted up by pride and 
w antin’ to  show the power o’ the beetle.”

They gathered up their things and went back to  P aris  to 
make ready for an early departure for the  South of F rance and 
thence to E gypt. A  sp irit of gloom had fallen on the young 
m en and James, while Zenia and h er m other walked w ith joy 
in  their faces, and the sistrum  grasped in  the young g irl’s  hand 
im parted new strength  to her purpose.
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C H A P T E R  X V II.

ANTICIPATION.

The eternal pyramid*,
Memphis and Thebes, and whatsoever of strange 
Sculptured on alabaster obelisk,
Or Jasper tomb, or mutilated Sphinx ;
Dark Ethiopia on her desert bills conceals.

But ever gazed 
And gazed, till meaning on his vacant mind 
Flashed like strong inspiration, and he saw 
The thrilling secrets of the birth of Time.

Shhjuet.

** Oh, m y bonny leddy, w hat w ould my blessed M aster say if 
he knew  th a t I  lost my tem per and  fell in to  sic grievous sin  ? 
B u t could a  sain t help i t?  m uch less a  p u ir miserable m on? 
To hear those conceited fellows ta lk  when they  knew  nothing, 
was too m uch for flesh and blood. T he Lord forgive me for the 
tem per, and I  know i t  w ill he long before I  reach the old place 
again.”

“ Do you th ink  the M aster did  n o t see i t  all, Jam es ? And 
then the other greater M aster, can we hide augh t from Him  ? 
T he young men were no t as m uch to  blame as we. T hey knew 
no better, and we had been tau g h t the law of Silence. I  blame 
myself for w hat seemed more your fault. A s the M aster has 
always said, if we cast our pearls before swine, they  w ill for
sooth first tram ple our sacred things in  the mud, and then tu rn  
and injure us. I  was too anxious to  have m y friends see the 
lig h t.”
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“ I  am  aye th ink ing  w hat the M aster w ill say. I t  seems as if  
his words are m air to  me than  th e  words of God.”

“ Beware, friend Jam es,” interposed Mrs. G lendenning. “ I f  
you th ink  so m uch of his words, you are th ink ing  of the personal 
man, and th a t w ill injure.”

“ I  know it. I  am  like a  p u ir weak babe, try ing  to  w alk  
alone and always tum bling doon. I  am glad th a t we shall 
soon be awa’ from this land of show, and things external, am ong 
the wise men again. I  hate Hie world, for i t  always makes me 
weak.”

“  T h at was the way the holy m en of the past felt, when th ey  
fled into monasteries, b u t we are to  stand  our ground and be 
conquerors,” replied Mrs. G lendenning. “ I  th ink  Zenia and  the 
dear General are the  only ones who will no t break m any times. 
You, Jam es, are so easily moved to  anger and my heart tu rn s  so 
often to m y home-loves th a t the best we can do are very poor.” 

“ But time is nothing, you know, darling,” said Zenia. “  I f  one 
falls a little  behind, what does i t  matter, if the purpose is the 
same. Now th a t we are really bound for Egypt, we can keep 
the eye single. The Master always said ‘ a backward-looking 
tree is not a growing tree,’ and we must not look backward.” 

They were on the vessel bound for Alexandria, and the tim e 
was in the short autumnal days, when in our land the chill of 
coming w inter is already felt, but on the Mediterranean, oh, how 
different! Days beginning in  sunshine and ending in glorious 
tints. Perfum es stealing into the senses so subtly as to defy 
identification and analysis, and mingling with the colors of sky  
and sea un til the du llest soul could easily be made to feel th a t 
sound was color and color was sound. The splashing of the 
w ater from the wheel, the cry of the sailors, the near noises 
of the deck, w ould have drowned all distant harmonies to th$
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ordinary ear, b u t our little  trio, s itting  in  a retired part of the 
deck, could silence the external and catch notes of the divine 
harmonies th a t seemed to flood this place. T he staff brought to 
Zenia a t St. Cloud was rarely ou t of her hand, and as she 
grasped the sistrum  she could feel the vibratory notes of ancient 
times stirring her soul to more intense harmony w ith all Egyp
tian cult. Her soul, her very being, was uplifted by the touch. 
She floated on and on, in  h igher realms, un til called back by 
the voice of Jam es Aberdeen, lam enting his spiritual downfall 
a t S t. Cloud. A nother day and they would be amid scenes of 
m an’s earliest history in d istan t E gypt. I t  was sunset. O nly 
those who have seen the lights of day fade into the colons of 
evening on the M editerranean can realize the m eaning of these 
words. Iridescent, opaline tin ts , blending, changing, trans
forming, clothed the W est in  a  glory  beyond words. A nd the 
East, catching these up  by laws of refraction, touched every 
filmy cloud w ith the same tones m ultiplied and intensified. 
O thers were exclaiming, or chatting, or prom enading; b u t the 
trio on the deck were silent and motionless. T hey had been 
too long under the training of the Master a t Madeira, had seen 
too many sunsets from the terraces and heard them  played by 
Odiardo, to lose the exquisite vibrations of a scene like this. 
Zenia’a face was transfigured, and the tints of the sky seemed to 
touch her golden hair in a rad ian t halo.

Ten, tw enty, th irty  m inutes passed, and neither of the three 
spoke or moved. W hen the fires burned low along the western 
horizon, and a gray hue told of approaching night, a long-drawn 
breath escaped as from a single breast, and they became con
scious of their near surroundings.

“ Gray, gray, the world is all gray, and color itself is dead,” 
said Mrs. G lendenning half mournfully.
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“ N ot dead, merely changed into another key. A  m inor tune 
for hearts bowed down,” replied Zenia.

“ O r for those hidden in  the bowels of the earth,” said Jam es, 
“ who never see a setting  sun, and ken naught of either color 
or music. Ju s t  the sound of pick and shovel, and the voices of 
masters swearing, and the dripping of waters. Oh, if such as 
these could see the bright sunlight, and the sights we have just 
seen, how their hearts would leap for joy, and they would find 
God as they looked.”

“ But none of these on deck have found Him  in  the beauty of 
the scene ; why should the toilers in  the  m ines? ” asked Zenia.

“ T rue, my leddy, I  had no t though t of that. A nd well I  
know it was in the blackness of death I  found H im  m y ain self. 
I t  ju st seemed as if  to  those who had never seen a  glorious sun
set, i t  m ust seem like the gate of Heaven.”

“ How few are led by joy and light, Jam es. W e all grope in 
the dark, and happy are we if we find the true ligh t in the grop
ing. Through the door th a t opened for my child m any years 
ago, I  caught a  glimpse th a t ravished my soul, and in  the 
strength  of th a t glimpse I  have w alked on and on, bu t the idols 
of m y being will not yield to  the  righ tfu l owner, and I  know 
that I  shall fail of highest earthly attainm ent in th is life because 
of my divided allegiance. I  am glad  th a t an earnest purpose 
and a consecrated heart w ill be accepted by the M aster in 
Heaven, if not on earth.”

“ D inna be discouraged, my good leddy. I t  is the  hum blest 
th a t is aye exalted. I f  the Lord gave ye children, he m eant tha t 
ye should love them. I t  is far worse and mair disheartening to  
climb a wee b it up the pathway, and then, by losing the grip on 
your tem per or being too free wi’ your tongue, find yoursel’ not 
only at the bottom bu t bruised like a punished bairn. Think of
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the staff of the dear M aste r! W hen I  th ink  how he came to  
me in the sair grief I was in, and lifted  me up and gave me hope, 
I  shall never forget i t  and the day I  left America, and he came 
down to see me off. He carried his staff in  his hand, and when 
I  asked him w hat it  m eant he looked in  m y eyes as if he w ould 
see my very heart, and holding it in his hand before me he said, 
4 W hen I hold a staff like this, I hold in  my hands a sign of all 
things manifested and unm anifested.’ Now, who bu t a m an 
without brains but would have known th a t he was a  wise man ? 
And when he greeted me in Madeira I  could have fallen to the 
ground to think I had been sae blind as not to  ha’e seen. T he 
same staff was in Ms hand, and one day he said to me, ‘ Shall I  
tell you about this staff, m y son ? ’ And then  he showed me 
the silver horn of power, th a t no m an can carry t i l l  he has over
come all the desires and ambitions of his lower nature, and he  
told me to count the silver knobs tha t represented these desires. 
There were ninety-two, and the  serpent of wisdom was below, 
and the horn of power above them , and all had been overcome, 
or, as he said, made a  stepping-stone to the higher self. I t  took 
m y breath awa’, and when he saw i t  he smiled and sa id : ‘ T here 
are long ages in  eternity . B egin now to overcome. W hen the 
voice of the soundless sound is heard, and the feet do not falter, 
you too shall have a  staff, and  one by one the desires will be 
overcome and the silver signs placed on it.’ B u t noo I  have 
lost a ll hope. I  shall never have a staff, for I  shall never learn 
to  m aster myself. How can I  ever m eet his eye again ? ”

“  B y tak ing  a  new covenant and keeping silent. I f  you give 
up, he w ill indeed be grieved.”

“ I f  I  were only dum b like th a t faithful creature by your side, 
I  would a t  least no t sin w ith my tongue.” 44 B u t you could 
no t know the heigh t of a  conqueror over self, and  you w ould
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not be content with the measure of lig h t given to the dear dog,” 
added Mrs. Glendenning. “ We had best go below and g e t some 
sleep, for in  the morning we shall be in Alexandria, and we 
m ust be ready for new sights.”

I t  was early m orning when the steam er came in  sigh t of E gypt, 
mid m any of the passengers were stirring, eager for their first s igh t 
of the land of the Pharaohs. I t  was not the history of her past, 
nor her buried greatness, nor her Pharaohs, nor Cleopatras, nor 
Caesars, nor y e t her pyramids o r magnificent architecture, h e r 
obelisks and ruins, th a t filled the  m ind of the young traveler 
who bared her face to  the  E astern  sun, as it  crept above the 
horizon and threw  its  beams upon the city of A lexandria. W ith  
her golden hair li t  like an  au reo le ; h er eyes fixed upon some 
vision of the mind, her soul warm ed in to  ecstasy by the hour 
and place, and a ligh t k ind ling  the  eyes th a t rivaled the blue 
of the skies, Zenia G lendenning was as unconscious of her sur
roundings as if buried in  the dreamless sleep of night. Through 
her m ind was moving a panorama, n o t of external things, but of 
pageants long passed, when Isis and Osiris were in their glory, 
and a meaning long since forgotten was hidden beneath the 
sacred rites of their temples. She was no longer flesh and blood. 
She was a spirit—a memory. She saw herself moving near the 
altar. She saw old A tlanteans among the worshipers. She 
saw Isis as the Mother-God, crowned amid great anguish, and 
then there burst on her ear such rapturous strains of divine 
melody, that she raised her hands and reached them  toward the 
sky, and suddenly became awake to  the outer world. She knew  
the music she had heard was the harmony of ages long passed, 
and became conscious th a t in  her subliminal self she had crossed 
centuries in a few moments of time.

They were all now alive to the scenes before them. Mosques,
2 0
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obelisks, forts, palaces, lined the shore, while shipping of many 
lands formed a screen before, and a  cloudless sky the background 
of a view never to be forgotten. As they steam ed into the har
bor, i t  was impossible to remain unmoved before such a clamor 
of tongues and variety of costume.

“ W here are we to go when we land ? ” asked Mrs. Glendenning 
of her daughter, .as she saw the passengers preparing to  go ashore.

“ We shall be led, Mouessie, Remember Chamouni and 
Madeira.”

“ Hoot, my leildy. D’ye ken who th a t is in the boat yonder ? 
D o my een fail me, or is it Fillippi ? W haur has he came from, 
.an’ boo came he here ? ”

They turned  their heads in the direction he was looking, and 
there in a gay boat was their old friend from the Herm itage, who 
soon came alongside, and was on deck shaking hands w ith them.

“ A n’ hoo did ye ken w haur to  fin’ us, mon. W e didna ken 
ourselves th a t we were eomin’ till  we started . Hoo g lad  I  wad 
be to he here, if I  had na’ been sic a  pu ir weak b a irn ! ”

They gleaned, from w hat the young man said, th a t he had left 
M adeira soon after their departure, and had  been in E g y p t ever 
since, w aiting for orders. E g y p t was home to gentle Fillippi. 
He had been brought h ither by  a  wise man when a  mere child, 
and because of his rare g ifts of clairvoyance and intuition he 
had always remained among the Brothers. Sometimes he would 
he sent to Madeira, or the Lombard Hills, for a brief time, to 
perform some service there, and then returned to E gyp t once 
more. A server without thought of self; w ith the child-heart 
ever guiding him, this man, whom worldlings would have called 
half-witted, was greatly honored by the wise men of earth. He 
now led the way to his dahabeah, and soon the little  party  were 
a t home on its deck, and the boat began to move.
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“ I shall never again doubt,” ejaculated Mrs. G lendenning,
as they seated themselves. The hour was noon, and from mid- 
heaven tlie rays of the sun fell d irectly upon desert, sea, and city, 
alike. The Mile, with its m ystery of by-gone ages forgotten, 
was a scene of activity beyond the power of words to describe. 
Women carrying pots of water on their heads, men as dark as 
bronze images, toiling and singing beneath the blazing sun, 
boatmen also singing as they floated along the river, pelicans on 
the sand, and the strange city lying back of them, touched the eye 
and mind of our travelers as no place had stirred  them before. A  
sudden silence fell upon the world, and as every head was bowed 
in prayer to A llah, Zenia heard distinctly  the sound of bell a t 
the H erm itage a t M adeira, and when it  ceased strains of music 
followed— delicious, rapturous, thrilling .

“ And can you not hear it, Mouessie? I t  is Odiardo him self 
in far-off M adeira; bu t how can we‘ hear so far ? W e are not high 
enough for telephonic ether, and the explanation m ust he th a t 
rays of lig h t falling directly on the  vast desert and the M editer
ranean sea, strike chords of sound so strong th a t i t  can he heard 
by the natural ear. You hear it, do you no t?  ”

They all heard it, and for a t  least ten  minutes they listened 
spell-bound to  the old fam iliar notes th a t brought them  into 
close accord w ith the m ystic Brotherhood a t the Herm itage.*

“ There m ust be m any bells ring ing  a t this hour. W hy should 
we hear only those of M adeira?” asked Mrs. G lendenning.

“ Perhaps each hears w hat has become most interwoven w ith  
his life,” suggested Zenia. “ Do you know Fillippi ? ”

•  Mr. St. Joh n , in h is  work en titled  E gyp t and N ubia , m en tion s th is  singular  
effect o f  th e  m idday su n  that brought to  him  tlie  b ells o f h is  native tow n . H e  
also  says *' it  has been toid  m e that lik e  sou nd s have been heard at sea, and that  
the  sailor, becalm ed under a vertical sun in the m idst o f  a w ide ocean , has listened  
in  trem bling wonder to  tlie  ch im in g  of h is ow n village bells."
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H e nodded his head and then  asked if they  were pleased w ith 
his dababeah.

“  I t  is a surprise and a d e lig h t; F illippi was going to  speak of 
i t  when I  heard the strains of music. Is  no t th is more beautiful 
than  the ordinary boat? See the lovely plants around the 
decks, and easy-chairs and draperies. W hose taste arranged all 
t h i s ? ”

T he young m an did not answer, b u t a flush of pleasure over
spread h is face, and he bowed his head reverently  before her.

“  You, F illip p i! Is  i t  possible ? How did  you do it  ? ”
“  I  m ust no t speak of myself, b u t the M aster gave me permis

sion, and  i t  was easy to  do th e  rest. H ere are the snowy lilies 
th a t belong to  thee, O V estal I ” handing her a bunch of 
flowers.

“ How exquisite ! ” A nd she took her m other’s hand and led 
her around the deck and examined carefully the beautiful plants 
th a t everywhere greeted them . Then they  cu t those belonging 
to them , by order of the M aster, and seated themselves on easy- 
chairs to watch the d istant scenes so soon to be le ft behind. 
There was no sleep on th a t dahabeah th a t night in Egypt. To 
watch the stars above and the strange scenes below, and talk of 
all the knowledge cradled on th a t desert in  past ages; to enumer
ate the names of those who had been learned in Egypt’s lore 
from Moses’ time to the youth  of Jesus of Nazareth; to yearn 
for the lig h t long since bidden from men, whereby the human 
soul could know its powers and be a t one w ith the forces of 
N a tu re ; to yearn still more for th a t diviner sp irit th a t m ust 
come to every heart th a t w ould be regenerated ; and these and 
m any more themes were discussed th a t n igh t upon the Nile. 
The early m om  saw them  all on deck. Jam es, who had been 
unusually  qu iet for him, suddenly spoke.
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“  W hat I  dinnn ken, is this. H ere are men sae wise they 
never make mistakes liv in ’ in the same w arl’ wi’ the rest o’ man
kind who never do right. Hoo is i t ?  I  would like to  be sic as 
they, b u t I  am like a bairn th a t tries to  walk, always tum bling 
doon an’ being picked up. W h at any mon has done any mon 
can do. B u t hoo ? th a t is the question. D id these wise men ju st 
grow to this state naturally  ? I  am sure i t  is not a m atter of 
age, for here is my bonnie leddy, a mere bairn, standing like a 
snow-white lily  in  the warl’, while we th a t are dooble her age 
canna’ g e t her gifts. Hoo is this ? Why should she be sae far 
beyond us, ma’am,” addressing Mrs. Glendenning.

She shook her head and did not speak a t first. T hen she 
said, “ I t  is the age of the soul th a t makes all the difference, 
James. W hile I  am  old enough to  be her m other in the body, 
in  her soul she lias atta ined  far more than  I, and so when she 
came to this body she took up  the old desire for tru th  where she 
had laid  i t  down. You and I  have had m uch to  undo before 
w$ could do. Some day, we too shall be where the M asters are, 
b u t i t  w ill be through overcoming and suffering.”

I  ken th a t is so,” replied Jam es, “ b u t why can we not advance 
faster ? I  am w illing to  suffer if I  can only grow strong.”

“ Growth cannot be hurried, Jam es,” said Zeniu. “ T he M aster 
has taugh t us to  go to  N ature for all types, and you know the 
most enduring trees grow the m ost slowly, fiber by fiber. B ut 
see the flock of white doves y o n d er! ”

“ I  see no birds, Zenia,” said Tier m o th e r; “ where are they ? ” 
“ Coming from the  East. T hey  are w hite as snow and in three 

groups. There are a  hundred, I  should think. T hey  fly towards 
us. Now they flu tter and coo as they see our dove. W hat can 
i t  mean? ”

“  I  wish I  could see them . I  see only some white clouds in
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the distance. B ut, see, the dove is flying in th a t direction and
is in  haste.”

“ Yes, and General sees them  too. He does not move, but 
watches them  in tently . How m uch wiser he and the dove are 
than we ! ”

A ll this tim e F illippi had no t spoken. H e did  no t even ap
pear to  listen, b u t reclining on a low cushion near Zenia’s feet, 
seemed lost in  thought, gazing w ith  fixed look on the sky.

“ Do you see those snow-white doves, F illipp i ? where do they 
come from and w hat do they mean ? ”
• He started, as if awakened, and w ith  his g reat eyes s till dreamy 
and vacant, rep lied : “ They come from the Lom bard H ills. 
The}- come from the m ountains of India, They come from South 
America. T hey are thoughts and messages sen t from all parts 
of the world where the B rothers have a place. I  never saw so 
m any before. I t  is a g reat sign.”

A gain he relapsed into silence, never taking his eyes from 
the birds. Mrs. G lendenning and Jam es could now see them, 
and as they watched tlieir movements they flew nearer and 
nearer, u n til they were alm ost over the dahabeah, when they 
formed themselves into figures, and moving closer they became 
the words, “ G lad Tidings. Welcome to Azoth.” T he bird 
from the H erm itage was their leader, as they flew on and over 
the heads of the travelers.

“ The w hite eagle is coming. I  can hear his wings. I  feel 
his breath, and the camel of the tombs is coming also.”

Fillippi was evidently ta lk ing  to himself. A nd rousing him 
self by a supreme effort, he crossed his hands upon his breast 
and listened.

“ I see no one. I  hear a breath and the sound of wings. 
W hat is it, Fillippi, and why do they come ? ”
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“ T he eagle comes for the V irgin, and the camel for her mother, 
and the dromedary for Jam es. A sk me no more.”

“ How stran g e ! W h a t can I  do w ith an eagle ? ” m urm ured 
Zenia to herself, then suddenly exclaiming, “ I  see them, I  see 
them, and the camel has a rider w ith a long beard. I  see them  
plainly.”

“ B ut not w ith your outer eyes, child, else I  am growing 
blind.”

“ You will see them soon, I  am sure, though, like Paul, w hether 
in the body or ou t of the body, I  cannot tell. W hat a dream th is  
life seems, and we can scarcely know which world we in h a b it! ”  

The doves now moved in solemn phalanx toward the Sphinx, 
while the m isty forms of their strange escorts for a time could 
not be seen a t all. The last glimpse of A lexandria had now 
faded away, and even Pom pey’s P illar, seen so long after all 
o ther landm arks were lost, could not be discerned. Cairo, w ith 
its ancient life and m ighty pyramids, was near a t hand, and like 
a sea of frozen sand, lay the g reat desert w ith  the Sphinx in  its 
midst. T he Nile here is gay w ith  fluttering flags of dahabeahs, 
the chattering of tourists and voices of Arabs, b u t as they near 
the Sphinx, the most thoughtless is made q u ie t ; and in F illippi’s 
dahabeah, m anned w ith silent Mozambiques, and having the 
Children of Wisdom on her deck, i t  was not strange th a t a  pro
found silence fell upon all. None may mock the Sphinx. 
H olding in her heart the m ystery of a m ighty p o w er; crowned 
by centuries, enduring  am id the sh ifting  sands of the desert, 
aw aiting her tim e of recognition and crowning, she sits facing 
the eternities. To the eyes of the seer, endless processions of 
worshipers s till walk between her extended paws, and en ter 
the mystic Temple, hidden somewhere in her b re a s t; to  the ears 
of the wise, music is s till heard issuing from her lips of s to n e ;
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b u t to the ordinary m ortal she is a  relic of a benighted Past, 
s itting  desolate am id desert silence and sands. No one can 
scorn the Sphinx. T he world’s children may criticise, question, 
investigate, b u t they  cannot deride. W hen they, and all the 
nations of the earth, shall have passed away, th a t  M ystery of 
mysteries will face the world w ith  an immovable calm, as it  has 
done through changing dynasties and  thousands of years. I t  
fe lt no thrill when Napoleon shook the e a r th ; i t  showed no fear 
when E gyp t was overth row n; i t  has seen famine and pestilence 
devastate the world unm oved ; and  w ill see religions change as 
doth a  garm ent, and still i t  w ill abide as a  symbol of tru th . 
O ur travelers could b u t gaze and w o n d er; th ey  could n o t stop. 
They had no time for sight-seeing on th e ir way to  Luxor, b u t the 
mysterious guides stopped now for the first tim e, and F illipp i 
said, “ I t  is because we m ust v isit H eliopolis; ” and the daha- 
beah was headed for the shore.

“ Do you know the history of these escorts of ours, F illippi ? ”
H e shook his head. “  T he M aster will te ll you all.”
“  Do you not remember, Mouessie, th a t the sacred A pis 

of E g y p t m ust always have an  eagle on his back, a  crescent 
on his side, a white square on his forehead, and a beetle on his 
tongue ? *

“ Perhaps this has som ething to  do w ith the worship of the 
ancient temple. A s I  speak I  hear a voice. I t  says, ‘ W hite  
eagles fly high and far, their home is the sun, and they  carry the 
V estal V irgins. W hite camels never tire, never hunger, nor th irst, 
b u t they walk the earth  and do no t fly in the air, they carry

*  A t 524  B . C ., w hen Cam byses w as defeated in th e  desert, h e  returned to  
M em phis and was angered by finding th e  inh ab itants rejo icing  pu b licly  over  
a  calf found with the sacred m arks. B e liev in g  it w as d eligh t a t h is  defeat, ho 
condem ned th e  m agistrates to  death as liars and k illed  th e  calf. A il th e  dis
asters th a t followed him were th ou gh t to  be th e  result o f  th is  act.
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th e  m otherhood of the earth  sa fe ly ; and  the drom edary is for 
Hie patien t soul th a t has overcome, while the doves carry 
messages from earth  to heaven and from heaven to  earth. 
Silence and wait.’ ”

“  W h at a  m ysterious message ! W ho shall in terp re t i t  ? ”
“  I  feel the in terpretation b u t I  w ill not give it  voice,” said 

Zenia.
They landed and made their way to  the Abode of the Sun, as

Heliopolis was ca lled ; the O xford of E gypt, where were tau g h t
the  sacred mysteries of their religion to  all the wise men of the
Past. From  the tim e of Moses, who was here in itiated  into«
the rites of her sacred temples, E gyp t has given lig h t to kings, 
prophets and philosophers. I f  Jerem iah came here to  be inspired, 
and  P la to  to gain wisdom, was i t  strange th a t our neophytes 
were led to her ruin, for a touch of her m ighty past ? A s their 
hands rested on the obelisk, their psychometric g ifts revealed 
marvelous glimpses of w hat had been, and w hat was still to 
come. Jam es, meek and humble, silent under the w eight of his 
weaknesses, buried his face in his hands, and groaned ou t— 
“  O, Lord, how long m ust there be such wailings and deso
lations before the kingdom  will be established ? Can naething 
stay  T hy hand ? ”

D istinctly  they  heard a voice. I t  said, “  Amen— So m ust 
it be.”

Zenia had laid  h e r staff by her side, and all sat in silence 
upon the sand, th a t had fe lt the feet of centuries. No though t 
of fear entered their m inds, and breathing together a few 
moments, their souls w ent far beyond Egyptian scenes. A  shrill 
bark of General’s roused them , and they beheld a Bedouin in 
m ortal combat w ith the dog. H e had crept up silently  to  seize 
th e  sistrum , knowing well its power, when he was caught by
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the teeth of General and held, the blood, stream ing from his 
throat. By a desperate effort he freed him self and laid the 
noble dog lifeless on the sand, then fell upon him and expired. 
For a few moments there were grievous sobs and groans. Zenia 
had never before been called to witness death, and awed by 
its  mystery, grieved by her sense of loss, wept b itterly .

Fillippi was the first to act. Rising from the side of the life
less form of his friend, he began sm oothing the long silky ears, 
and caressing the noble head. T hen he found a spot near the 
obelisk where he could lay him, and w ith tears stream ing from 
his eyes, he began digging in the sand a last resting-place for 
his M end. James, stunned with the sudden calam ity th a t had 
fallen on them, now broke ou t in  a wail of anguish.

“ O my brave mon, my brave mon ! How could i t  be th a t ye 
fell into the hands of the Philistines and heathens ? Y er brave 
soul is worth m air than a’ the Arabs th a t ever lived. How 
can we go on w ithout yer care. Oh, w hat a terrible th in g  is 
d e a th ! ”

Mrs. G lendenning and Zenia were both silently  weeping, as 
they watched the faithful F illippi d ig  the G eneral’s grave. They 
were th inking how m uch they had learned to lean on his m ute 
guidance ; how often he had been their sole companion ; how 
nobly and unselfishly he had served them.

“ It is a great loss, darling, but it might have been one of us,” 
said Mrs. Glendenning, s till holding Zenia’s hand, w atching 
Jam es and F illipp i carry the body of their favorite to  his grave. 
When all was over they seated themselves around the spot, and 
waited for some message, some light, some comfort.

The moon was well up before their re tu rn  to the boat, and in  
her silvery light, objects stood forth  as clear as a t noonday; no t 
an Arab was in sight, and alone, under the cloudless sky, w ith
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the silence of an  E gyptian n igh t around them , they w ent on 
board their dahabeah and moved up the Nile. Jam es was incon
solable. H e could no t be induced to  take a Logos for some time, 
and refused to  be comforted. A s they passed beyond th a t region 
they heard a shout of rage, and F illipp i sa id :

“ I t  is the Arabs. T hey  have found the dead man.”
“ I  never could bear them ,” said Jam es, “ and from this day 

on it is war between them  and me.”
“ B u t we cannot feel like that, James. W e m ust leave those 

th ings for h igher judgm ents. T hat is worse than losing your 
tem per as you did a t S t. Cloud. P ray  earnestly to be k ep t from 
falling into sin, I  beg of you,” said Mrs. G lendenning.

“ B u t you forget th a t I  am a Scotchman, and the Scotch dinna 
forgive like ither folk. T he Lord kens a’ that. He kens how 
sair my heart is in the m uckle grief th a t has fallen on i t .”

A  few hours later, borne from the d istan t desert, came vibra
tions th a t brought a message from M adeira. A ll heard  it. T he 
words were— “ I t  is well. He sleeps in the dust of k ings and
wise men. H is life was given to  serve others and he has won 
his reward.”

N ext morning, as they  came on deck, F illippi came tow ard 
them  more than usually anim ated, and waving his r ig h t 
hand.

“ How m uch th a t looks like the motion of G eneral's paw,” 
exclaimed Zenia.

“ I  though t the same th ing ,” replied her mother. To F illipp i 
she said, “ I  hope the n igh t was well w ith thee, F illippi ? ”

His face beamed w ith delight, as he answered w ith  an ani
mation he had never before shown, “ I  have had the most won
derful n igh t of my life. I t  was as real as anything I  see now, 
bu t if I  te ll i t  to you, I  know you w ill no t believe it, for it  w ill
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seem impossible. I  do no t believe i t  was a dream. I  believe
it was real and true.”

“ T ell me, F illippi,” said Zenia, looking a t him in astonish
ment, for he was no longer dream y and quiet, b u t in every sense
alive and alert.

“ I  had not gone to  sleep when I  felt som ething cold against 
m y hand, and wondering w hat it  was, I  reached o u t to  find 
w hat I  had touched. There was nothing there. I  lay qu iet 
and there came again that coldness. I  knew  then  w hat i t  was. 
We had not left the dear General behind us, a t the obelisk, bu t 
he was still w ith  us. I  was so pleased th a t I could no t sleep, 
and so I  lay thinking about the brave fellow th a t would not le t 
th a t Arab touch a finger to your staff, and soon I  heard some 
one say, far-off, like a voice very  dim, ‘I f  you like I  will come 
and  live with you. I  knew  more than  I  could show when I  
was a dog, b u t we both serve the same lovely mistress, and I 
will give you my knowledge and we will always be together.’ 
I  was so glad. I said, ‘ Yes, yes, stay  w ith me,’ and then I  
w ent to sleep, and slept till the sun was shining. I forgot all 
about my strange dream till I  found myself try ing  to  do things 
I had never done before. I  could smell camels as I  breathed 
the  air. I  could tell when you were com ing on deck. I  knew  
so m any things I had never know n before. T hen  I  remembered 
my dream. T h a t is all. I m ust learn everything now, for I  
know I  m ust be wise some day. W hy has no one to ld  me this 
before ? ”

“ Because the spirit of service is better than mere knowledge, 
and you have always been so devoted to others, th a t we could 
learn from you,” replied Mrs. Glendenning.

“ B u t I m ust have knowledge too,” cried Fillippi. “ I  m ust 
improve every moment. I  have been asleep all my life.”
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From  that hour F illippi was a new man. There seemed im
planted within him a sudden desire lor knowledge he had never
before shown. H is devotion to Zenia was even more intense, 
and where before he had been as her slave, he now acted as her 
keeper and guard. Even Ms g a it lost its old peculiarities and 
m otion ; gestures, attitudes, were all a constant rem inder of the 
noble General.

“ Can it be that Fillippi’s dream was true, and some new power 
or intelligence has taken possession of Mm ? ” asked Zenia of 
her m other one day, when sometMng Fillippi had done reminded 
them  more than usual of the dear and faithful friend.

“ O, no, child! It cannot be. H e has been shaken to Ms- 
soul's center by seeing the Arab kill our beloved General, then 
wearied himself by digging his grave, slept more heavily than 
usual, dreamed vividly, and when ho awoke remembered his 
dream so plainly th a t he could no t believe be had slept.”

“ B u t how account for the change in  F illip p i?”
“ Believing his dream real, i t  is b u t natu ra l th a t he lives 

according to  his belief. A fter the  sadden shock which roused 
la ten t energies into action, all the rest is easily explained. H e 
th inks of General constantly, of his actions and intelligence,, 
and this though t is a power to mold him  into the same nature. 
W e are always molded by our thoughts, as St. P au l s a id : 
‘ B u t we all w ith  unveiled face, beholding as in  a glass the 
glory of the Lord, we are changed in to  the same image from 
glory  to glory.’ ”

“ Your explanation is sensible and may be true, bu t I  always 
fe lt th a t General was not a mere an im al; th a t he showed a 
spiritual as well as a  moral and in tellectual nature. How he 
used to  s it motionless in the chapel, or when we were m editat
ing. H e never was found negligent or un true to  a t r u s t ; never
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disobeyed ; never thought of his own comfort or pleasure, and 
seemed as completely dominated by high motives as any human. 
How can we prove th a t finding him self free from the body, 
anxious still to be of use to those he loves, he should not be 
w illing to add his keen intelligence to  the passive virtues of 
Fillippi, and thus be ever serving us ? I  love to th ink  this may 
be true, and shall feel that in the gentle Fillippi we have also 
the brave General.”

H er m other smiled, and directed attention to where the 
young man stood leaning against the railing of the  boat. H is 
hands were stretched forward and you could alm ost see the 
paws th a t would have taken  their place if the dog were present.

“ Alm ost I  am persuaded, dear,” was all the m other said.
S till on and on up the Nile w ent the strange boat and its 

four passengers. The palms nodded as they passed, and their 
fronds sang celestial melodies to  the earnest souls seeking 
tru th . The doves never left them , and the white eagle and 
the camel and the dromedary kep t alongside of the dahabeah. 
A t length they reached Luxor, and as they  came in  s ig h t of the 
m ighty ruins of this ancient glory of the Thebaid, th ey  heard 
the chant of many voices giving thanks to God. N ot a soul 
was in sight. As they left the boat, Zenia fe lt d istinctly  some 
one take her by the hand and lead her forward, the others fol
lowing. The voices chanting now grew louder, b u t s till no 
hum an being could be seen. As they approached the ruins, 
bats flew out from the dark niches, and passing, h it their faces 
with their wings. Overcome with the grandeur of the ruins, 
the intense silence broken only by the voices of the singers, 
the u tte r solitude, and more than all else a sense of holy pres
ences, they seated themselves at the entrance to the ruins, and 
remained silent and passive. Silence in E gypt is unlike silence
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elsewhere. I t  is silence tha t may be fe lt; yet in it  is contained
the potentialities of all things. In this silence is the voice of 
every living thing. The air, as it fans the cheek, whispers of 
lives that have long since been forgotten. The sand shifts, and, 
shifting, reminds yon that empires have been buried in its 
silent movement.

It was now late in  the afternoon, and there was no sign of 
hum an being to m eet them. They did not doubt. They had 
passed beyond th a t lion long ago. They waited, and watched 
the clouds deepen in golden tints to usher in  an Egyptian 
twilight. The bats grew more numerous, and circled around 
their heads, peering into their faces w ith  those queer little  
eyes th a t shine like lights. The dove rested on the Pylon 
at the entrance, and the white eagle and camel were now 
close beside them.

“ W e m ust go to  the boat. To-morrow we will come again. 
W e are no t very welcome,” said Fillippi sorrowfully.

“ I t  is m y temper. I t  has ru ined everything,” said Jam es in 
doleful tones.

“ Do hot worry, Jam es. H um an nature is hum an nature. If  
we w'ere perfect we would not be here, for we should need no 
discipline.”

“ True, leddy, b u t I  am mair grieved than  I  can tell ye, tha t 
I  have hindered the rest by my ain feeble w ill.”

“ Not really hindered. One soul cannot hinder another unless 
he consents to be hindered,” she replied. “ It is all for the best. 
W hen we are ready, we shall find some one to help us on.”

Slowly they walked back to  the boat, and parted for the 
night, bu t in the m orning i t  was very evident th a t Jam es had 
no t slept. H e looked haggard and had aged. W hen pressed 
for the reason he finally s a id :



“ I  am o’er sinful and I  should never have tried  to be so great. 
I  could lia’ ken’d I  wadna do it. I f  a t the last, I  am perm itted
to stay a t the door o’ the sanctuary and lie wF my face to  the 
earth  and cry unclean, I  shall be unco’ delighted. I  shall never 
m air try  to  walk the narrow way. W eel I  ken how I  ha’ dis
graced ye a’ and the blessed M aster who has cared for me as if I  
were his ain bairn. W hen I  left ye last n igh t I  sat on deck and 
listened to the w ind an’ the w ater and the livin’ creetera near by. 
I  thought m y heart wad break a tb ink in ’ o’ my shortcomings. 
B y an’ by a blessed angel came and to ld  me to take a Logos. 
‘ How do I  know i t  was an angel ? ’ By its warks. T h at is the 
way to judge everything, the M aster said, an’ ye ken I  could na’ 
see it. I  ju s t spoke and said, ‘ Jam es, take a tex t.’ So I  though t 
over the words, ‘-Who forgiveth all thine in iqu ity  ? ’ and I  said i t  
over an’ over, an’ m y heart grew comforted an’ m y head fell on  
m y breast, an ’ I  m ust ha’ fallen asleep, though i t  seemed as real 
as I  am a t this moment. I  was alone in a desolate place, w ith  a  
fiery circle drawn around me. I tw a sn a  a blazin’ fire, bu t ju s t a  
ring  like m elted iron, an’ naething dared step across it. As I  sa t 
there snakes began to come, an’ when they got to  the ring  they  
could go nae farther, and began to  hiss and shoot their forked 
tongues a t me. T hey  kep t cornin’ an’ cornin’ till there were mil
lions o’ them , darting  their heads a t me from the ring. Then the  
big ones came and tried  to push the others away, and cross th e  
ring, bu t they rolled back an’ waited. I  was a ’ alane, an’ I  
wished for some hum an bein’ to  ta lk  to, an ’ as I  wished I  looked 
up, an’ there before my very een was a beautiful woman cornin’ 
toward me, an’ I  asked her to  come in  the ring an’ I  wad keep 
her safe. No sooner had she come in than the ring  began to  
grow smaller, and the snakes hissed for joy an’ said, ‘Now we can 
g e t him.’ The biggest one o’ a’ nearly touched me as it  reached



Its head a t me. I  said to the woman, ‘ Go, i t  is death to  both 
to stay  here.’ T hen  the circle grew  wider an’ wider, an’ I  began 
to ru n  away as hard as I  could run. I  could feel the  g roun’ 
tremble as th a t arm y o’ snakes followed me, b u t I  w ent on an’ 
on, never tu rn in ’ m y head to  the  rig h t or the  left. Suddenly I  
came to  a deep chasm th a t w ent down into the bowels o’ th e  
airth, an’ I  knew  if I  fell in  I  should be lost forever. So I  m ade 
a desperate effort an ’ jum ped across it, an’ as I  d id  so I  heard 
the snakes failin’ over the  rock. I  looked aroun’ an’ ,the b iggest 
were rollin’ over as fast as they came up, an ’ when I  looked 
down I  saw a blazin’ fire an ’ i t  was roastin’ them. Some o’ the  
last ones did no t fall over, an’ tu rn ed  back an’ w ent away. I  
looked aroun’ an’ found a cave, an’ w ent in  an’ lived th e re ; an ’ 
after a long time I  found I  had a  neebor liv in’ in  a  cave 
back o’ mine a’ the time, an’ I  lia’ never dream ed it. W e were 
baith livin’ the same life an’ neither o’ us kenned the ither. 
W hen I  began to  speir a t him , who do ye th in k  he was ? The 
vena same mon who lifted  his han’ against our G en era l; the 
same mon who sent a true an’ noble soul o u t o’ a  shaggy b o d y ; 
the same mon who lies cold an’ stiff in the sand yonder. H e 
saw the look o’ hate in my ee, and he said in plain English, ‘ Ye 
bate me sair. Ye feel murder in  yer heart to me, an’ yet we are 
baith livin’ the same life ; baith have fled beyon’ the sn ak es ; 
baith ha* been guarded by fire; an’ baith • will meet a t last. 
Mon, ken yerself an’ see which is waur ; for me, who knew the 
power o’ the sistrum  an’ reached forth  my hand for it, an’ killed 
the dog that would ha’ torn  me to  b i ts ; or yerself, wi’ g reater 
light, who ha’ had wiser men for teachers, to feel the b itte r hate 
in yer heart th a t  w ould slay an ither brother ? I  didna hate the 
dog. I  m eant nae harm. Can ye say the same ? ’ I  couldna 
sleep after th a t; I  tried  to ken w hat I  was like, an’ when I  saw
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my ain sin I  was sick a t  heart. I shall never daur m eet a M aster 
an’ ha’ his ee search me. I am a’tliegither unprofitable.”

They could not comfort him, and knowing that he had come 
face to face with an unknown phase of himself, they wisely kept 
silent.

A gain they w ent to the rained temple, carrying hammocks 
and some crackers, so that they need not return to the boat at 
night. They now investigated more thoroughly the entrance to 
the temple, overgrown with hushes, and proceeding a long dis
tance among broken pillars and arches carved with Lotus leaves 
and stems of Papyri, they came to a wall that was impassable; 
sitting down beside it they ate some crackers and fruit, and 
wondered if they had m istaken their message, and had come too 
soon or in a wrong spirit. Then they recalled the meeting w ith 
Fillippi, the dahabeah, and all the significance of the preparations, 
and took courage.

“  Silence— and wait,” passed from one to another, as they 
sa t beneath those noontide shadows of a m ighty Past. Time 
passed unheeded. They did not speak. T hough t was busy 
w ith  aspirations for the coming future, interwoven w ith memories 
of a m undane life, now separated forever from them. Suddenly 
there stood before them  an aged priest w ith snowy locks falling 
over his shoulders, and a beard like snow lying  upon his breast. 
H e wore loose flowing robes of w hite wool, and  from the  three
fold cord th a t confined it a t the waist was suspended the sym 
bols of the Lost W ord and the Holy Spirit. H is eyes were blue, 
clear, and p en e tra tin g ; kindly  in their expression, b u t keenly 
penetrating.

“ W h a t dost thou here, strangers from another world ? ” he said.
“ W e are come to seek wisdom and light, O father,” said Zenia, 

in gentle tones, rising to her feet and standing before him.
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“ W ith  garm ents of the anim al world upon you, w ith thoughts 
but little  sanctified, w ith hearts divided, w ith tempers unregen
erate, thou couldst never walk the avenue of Sphinxes, and 
wouldst m eet not life bu t death. Leave th is sacred spot and flee 
to yonder mountains. There thou w ilt find knowledge and guid
ance, and more perfect discipline. M ake no delay.”

He vanished as mysteriously as he had appeared, and they 
began a t once to  make preparations to obey his words. The 
Nile, here tu rg id  and broad, sweeps on w ith  resistless force, 
and as the mountains have approached nearer its shore, i t  has 
the effect of a valley of water, between walls. T he dove, which 
had not been seen since they reached Luxor, now hovered 
over their heads, alone as a t M adeira, and circling round and 
round, led the way from the w ater to the m ountain wall. I t  was 
but a pleasant w alk in  the cool of the evening, and w ith  no 
thought of w hat m ight befall them , they followed their guide 
un til they reached a waterfall tum bling down the m ountain side. 
W hat had they to do here ? They looked from one to  the other 
and then a t the dove. I t  was gone. Then it reappeared, and 
they saw th a t it had come from behind the water. It came toward 
them and again flew behind the falling sheet of spray. At last 
they understood and followed. From their former position the 
water had seemed to fall near the rock, but now they found a broad, 
dry path  leading under it, and entering it they walked boldly 
forward, the dove leading the way. Suddenly they came to a 
rude niche, in which stood an old man, as if waiting for them. 
He beckoned them to enter, and they noticed th a t his robes were 
of a different color from any they had seen. Turban and robe 
were saffron color, and the girdle a t his waist was golden.

He motioned them  to follow him, and led them  to an inner 
hall, long and narrow, lit  w ith  small flames around the ceiling,



Z E N IA » T E E  VESTAL.

and through this they passed into a circular room lit in the  same 
manner. Here were seats, and waving to them  he spoke, saying, 
“ I t  has been revealed from the higher Intelligences that ye are 
all Children of Fire, bearers of the Torch of Azoth, come hither 
for Divine light. I have been appointed to instruct all such, 
for I  come from the ancient worshipers of fire, by order of the 
M aster of Azoth, and where this work is to be done I  must obey. 
This is a hidden temple of many cults. Here are many who 
belong to the school of the prophets; the R osicrucians; the Order 
Egyptian, the Illum inati. The initiates of all are here trained.

“ Am ong the B rethren of Madeira thou hast learned to  use the 
inner senses; to be led by intuition ; to know the science of the 
earth and stare, as related to  the great vibratory law of the 
universe. This is a different world. As M adeira was above 
and beyond the ou ter world of sense, so th is is above and  be
yond mere psychical development. A s one s ta r differs from 
another s ta r in glory, so there are different degrees of knowledge 
to  be attained, and  E gyp t is the highest, the most sp iritual state 
to  he reached upon th is planet. * O u t of E gyp t have I  called my 
son,’ was not a  vain utterance. T he soul th a t gains the heights of 
wisdom m ust learn from the  land of the Pharaohs. W hile here 
you w ill continue to  exercise your psychic g ifts in  daily  training, 
b u t this w ill be for idle moments o n ly ; your soul, your immortal 
spirit, m ust here be brought into the lig h t of God’s g reat glory. 
For this m any m onths w ill be required. A s the  num ber nine 
contains the essential all, i t  is required th a t nine months will be 
needed from the day you reach L uxor till  you depart. T o take 
the vibrations of the physical senses—the finer ones of the  brain 
and in te lle c t; and while no t destroying them, a ttu n e  them  to 
the higher melody of the psychic world, was the lesson of Ma
diera. To learn the law  of m agnetic inflow and outflow, w ith a



view of helping a distressed world, was an  im portant step  to  take. 
Here, the psychic m ust be laid aside, except, as I  have said, in  
moments of relaxation, th a t ye m ay know yourselves, Deific 
babes, and find your way to the bosom of God’s g rea t Love.

“  H ere though t m ust be stilled ; longing for knowledge m ust 
be set aside ; all th a t is of m erely hum an powers be unrecog
nized ; and the Spirit alone be realized. T he germ  w ithin  m ust 
rise to  meet the Spirit from above, as of old did  th a t k ing  of 
Israel who cried aloud, ‘ As the heart panteth  after the water- 
brooks so panteth my soul after thee, O God.’ It is not thought, 
or reason, or knowledge; n o t vision, nor voice, nor psychic 
power, tha t will give the soul this revelation of God. I t  is desire, 
hungering and thirsting, a deep feeling after the living tru th . 
The w orld is growing old. T he pyramids and sphinxes are 
crumbling. O ut of their ruins will come wisdom to all the 
world. T he Christ-child, bom  so long ago, has come to  man
hood. From  E g y p t he came then. From  E gyp t he comes now. 
T hen  i t  was as a  child to usher in  a reign of love. Now i t  is as 
a  son of God, to  bring the world to justice. Believe m y words, 
th a t now is a t hand the time of prophecy, when men will call 
upon the rocks and the m ountains to cover them. F o r nearly 
two thousand years the world has been told of D ivine love. The 
child has cried to  the hum an heart to be warmed and sheltered. 
Now there will no more be heard tha t sound, b u t groans and 
lam entations, because justice is near. In  the evolution of the 
race, cyclic changes are a t hand. Silence, and wait. As the first 
man, Adam, was made a living soul, so m ust the last man be 
made a quickening Spirit. T he day is dawning. W oe to the 
sp irit tha t does not rise from its earthly thralldom  to m eet the 
Lord in the air. The ears of the world are three. As the 
first represented the material, i t  was less than four thousand
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years; the second represented m ental developm ent and was a 
'trifle over two thousand years. The third, now being ushered 
in, will be the spiritual, and will perhaps exceed in  length, any 
gone before. For nearly tw o thousand years the Babe has cried 
to the hum an heart for love. I t  will cry no more. I t  has risen 
to majesty and power and has now begun to  ru le  as King. 
Blessed are ye th a t have felt H is love ; blessed are ye th a t fear 
not H is justice ; blessed are ye who have left all to  follow H is 
footsteps. Thrice blessed are ye who will enter into H is service 
with joy, and H is gates with rejoicing. Spoken of by all proph
ets ; w ritten  of in  all B ib le s; sung by all angels, is the  last 
and greatest of earth’s days. T ru th  hidden in the Pyram ids will 
now be revealed. The silent riddle of the Sphinx is now to be 
broken. T he knowledge of all mysteries will be made known. 
The Nazarene said, ‘ W hen the S pirit of T ru th  shall come, he 
will make all things manifest.’ T h a t which is born of the flesh 
is flesh, and th a t which is bom  of the S pirit is spirit. W hen ye 
shall know the fu ller know ledge; when ye shall see these tru ths 
upon the monuments of E g y p t; when ye shall realize th a t the 
wisdom of ages is here ; then will ye be tru ly  enlightened, and 
children of the  M ost H igh. As Jesus was sen t hitherto, and as 
have been led the wise men of all countries in the past, so are ye 
now led, and so will be m any who shall follow after. Remem
ber the age. Remember the work. Remember God. Seek 
silence. Seek solitude. Seek the darkness which is the lig h t 
of the spirit. T he esoteric cross is the eternal enigm a of sp irit
ual unfoldm ent. I t  represents the m ystery of eternal life. No 
lig h t comes from the centuries excepting th a t which was 
known by the riddle of the Sphinx, the eternal lig h t of the 
cross. The first step  is to silence self. T he love th a t k ills  is 
the love of self.”
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CHAPTER X V III.

MEMNON.

“ The foot-prints of an elder race are here,
The memories of an heroic time,

And shadows of the old mysterious faith.

“ Ages have gone, and creeds, and dynasties,
And a new order reigns o’er all the earth;

Yet still the Mighty Presence keeps the isle.”

The M aster led them  through long, narrow, rock-cut passages, 
dimly lighted, silen t as the grave, and brought them to a  niche 
wherein a  door opened w ithout sound, revealing a large room, 
plainly furnished, from which opened two others. These were 
ready for guests and had been prepared for the strangers. H ere 
Mrs. G lendenning and her daughter were to take up  their abode 
during  their sojourn under the Master in Luxor. J u s t  beyond 
the niche was the room for James Aberdeen. Servants were in 
waiting, silent as the rocks. They were all Mozambiques, dressed 
in loose flowing garm ents of delicate co lo rs; the lower one being 
of robin’s-egg blue, w ith sash of shell pink. T hey  wore white 
turbans upon their heads, and the woman given to  the  ladies 
brought forward two robes, m otioning them  to p u t them  on. 
One was white cotton, the  o ther of soft white wool. T he la tte r 
was for Zenia, and when robed in  it, she was no longer a child 
of the nineteenth  century, b u t a  veritable Psyche of tw o thousand 
years ago. Here they were to  begin a spiritual discipline, in 
some ways like th a t of M adeira, b u t more severe and silent.
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E gypt is the land of silence. One is always surprised a t  a  sound 
a t Karnak or Luxor. T he winds sing a  requiem  over departed 
greatness and p o w er; the Nile makes a dreamy response, b u t 
hum an voices are strangely o u t of place here. No m atter how 
severe has been the train ing  elsewhere, the neophyte m ust a t  last 
come to this silent land  for a  power th a t can be received no
where else. I t  has ever been thus. “ O ut of E g y p t have I  called 
m y son,” has a m eaning other than  is generally known. The son 
o f God who would a ttain  the highest, m ust do so through the 
darkness of E gypt, and by hearing the voices th a t belong only 
to  the Silence of the Alone. T he M aster explained th a t the 
servan t would bring their meals and perform  all necessary serv
ice, b u t would not be expected to  speak. Calls to  any service, or 
teaching, or meal, would be announced by flash-lights reflected 
from polished m etal mirrors. They would never m eet socially 
those within the H erm itage, and for nine months they would have 
no society b u t their own, and a  daily walk w ith Jam es and 
F illippi. “ Each soul comes into life alone, and alone m ust it  
go hence,” said the Master. “ W ise is the law  th a t i t  m ust tread  
the  wine-press alone. From  the gate of Life to  the  gate of 
D eath, the path of real life is solitary.” .

This M aster was one of those Persian Magi, who for ages 
have kep t pure the religion of the F ire, embracing some of the 
tru est Christian cult. H e had come into the O rder Egyptian, 
m any years before, and though he still wore the Zoroastrian 
dress, he was looked upon as one of their holiest and most 
devout teachers. Only those were p u t under his care who had 
been called to some high and sacred work. Never before had he 
been called to  train  the representatives of the Motherhood. 
M uch of his teaching was done in the open air beneath the 
palm-trees, and here, on the second day, they began their work,



MEMNON. 3 2 9

s ittin g  upon the sand w ith Jam es and F illippi near, or w alking 
to  and fro in the shadow of the h ill. He commended their 
grow th and patien t obedience, and touched on many things they 
had learned in Madeira, which he said were so many steps leading 
up to the entrance of the temple, into which they could enter 
by consecration alone. “ This does no t mean, my children,” he 
said, “ merely a form of words or a  portion of yourselves to the 
A ll-W ise Father-M other ; b u t an  entire surrender of all you have, 
an d  are, and hope to  be. No desire, or in tention or aspiration 
m ust x-emain belonging to  the old Self, the first Adam. Friends, 
fortune, happiness, m ust be no more to  thee than  enemies, 
misery, or dishonor. T hou m ust have no choice, b u t daily  
pray— ‘ W hichever cup, O F ather, thou givest me to  drink, I  
thank  thee.’ This is to be thy aim, and for this didst thou  come 
to Egypt. P ray, pray, pray. P ray  w ithout ceasing, th a t thy  
coming may no t be in  vain. O n thy  prayer all depends. As 
the M aster in M adeira tau g h t thee the principles of vibration, 
now m ust thou p u t them  into practice, to gain lig h t fi-om on 
H igh .” H e looked a t Zenia alone while he spoke, as if  in her 
he saw something new and glorious. H e co n tin u ed : “ Behold 
the tin ts and colors around us. Canst thou dream how rapid 
a re  the vibrations to produce such tin ts. On these m ust flow to 
thee messages from the Unseen, th a t will enter thy  heart, and 
sp eak  to thee as plainly as I  am now speaking. Yea, even 
more plainly, for they m ust s tir  in  thy  soul emotions it  has 
never known. These waves of color permeate the universe, 
and are living voices. More and more w ilt thou become attuned  
to their melody, and they will play upon thee as they now play 
throughout the universe. This is the first lesson of the L and of 
the Nile, to prepare thee for th a t descent of the Quickening 
S p irit which m ust baptize thee from on H igh. As the Master
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said, ‘ Behold, I make all things new. Because I live, ye shall 
live also.’ This is the comer-stone of Truth. This supernal 
love, th a t is made m anifest by the indwelling of the Divine, is 
the M ystery typified by the Sphinx which the world has never 
comprehended. As P au l saith, ‘ Behold, I  show you a m ystery,’ 
the Christ-principle or divine spark, th a t makes the hum an in  
actual fact, a son of God, which is the ultim ate purpose of every 
soul.”

From th a t first day’s teaching a perceptible up lift was fe lt by 
the pupils. T hey seemed conscious of a spiritual life, to which all 
that had gone before was as nothing. Beneath the stately palms, 
always guarded by their phantom guides, the white eagle, the 
camel, and the dromedary, with their own dove plainly in sight, 
they often wandered among the ruins of K am ak or Luxor, or 
among the crypts of the hillside, stilling  all those voices of the 
mind and sense th a t sh u t ou t the presence of the Divine. O ne 
day the M aster joined them , and as they neared K am ak, and the 
m ighty tem ple of the King, he was carried away by the inspira
tion of the hour and place, and, walking along the avenue of 
Sphinxes to the Propylon, he spoke of E gypt’s past g randeur 
and marvelous power. H e paused a t length  before a m utilated 
fragm ent of one of the Crio-sphinxes and said : ;

“ The time was, when all this avenue was filled w ith proces
sions of the g reat and learned, seeking the sacred temple. No 
king so great, no station so high, th a t was no t glad to  be 
abased, if by so doing he could gain adm ittance. No labor too 
great, or privation too severe, if through them  the portals 
m ight be opened to W isdom and her Temple. Six thousand 
years have passed since then. The glory has departed, bu t 
the wisdom lingers still. F o r ages no vestal virgin has 
served M other Isis, and now when the tem ple is throw n down*



and the sands of the desert cover its  ruins ; when the world 
speaks of E gyp t as dead, and her power as a  th in g  of the past, 
another era daw ns; a  new age comes, and  w ith  i t  comes again a 
Vestal to the Temple. I t  was I  who led  the V estal then, as 
now I  lead thee, O d au g h te r; and  as I  spoke then , so speak I  
now. A ttend  well my words, for they  have a  m eaning thou 
shalt know hereafter. Thou w ilt be sorely te s te d ; thou w ilt be 
terrified and affrighted, b u t if the new  center is established, thou 
a r t safe. Knowest thou  w hat I  mean ? This center m ust be the 
center of a universal circle. H erein  be all the powers th a t 
make the  impossibilities of the past possible to  thee. T his 
center is reached by the conjunction of the tru e  principle of 
feeling and sym pathy, w ith  the tru e  principle of intelligence o r 
Spirit-idea, and the first point of illum ination by the Holy Spirit, 
in regenerate man, is to bring the fu ll action of his true life to  
this point. Then w ill be brought to  lig h t the  true  genius of 
each soul, for i t  lias awakened to  the consciousness of divine 
substance, the illim itable Sea, where all W isdom  and sense of 
departed glories are open to it, and all forgotten knowledge is 
made plain. H ere m ust ye enter, if ye hope for wisdom. T hou 
m ust no t fail, O Vestal. Exam ine well thine heart; its motives 
and in tents and secret desires; so that, like the Vestal of th a t 
d istan t time, thou, too, shalt be received by M emnon w ith song 
and sacred rite  of Azoth. T en  times' the sacred num ber nine 
was to ld  before her tem pters of the m ind and flesh were con
quered. So m ust thou fight the fight, if thou w ouldst w in. 
The sistram  in  thine hand is filled w ith power, as thou canst 
see whene’er a serpent crosses th y  path, or danger threatens 
thee. See.”

H e took i t  from her hand and held i t  in  a peculiar way, and 
co n tin u ed : “ I t  is long since a sistrum  was in  woman’s hand.
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Thou hast been greatly  honored, O daughter of a strange land , 
and on thy  neck I  see a token greater s till th a t thou  a r t  under 
sacred guidance. I  will tell thee of these symbols. Some day a t 
Denderah, I  will show thee the private room of H athor, in to  which 
no ray of lig h t has ever entered, and in i t  we w ill find the  niche 
where the Goddess’s golden sistrum  was kept. None b u t the 
k ing  could take i t  down on days of holy festival. A nd  none 
b u t he could place it  in its veiled shrine, w ithin a  boat of cedar 
wood or silver, to be carried forth  upon the shoulders of the 
Priests. W e scarce can th in k  w hat they would say who lived 
in  E gyp t then, to  see thee grasp it in thy  hand as ligh tly  as a 
common staff. T he Lotus leaf upon thy  neck is th ine by righ t, 
for it  was made of precious bits that came from the  m ost holy 
a ltar, preserved from all the world in  secret temple. Some day 
thine eye may see th is altar, and  thou w ilt know w hy i t  was held 
so  px-ecious by the  princess who wore i t  upon her neck. Thou 
w ilt also know why it  was buried in  her tomb, and why the 
M aster of M adeira gave i t  to thy  keeping. I t  has a  power thou 
dost not know. I t  brings to thee its form er owner. I t  forms a 
w all like adam ant of spirits tru e  around thee. No Arab’s hand 
w ill ever be raised against thee if thou w ilt show him this. 
T here is no ru in  of ancient E gypt, whereon the Lotus is not 
seen. I t  represents the hum an soul and all its struggles through 
th e  circle of time, and, like the  Searabaeus, holds the m odem  
world’s attention to  most ancient r i te s ; the Lotus for Is is ; the 
Scarabseus for Osiris. Upon th is p illar thou w ilt see it, here 
with wings extended in a boat, clasping the rising-sun w ithin its 
claws ; and there as----- ”

He did not finish, for James im patiently in terrup ted  him, 
saying

“ O M aster, I  have one like that, an’ muckle I  ha’ sinned aboot

i c e
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it. I  ea’ it  just a beetle, an’ the blessed M aster gave i t  to  m o 
for a  little  while, an’ then  i t  gaes to him  again. I  w ant t o  
te ll------ ”

“  I  know  all, Jam es. I  saw thy  weakness, b u t the time has 
come to th ink  no more of self. Look ever forward, never back
ward.”

“  B ut, M aster, te ll me, are a’ the  beetles like the one I  have ? ” 
“ No indeed. T hey have no more power than the sand itself, 

b u t these have been anointed w ith  oil and endowed to govern 
forces w ithout in te lligence; and they have m ighty power.”* 

They walked among the ru ins until they came to one more 
massive than  the rest, upon whose propylon were carved in
num erable hieroglyphs and cartouches. The M aster pointed 
to it w ith his staff and sa id :

“ Behold th is obelisk, i t  tells of Thothm es First. There once 
were tw o ,b u t years ago the other fell and lies upon the sand. A s 
we en ter the g reat court and count the pillars leading to  the tw o 
lesser courts, we shall find the num ber nine has been expressed 
in  stone sixteen times. T he roof above was once of azure, 
studded w ith  stars of gold. H ere came the Pharaohs, th e  
Ptolemies, ay, the lesser deities, to  view the avenues of the  
kingdom . T his was the spot where captives were executed, 
and honors given to  valiant men. Here, far back, when Tim e 
was just begun, the wise men knew the law of Silence, and on 
this Stone they have engraven i t  for us to see to-day. W e hold 
the tru th  to-day as they did  then, and almost in the self-same 
words.

“ Remember, those secrets im parted to thee are on and by th e  
Holy of holies, of which thou m ust not use audible language.

•  The Bramamelmshaaas and OTwanyiutM.
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even to thy  sage, much less to men. T ell i t  to  no one, O thou 
who canst understand me, for the world is not yet ready. Let 
i t  be seen by no eye^ heard by no ear. Close thy  m outh lest 
thou shouldst speak of this the g reat m ystery ; lest thou shouldst 
th in k  aloud. I f  the thought of thy  heart has escaped thee, bring 
i t  back to its silent places in our holy sanctuary. Peace be to 
thee. By this sacred covenant are presented to  thee the keys 
of the kingdom of heaven. Silence."*

The M aster now left them , b u t after this frequently joined 
them  in their long walks, and as weeks grew into months, and 
months m ultiplied, the time drew near th a t they  should be tried  
by the great tribunal, upon whose decision rested their accept
ance by Memnon.

The Last day came, and once more they w ent to K am ak, and 
the M aster walked beside them, and talked of hidden mys
teries, of the H ypostatic union, the state of Angelhood, and the 
Secret of the Spirit of Life.

“ There is no rest in  God’s g reat world,” he said, “ no sta r or 
planet th a t floats in  yonder firmament is for itself alone. I t  has 
an influence on all the worlds w ithin its system , and in its tu rn  
is influenced by them. Like sta r and planet, m an repels or 
attracts the  hum an worlds about him, ay and the world of 
animals below, and intelligences above. T he law is never 
broken, and from first to last the higher lives upon the lower. 
W ouldst thou know whom thou a r t drawing to thyself ? W atch 
every  thought, for by thy  thoughts thou dost a ttract like to 
like. Thus m ust emotions be cultivated, th a t thou iuayst gain

•  Herodotus read to  his school, “  I  have seen th a t in Egypt which is so holy 
th a t it is not lawful for me to utter, and things I  dare not divulge only to  you 
two, for thou and thou are as it were a part of me, and are in my own glory.”  

Brugsch says tha t the pure doctrines were taught only to full initiates, those 
who had found the spiritual center.
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advanced ground, and thou w ilt find those produced by color 
far more subtle than those of sound, and once attuned into the 
faithful reflex of our minds, we can enter more readily into 
N ature’s secrets, un til we can feel the pulsations of the stolid 
earth. Nowhere as in this silen t land can those ethereal forces, 
known by the Greeks as psychoplasm, and by us as odyle or 
electric-m agnetic currents, be produced. I t  is the land of 
m ystery—the very realm of spirit. T he union of magnetism, 
substance, and love, being principles, produce the resu lt known 
as the H ypostatic union, or the power of God’s Spirit m anifested 
in man. This power belongs to him  who knows, feels, and 
keeps silent. As ligh t preserves all scenes, and air preserves 
all sounds, so does universal love preserve all life, tru th , and 
wisdom. As silent sym pathy and good holds w ithin itself the 
germ of eternal reproduction, so love begets love, and from it 
is bom  eternal life. W e can see, then, th a t if air preserves 
sounds, and lig h t scenes, and love holds in itself tru th , wisdom, 
and life, i t  m ust be possible th a t this A ll  can be found, known, 
and cultivated, and evoked again and again.

“ The H ypostatic union is to liberate our true im perial con
sciousness from the personality and attractions of objective 
self. I t  is to  prove and experience the knowledge of the fact 
of God. Those who have attained  the H ypostatic union are 
done w ith all bodily attachm ents and desires. Here all expe
riences are on the broad plain of un iversa lity ; the divine man is 
awakened to regenerate l i f e ; the imperial consciousness is 
open to  the glorious secrets of the  divine purpose of the ages, 
and the golden m ystery of Spirit-power in man. The one law 
leading to  all T ru th , to  all W isdom, to all Power, is the Law  o f 
Love. A ll this has long been buried in these tombs, now to be 
resurrected and given to  a w aiting world. As the letters of
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the alphabet are to the world’s literature, such is the knowledge 
of m ankind to-day, compared w ith  th a t which is to come. Look 
at that whirlw ind toying w ith the sand of yonder desert. T he 
grains of sand know nothing of its law, b u t le t i t  sport at will 
among them, as human beings lea-re themselves w ith in  the  
whirling power of circumstance. T he clearer eye can see in  
cities a million maelstroms whirling round and round to  catch 
the human sands. It sees them tossed, and dashed and flung 
aside, when ruined. One vortex seizes men and women fired 
by passion, and ere they know it, they are lost. A nother, and  
the larger, draws within, the multitude who long for gold, and 
others seek the proud, ambitious, or the learned. T he end 
is just the same, and only when it is too late do souls wake 
up to know their fate. This vortex movement is no t found 
in  cities only. I t  is seen in hermit-life and perfect solitude, 
for men have pride and evil thoughts, though all alone. O ur 
only safety is in keeping b u t a single image before our mind. 
‘ If  thine eye be single, thy  whole body shall be fu ll of ligh t. 
Ye cannot serve two m asters,’ was cu lt once given by the 
M aster’s lips. To those who gain this height, the  adeptehip 
is near, and from their heart w ill blossom gloriously the  rose 
th a t has a place w ithin the cross. This hast thou  reached, O 
V estal, and after thou hast trod the avenue of Sphinxes, and 
heard old Memnon’s voice, i t  shall he to ld  thee w hat i t  means 
to  call thee one of those who bear the rosy cross. In  silence, 
m editation, and prayer, m ust ye spend the day to-morrow, 
that ye may have all guidance on the days of coming trial. 
A lone w ith God, ciy to H im  and Him alone. W hen I  call, 
come to me.”

A fter laying his hands upon her head in blessing, according 
to the ancient Egyptian service, saying :
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“ May the One God, the F ather and M other of Heaven, Zeus 
Osiris and Isis, stre tch  herself over thee, and cover thee under 
her m ighty wings in  the name of all the heavenly m ysteries; 
so th a t thou  m ayest hold sacred the tru s t God gives un to  thee . 
So I  give thee cedar-oil wrappings and the Lotus leaf, and th e  
cord of three strings. These will bind thee to  the T ru th , and 
thou shalt know the golden ways of spirit, and these shall 
make thee acquainted w ith the sacred mysteries.” H e le ft her, 
and they re turned  to the Herm itage, to  ponder his words in 
solitude and silence. There was about this m an an inde
scribable awe th a t surrounded him like an  atmosphere. His. 
thoughts were in  a higher realm  ; his intercourse w ith  im m ortal 
beings. His age and history were alike unknown, and one 
could not imagine he had ever had the ordinary life of man, 
nor its relationships.

From  th a t day’s solemn fast and retirem ent, the three were 
summoned the nex t m orning before the Master, in a room of lights 
and incense, and golden curtains, and all the paraphernalia of a 
sanctuary. Soft music m et them  as they entered, b u t there was 
neither musician nor instrument. The Master alone stood near 
the altar of incense. Around him was a strange lum inous aura, as 
if he stood in an atmosphere of golden atoms, and from his head 
radiated white streams of light, and from his bosom scintilla ted  
waves of rosy light, showing the divine love of the  exalted state 
within the man. The same flame-colored robes were upon him , 
bu t to-day were of richest silk, and a t the throat they  were held 
?y a blazing stone.

As they entered, he raised his hands in blessing and welcomed 
them  in the words of ancient c u l t : “ T he greeting of Peace 
and the immortal Life to those who love the law  of Use, and 
seek after spirit-tru th  and knowledge, for to  them  shall a ll
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th ings come, even power, and dominion, and ligh t. F o r nothing 
th a t thought can grasp or the human mind conceive is impos
sible. Love and ligh t are the b irth righ t of all the children of the 
F ather. The peace of the ages abideth with him who attains to 
tru th  of love. L et your lig h t shine. Power belongs to him 
who knows and keeps silent. O thou holy Mother-Good i O 
thou divine holy Father-Love, the Spirit of divine love I The 
Two-in-One, absorb these souls in the quenchless glory of thine 
immortality! Illuminate them, and let them evermore abide 
in  Thee, finding their souls’ completion ! ”

H is voice ceased, but echoes of its last words were repeated 
■over and over. “  Children, ye will go hence. Through the 
avenue of Sphinxes will ye walk. Hasten not the steps of progress 
lest ye deceive yourselves. The pendulum is sw ing ing ; m ay it 
bring the peace th a t comes from perfect poise. In to  other hands I 
commit each soul. There are those who shall lead thee higher. 
I f  Memnon speaks, ye shall en ter the tem ple and be initiated 
Into the true mysteries. F ear not. The S pirit w ill no t desert 
thee, if thy  faith  is sincere. There were mysteries in the days of 
P a u l ; mysteries in the House of the K ing of Shadows, in  which 
the candidate saw and heard things unspeakable; scenes of 
g randeur, and music in indescribable harmony, and received 
tru th s  of such grand  im port th a t to speak of them  was death ; 
b u t these were as n augh t compared w ith  w hat thou w ilt know 
and  see, if Memnon bids thee enter. T he dead past is to  bring 
forth  a living present. The choirs invisible, chanting paeans of 
praise then, are to be m ultiplied into a universal chorus of 
hum an souls calling to  God for L ight and Love.”

He motioned them  to kneel, and resting bis hand upon each 
bead, he said a few words in a foreign tongue, and the light 
blazed into flame as the music grew louder. T hey were alone.
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T heir sojourn here was at an end, and the M aster who had taugh t 
them  was no longer seen ; like an instrum ent no longer needed, 
he was set aside.

W hen they left the Herm itage next day, not a soul was in  
sight. They were to  re tu rn  each night after s itting  alone 
before the Sphinxes of the avenue of trial.

In  ancient times there were four of these avenues. The 
Sphinxes were seventeen and a half feet in length, and separ
ated by a distance less than  their length. •

The first sphinxes represented the animal passions; then 
came the natural or intellectual desires ; and these were followed 
by the spiritual, fewer in number. To pass these one by one, 
examining, searching, measuring, questioning one’s own self, 
honestly and fearlessly ; to  w ait in silence till  the  inmost 
recesses of self were rev ea led ; to be able to  say of every 
longing, or desire, or aspiration, “  I t  is silenced,” was never an 
easy task. In  the w hirl of the nineteenth  century, w hat man 
or woman could hope to win the goal, and th a t individual an 
American ?

They all began a t the same sph inx .f I t  was a  p art of their 
nature th a t could never have had  a power to hold their soul in  
thrall, and so they soon passed to  the next, and the next. As

* As everything in Egypt has a  significance, it may be well to state tha t the 
number seventeen and a  half is called the dead number, signifying that this 
particular desire was dead.

t  These sphinxes form the main avenue from Karnak to Luxor. There were 
originally four such avenues, bu t this,—a pathway of measurement for eternal 
purpose of the Ages to reach the highest goal of human att ainment—the Genius. 
Leadingto the grand temple, was the avenue of trial for all neophytes, and this 
ends in front of the entrance to  the Temple of Isis, connected with the grand 
temple two hundred feet distant. There are ten temples, forming one immense 
temple, within a radius of two miles. Eacli of these sphinxes held between its 
paws an upright human figure w ith hands crossed, grasping a  sort of mace or 
crux an&ata, representing the subliminal or immortal self.
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they reached the higher spiritual desires, i t  was more difficult to 
test themselves, and so day after day was passed, by the three
now separated, for'w hat was easy for one m ight be formidable
for another.

“ I  a ttract certain entities—now 
W here am I  ? ”  Is the question asked.

Days wore into weeks, and still the ordeal was unfinished. 
P ride, envy, anger, jealousy, ambition, love of fame, criticisms 
of others, and scores of subtle fiends remained to conquer, far 
more difficult to  m aster than  all th a t had been m et before. A t 
length the last was reached, and here they  k n e lt and poured ou t 
songs of thankfulness. There now remained b u t one th ing  more, 
and this was to  walk tow ard Memnon a t  sunrise and listen 
for Ms m orning song. Should he fail to  welcome them  in notes 
of mystic music, long since lo st to  common ears, their hope 
would be forever gone, o r long delayed.

W hat pen can describe the  m ingled emotions th a t swayed 
those different minds, as they  began th e ir solemn m arch !

A ll nature seemed attuned  to  the  occasion. T he early morn
ing l i t  the sky  w ith gorgeous t in ts ; the palm-trees’ fronds tossed 
ligh tly  overhead in  rhythm ic m elody ; the very movement of the 
doyes bespoke a  tender sym pathy, as on they  led the way to  
Memnon.

A h, Memnon, m ighty  monarch of all ages, w hat m ind can 
know th y  m ystery ? From  one g reat block of granite w ast thou 
bom, and through the centuries hast thou defied destruction. 
Memnon, th a t has lived in  history and song. Memnon, before 
whom monarchs of the earth  have bowed as children ; then gone 
to  dust and been forgotten, while the k ing  of rock has been and 
is immortal. O Memnon, back of thy  symbol lies hidden the 
secret of the Ages. A sk the Arabs of this mystery, and th ey
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will te ll of the song th a t Memnon sings at sunrise, when the 
lig h t steals o’er the desert, and the first touch of the sun’s rays 
create vibrations of celestial melody. T hey w ill te ll you th a t 
when birds are singing to  the All-Life, then  th is m ighty Mem- 
non salutes the day w ith joy in  the  glory of the morning, and the 
neophyte who has walked the avenue of Sphinxes, and has reached 
th is arbiter ̂  of Destiny, if the song is heard, and the Temple 
entered, is rewarded by a winged globe held o u t by the Monarch.

The G reek poet has w ritten—“ Know, O sea-born Thetis, th a t 
Memnon could n o t die. W hen the ho t rays fall brigh tly  on 
him,* his clear song rings ou t from where the spreading Nile 
parts the Libyan hills from hundred-gated Thebes.”

I t  was to  this k ingliest of kings of earth  th a t a ll eyes were 
now turned  ; for in  ail their rig id  self-examinations, as they  had 
crossed from side to side adown the avenue of Sphinxes, they 
never had forgotten this final test, and tried  to  look w ithin  as 
D eity itself w ould look. Like an  ever-present God of judg
ment, walked this spectral figure unseen w ith them.

Nine months of solitude. Nine months of daily communing 
w ith the Unseen, had not been w ithout its  effect upon the 
earnest neophytes. Those who have witnessed the transform 
ing power of seclusion in all religions would expect to  find all 
noble resolves made stronger, and new impulses of the divine 
life started  into activity. Jam es, no longer impetuous and 
easily angered, was now calm and seren e; Mrs. G lendenning,

•  Humboldt found upon the banks of the Orinoco, In S. America, granite 
rocks tha t hailed the morning with majestic music. A t Syene, the most un
imaginative of French naturalists heard a sonorous creaking in the granite 
quarries. A t the ruins of Kam ak, Napoleon’s commission heard the same 
creak a t sunrise. Of Memnon, one has written—“  To Hadrian It sang of a 
morning, yet to  Serverns, who repaired It, It was silent. But he came to it a 
raging religionist, while Hadrian stood w ith Antinous, whom the Morning 
loved and stole early away.”
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while still loving the dear ones, was more w illing to  leave them 
in  the F a th er’s keeping, while Zenia had become alm ost glori
fied. H and in hand they s ta rt abreast, to  m eet Memnon. 
Slowly they  approach his presence, step  by  step, in silence. 
N earer and still nearer they come. T he dawn has passed, and 
on the view of the horizon the golden tints predict the coming 
of the Sun. They glow, and throb, and vibrate, while the 
w aiting souls stand close to Memnon’s knee, in listening atti
tude. A t length  he com es: Osiris, as of old, the R uler of the 
world, and as liis disk appears above the horizon, they  hear 
faint sounds from ou t the giant rock. To Zenia’s ears it was 
a song by m any voices ; a choir celestial, singing to her h e a r t ; 
to her mother i t  was soft breathings of eternal hope, so fa in t she 
scarce could say she heard i t ; to James it was like m urm urs of 
the winds through fields of grain; to each i t  was a heavenly 
strain, and brought a moment’s rapture ne’er to come again. 
W hen it  had ceased, there rose upon the air, from whence they 
could not tell, a chant of “ Glory, Glory, Glory, to  T hee the 
crowning majesty of A ll-Life,” and then a silence followed, 
deep, profound.

To Zenia only was the winged-globe held out, b u t to  the 
others came the words, “ W ell done,” and promise of reward. 
They were to be perm itted to en ter the outer co u r ts ; and 
through the vast ha ll of columns, beneath a roof supported by 
two rows of pillars of the sacred Lotus, they passed w ith un
seen guidance, un til they reached a gilded door th a t opened as 
they came, and lo, before them  stood their M aster well-beloved, 
from isle of old A tlan tis. H is hands were both extended as in 
welcome. In  an  instan t all else was forgotten. T rial, solitude, 
discipline, Egypt, aye, even Memnon, in the joy of seeing once 
again tha t holy face.



“  W ell done, my children. D idst hear me say well done a t 
Memnon’s shrine? Ye have fought the lions and dragons 
well, and overcome the th ings of time and sense, b u t only to 
the Vestal V irgin  was the winged globe held  ou t in token of full 
victory. I t  could no t have been otherwise, for Jam es m ust 
conquer m any tendencies, and the mother-heart will love ita  
own as long as life endures. T hough Memnon did not bless,, 
the order comes from those who have the power, th a t thou, O 
M other ! shall be taken to  the temple w ith thy  loved one, and 
l>e instructed to the T h ird  W ay. Thou, O Jam es! m y own dis
ciple, who hast the child-heart even w ith thy frailties, because 
thou hast preserved and hast n o t grown cold by m any failures, 
nor lukewarm  by solitude, to thee is given the righ t to try  if  
thou canst pass the terrible ordeal of initiation. Unless thy  
purpose is as clear as day, and thine eye as steadfast as the su n , 
do no t venture unless thou a rt determ ined to  prove the new 
center w ithin thee. Dangers many, and terrors many, will op
pose thee, and if thy  courage falters, do not make the trial. I f  
there is a spot of weakness in tliy purpose, w ait for fu ture op
portunity. The foes of lig h t w ill gladly destroy thee. E n te r 
the outer court and then  decide.”

He led the way, and they came to  a room large and square, 
w ith an alcove in  three sides, in  which sa t a  M aster, clothed in  
robes of royal purple, with a cape of shell-piuk over his shoulders. 
Three others, robed like him, were standing  in  each comer, and 
at the door of entrance. One stood before the altar in  the cen
te r of the room. This altar was of strange shape and workman
ship, and its top was of the precious jade. Upon its surface 
was a  horoscope, th a t told of some event th a t was to happen to  
our globe. Around this was a  liv ing snake of emerald green 
w ith a head a t either end of its glistening body and these:
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kept watch in all directions. T he altar had come down from 
earliest Pharaohs, and the value of the jade was like the dia
mond for preciousness. At the time when it was carved, the 
bits that fell were fashioned in to  Lotus-leaves for the princess 
of the court, the daughter of the king. T he g ift was from the 
people, for the princess was their idol. She had wrought a 
great blessing for them, and these twenty-four Lotus-leaves were 
given from the hearts of the common people. T he necklace 
never left her neck, was buried w ith  her, and to  this day we 
know  her name and works.*

A s they entered the room the motionless figures all stepped 
.forward and formed a circle round the altar, while the Master 
in the alcove advanced to m eet them. The altar stood upon 
a  platform, and upon it knelt the neophytes.

“ Arise, my children. T he witnesses are well-pleased w ith 
what ye have achieved. T h at one has been found w orthy to  
drink  the violet cup of Azoth, to  hear the voice of Azoth, and 
to  learn the rites of Azoth, is tru ly  wonderful. W hen 
Pythagoras came to  Egypt, wise in  learning and in ten t of pur
pose, he w ent from Luxor and from Karnak, and from m any other 
temples, and could not be adm itted till fifteen years had passed.f 
No O rder is so r ig id ; no ordeal so severe as those of the 
Thebaid. This V irgin has been here before. She did  no t need 
another touch of earth, bu t came to help the race. Behold upon 
h e r neck a leaf from E gyp t’s once loved Princess’ necklace. I

•W hen the tomb of this Princess was opened this necklace was still around 
her throat. The writer has seen three of those leaves sent to this country, and 
has one in her possession.

t  He was too scholastic and could not hold his center.
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will not te ll ye more, save th a t the tim e w ill come when ye w ill 
see I tell ye tru th .”

Stepping to  Zenia, he took h e r by the hand and  led  her to 
ward the golden veil th a t reached across the end of the  room, 
where there was no alcove. I t  parted, and they  passed within. 
T o w hat vision of glory, or sound of harmony, or experience 
of desire, none may know save they who have attained th a t 
state. “ E ye hath  not seen, nor ear heard, neither hath  it  
entered in to  the heart of man to  conceive w hat God has pre
pared for those who love him.”

T o those w aiting in  the ou ter court was heard the sound of 
m any voices, singing in mystic rhythm  the hym n Thebaid. 
Each word was plainly heard and brought a  sense of peace to  
those who listened.*

EGYPTIAN HYMN.

“ To Thee, O sacred Spirit—life of All I All hail 
To Thee, who art the Light and bread of Life,
In all the mansions of the universe.
O Thou, most Holy of the Holy Ones, all h a il!
We salute Thee in all thy crowning majesty!
Thy almighty love fills all the earth with praise.
O Thou, the loving Glory, the infinite One,
All stars are bom ; all worlds spring forth from Thee.
O give to us thy refreshing breath of truth,
As Thou gavest man his immortal Soul,
To praise thee in those realms of Light.
In Thy great Love Is hid the mystery of Life:
O Thou Most Holy of the Holy Ones,
All hail! To Thee who holdest in thy hands 
The two truths of all Mysteries,
O Thou, Eternal, Infinite. Unspeakable;
Most Holy Father, Mother,—God !"

A s the voices died away the priest returned, leading the 
V estal by the hand, clothed in a garm ent of white, th a t enveloped

* Tills hymn is still used in the services of this Order.

...
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her like a cloud. She now had lost the human, and as butterfly 
m ight leap from chrysalis, had sprung divine from shell of 
earth, a winged soul complete. She did not seem to walk, 
bu t floated toward the altar. T he veil now parted, and from i t  
came a long procession of holy ones, both men and women, dressed 
in violet and pink. T hey form a solid wall around the  room, 
and while the incense rises, and the music softly dies away, 
they w ait in  silence the coming of the holy Sp irit on her, now 
kneeling a t the altar. W ith  holy breathing and intense desire, 
the silence deepens. A cloud arises round the V estal, and 
through the cloud upon her head shot tongues of fire. A  voice 
from above is heard to  s a y :

“ D aughter of Isis and Osiris, h a i l ! D augh tero f God the God, 
h a i l ! D aughter of the Christ-heart, h a i l ! Go forth  into the 
tem ple of the world, and sow the seed of T ru th , and do the 
M aster’s work. In  the hour of trial, in the tim e of sorrow, 
when the waters w ould go over thee, and the floods destroy, 
or songs of joy w ould entice, or the world a ttract thee, touch  
the Lotus-leaf a t  thy  th roat and  remember this day in  Luxor. 
G reat has been thy  Love, and g rea t has been thy  reward. 
Love is all—and in  all—for God is Love. Go now and walk 
thy own path. T read the wine-press alone, b u t know th a t the 
Most H igh is w ith  thee, and * there shall no evil befall thee.’ ” 

Through the veil the ark  of the  covenant could now be seen ; 
again the voices from the unseen chant a sacred hymn.

“ All hail, O Sun of Life, thou Lord of radiant beams.
All hail to Thee, the seif-existent One,
Our divine Father and Mother, inseparable,
Although in essence One, yet thou hast made 
Mother Isis our truth, Father Osiris our power.
In thy supreme unmeasured glory,
O thou grand, majestic Form, incomprehensible,
Thou pervadest all, the eternal Life of lives,
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For thou art the truth of all in a ll;
And on thy head is placed the dual crown,
The glory of sublimest thought of men.
Hail, O Fountain of everlasting Love;
Hail, O River of everlasting Truth;
Hail, O Sun of everlasting Power 1 
Creator God, O, self-Creator, hail!
In homage to thy everlasting good,
To thee all hail! Forever hail, O hail! ”

A t th is po int the M aster led the  way, holding Zenia by the  
hand and m otioning the rest to  follow. A t the door of a  cavern, 
black as n igh t, he le ft her.*

“ T hy intuition  m ust guide thee, O D aughter. F ear not.
Say continually, ‘ T hy  words are a lamp unto  m y feet.’ 
M ay God bless thee in the way.”

A t the entrance to another cavern he led  Jam es, and le ft him  
w ith  his blessing. Roars of wild beasts could be heard; torrents, 
and th u n d erin g s; and Mrs. G lendenning, losing faith  in fear, 
covered her eyes w ith her hands and prayed aloud, calling Zenia 
to return. T he words were lost in  the roar, and falling upon 
the ground she called for help from the M ost H igh—

“ O H eavenly Father, why hast thou tried  me so severely? 
Why hast thou separated my heart’s delight from me ? ”

“ Nearer to thee than  ever before, O M o th er! M ourn not 
because thou eanst not see her.”

* Apuleins tells of Lucius, a priest of Isis, thus: “ I went frequently to the 
chief priest, and most earnestly entreated him to Initiate me into the mysteries 
of the holy night, but he checked my importunity in a gentle manner, and said 
that the day on which each aspirant was initiated was indicated by the goddess, 
and by her providence the priest was selected and the expense ordained. It 
was necessary to avoid haste or delay. Silence, and wait. The gates of heaven 
and the realms beneath are in Isis’ hands. The Initiate bears a close resem
blance to a voluntary death. The sensations are described at that time thus : 
“ I approached the confines of death, and having trod on the threshold of Pros
erpine, I returned, borne through all elements. At midnight I saw the snn 
shining with a brilliant light, and I approached the presence of gods beneath 
and gods of heaven, and 1 stood near and worshiped them.
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Still uncom forted she tu rned  to  Memnon in  reproachful 
cry—

“ O Memnon, couldst thou have no victim  b u t m y darling ? 
Could no other sacrifice deligh t thee ? T o see h er leave her 
body would be easier than  to know she is in darkness and terrors, 
w ithout my hand to grasp. B ring her to  me, O thou silent 
King.” .

No answer came. T he agony grew more and more unbear
able. H ad her hair tu rned  white in  th a t tim e of w aiting she 
had not marveled, for in  m ental strains like this, such things 
have been. I t  seemed as if years had grown to ages while 
she w a ited ; and when her agony had grown more calm, she 
said, “ I  w ill arise and go to m y Father. There is no darkness 
w ith Him. H e is in deepest n ight, as in  m ost rad ian t 
day.”

She took for a Logos, “ W hen thou w alkest through the fire I 
am w ith th ee ; be not afraid, neither be dismayed.”  In  a moment, 
all fear had le ft her, and overwhelmed by her weakness 
and lack of faith, she buried her face in  her hands and  cried 
aloud—

“ O L o rd ! I  am not worthy to  take T hy name upon m y lips. 
Be m erciful un to  me, be m erciful unto  me ! ”

“ I  have blessed thee and w ill bless thee again,” fe ll upon her 
ears, as a great peace fell upon her heart. She saw a wondrous 
vision. She saw her daughter walking in  thick darkness, amid 
terrors unspeakable, b u t her step was firm, her countenance 
serene and bright, for by her side walked One whose radiance 
was as the sun a t  noontide, and H e held  her hand in  His, and 
ever and anon H e whispered words of cheer into her ear. She 
heard the rapturous strains of music not of e a r th ; she lost all 
sense of self, and in  the tru th  of A zoth found eternal peace.
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As those aw ait the m eeting of the lost of earth  in  o ther realms, 
so now she w aited for h er own. She had no fear, for Love 
was gu iding all. T hus lost in  though t she saw no one ap
proaching u n til a  voice aroused her. I t  was Zenia speaking as 
she approached, and, rad ian t w ith  joy, embraced her, say
in g :

“ I  felt thy  fear, O, Mouessie. I t  was the  only th rill that 
weakened me. I  now know how souls beyond the body m ust 
be pained and hindered by the  moaniugs and the lam entations 
of those who cannot see, and  have no faith. I  saw thy  grief and 
terror, and I  whispered words of cheer, b u t thou wouldst not 
hear, my Dearest. N ot for a  single moment were we separ
ated, and I  was guided by a  Loving Hand, through every 
danger.”

Her mother was weeping. Tears of joy were in  her eyes.
“ This anguish was her rite  of consecration,” said a  well- 

known voice, and, looking up they  saw their M aster by  their
side.

“ H enceforth ye are bound w ith a tie  more sacred than  any 
heretofore— the bond of fellowship in  the rites of Azoth. For 
while the V estal V irgin  walked the dangerous way alone, the 
m other’s soul was to m  by lions, and  she saw, and  suffered, and 
was strong.”

A t this po in t Jam es appeared, bearing m arks of falls and 
braises. H is feet were cut, and he had fallen in  the  waters.*

“  O, my blessed M aster, do m y een see your blessed face

* “ In the most ancient initiation the neophyte was tied to a conch in the 
shape of an Egyptian fan, and at the end of three days and nights was carried 
from the temple crypt to the entrance of the gallery, where the early beams of 
the rising snn would strike full upon his face.” Here we have an interpreta
tion of Paul’s e x p r e s s io n “ Our old man is crucified with him, that the body 
of sin might be destroyed.”
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again ? I  was sair afflicted by the terrors o’ the way, an’ ower 
confident o’ my ain strength . I  am a’theg ither unprofitable. 
I  am unco weak. W hen the way grew  narrow, m y lam p w ent 
out, an’ in  the m uckle distress I  was in, I  didna th in k  o* 
tu rn in ’ to  the  lig h t w ithin. W hen dragons came upon me, and 
lions roared, I  could only cry for help. I  w ill be a  slave a ’ 
my life if I  may keep near thee, O, M aster1 ”

“ For a  few years, James, thou w ilt have th y  desire, b u t then  
thou m ust do thy  work. V estal, d idst thou fear the  lions ? I 
need not a s k ; thy  face shows joy.”

“ Such joy as only those can know who have gone down in to  
the depths and then had their feet placed on the heights. To 
him th a t overcoinetli shall be given all things. H enceforth I  
can bear all things, endure all things, for H it  sake.”

“ Ye have now to go forth into the world bearers of a  tru th  in- 
woven in your innerm ost being. Ye have learned, not only the 
sacred mysteries, b u t the great lesson of the M aster, for ye will 
go forth to serve, and to serve is to  change one’s Karma, and help 
dispel the gloom of ages. ‘ H e th a t will be greatest among you 
le t him be a servant.’ W hatever ye become w ill be the resu lt 
of the thought-forces; therefore, hold the thought away from per
sonality, and keep it fixed on a  principle. T he heritage of each 
hum an soul is angelhood. C entury  after century  has merged 
into the everlasting past. Age after age has brought to  hum anity 
its heritage of disappointment, and men have been slow to  learn 
tha t only through the portals of the soul can the eternal tru th  
of God’s great glory be made manifest. ‘ N ot by m ight, nor by 
power, b u t by my Spirit, saith the Lord.’ T he health-giving, 
life-giving power m ust ever come from the S pirit th a t is inborn 
in the soul, giving to the entire organism new centers of action, 
so tha t every cell, nerve, and organ becomes polarized and con-
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eentrated in the Central W ill. This is the im perial conscious
ness ; the itamortal, sublim inal Self; in harmony with the Son- 
ship, the Christ-state in  m an ; the at-one-ment w ith  Universal 
Law. One with God, w ith whom is life and joy forevermore. 
This is the message ye will take a waiting world. Farewell.”

T he story of the V estal and her quest after God is ended. I t  
is the story of all who would seek Eternal Life. To those who 
read between the lines will come knowledge and power. These 
are the Enlightened, and for them the message was sent from 
Hierarch and H ierophant and Masters. To those whose eyes 
are not opened, bu t who long for the true Light that lighteth 
every soul th a t cometh into the world, the word comes—Search. 
To take w hat is here revealed, and live it day by day, is to enter 
the path th a t leads to the heights of Immortality. T he path 
may vary w ith each individual, bu t the soul w ill find the same 
experiences awaiting it.

To those interested in  mere personality, who would like to 
know more of these lives, I  w ill add a conversation th a t took 
place between the two young men, in their cabin, on their home
ward voyage. They had joined Mrs. G lendenning and her 
daughter a t Boulogne, and were now a t the end of their journey. 
W e find the one we have known as Cecil H autrave greatly  
changed. A calm, steadfast purpose looked out from his hazel 
eyes, and there was no h in t of the impetuous nature th a t char
acterized him  when we first m et him.

H is friend was talk ing. H e was say in g :
“ If  i t  were no t unbecoming to  a man destined for holy orders, 

I  should be profane. D id you ever m eet such a  m ortal in your 
life, Cecil ? W h at can she do in  a world like ours ? A  world 
of sense, and greed and cruelty  ? She is farther removed from 
i t  now than when we first saw her. B u t I  w ill never give up
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the hope of w inning her as long as m y name is Royal M ontrose.”" 
“  I f  i t  were no t unkind  I  should repeat a few of your own 

sentences. I  w ill merely say— You will find it  a ll worse than 
fo lly ”

** B u t why ? ”
“ She is farther from all though t of marriage than  when we 

saw her last. She is constantly grow ing less human. How can 
you hope to  reach a  point where she can m eet you. I  te ll you 
it  is worse than  folly— it is madness.”

“ B u t she is interested in her brother’s marriage, and in  all 
th a t touches the  lives of her family. T his shows she is s till 
hum an. A fte r a  tim e she will long for love.”

“ Perhaps. I  doubt it. I  knew  one old lady  once who liked 
to play w ith  dolls, bu t never another. Miss Zenia has found 
a love and purpose th a t fills her life, and to  come down to 
w hat we call love, w ould be another case of playing w ith  
dolls.”

“ B u t w hat will she do ? ”
“ Live, and teach the T ru th  and make history. T he day will 

come th a t she will be know n as the modern H ypatia, and you 
will then  see the wisdom of m y words.”

“ T en  years hence, v isit me, and see if Zenia G lendenning is 
not the hostess. W h a t is a  m odem  H ypatia to  a  wife and 
m other ? ”

“ T he invitation is accepted, and if your words are verified, 
you’ll find a handsome souvenir of our conversation upon your, 
table.”

“ Shake hands, Cecil.” T hey  closed their pledge w ith  a  hearty  
grasp, and while Royal moved off to  promenade w ith  the lady 
in question, the  other sa t down to th ink  of the changes th a t had 
come to him  since th a t day in the Louvre. W hen he rose to.
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go on deck lie heard a voice whisper in his ear—Silence an d
Wait.

Mrs. Glendenning and her daughter, sitting quietly in their 
room, were talking in low, earnest tones, a few hours later.

“ I could avoid it no longer, ma chire Mouessie. He waa 
determined to resume the old subject------”

“ And what did you tell him ? ”
“ Many things. When he alluded to extremists, I smiled, 

and said people did not mind them in worldly things, why 
should they iH spiritual. The money-kings of the land were 
all extremists and had a large following. Then he turned and
said:

“ ‘ You have had a surfeit of love in your family, and you do 
not feel the need of it now, but the day will come when you 
will be alone, and remember that you once had a devoted love 
laid at your feet, and you threw it overboard.’

“ ‘ Not that,’ I said, ‘all that is worthy the name of love I 
cannot lose, nor you cannot take from me. It will be mine 
forever. Physical nearness is not love. If there is aught in 
me to command a noble thought, it will come to me. Love, 
as the world calls it, I have had, and know its value; riches, 
fame, position—all these must some time, in some previous life, 
have been mine, and when weighed on a death-bed, been found 
valueless, for I desire them no longer. I desire nothing that is 
not transferable to other worlds.’ I thought it best to speak 
plainly, but I felt sorry that it was necessary. He is a grand 
man, and one could easily feel him a necessity to her ex
istence, if there was nothing greater in her mind. He called 
me a modern Hypatia, and said that such a life was not to be 
compared with that of a wife and mother. Of course I did not 
reply, and then he said I must forgive him, for he did not
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mean to bo unkind. He seems to be more humble than when 
we left him in Paris. Perhaps somewhere life’s experiences 
may lead him to a knowledge of what he now only believes.”

“ God grant it. The light of a new day is dawning on the 
world, and soon it will be in the glow of a sun it has never 
known before.”

“ I thought of this when he was talking, and I repeated to 
him some of the old Master’s teaching, in the hopes that a seed 
might drop into good ground. I told him that what seemed to 
him visionary and even foolish now, would one day be to him 
the most precious thing in all the world, not as something he 
believed might be true, but something he would know. That in 
some time of desolation, when bereft of all he held dear, 
suddenly a voice would speak to him from the depths of his 
■own heart, and it would say—‘ Be still, and know that I am 
God, and thou art my child ’—from that ray of light would 
come an impulse to follow its leading, and not in power, not 
in great gifts, not in peace and joy alone would be his heri
tage, but in the sense of oneness with the All-Life, and the 
incoming of that quickening Spirit, which would make for him 
a new heaven and a new earth, for former things would have 
passed away.”

After a brief silence she began reciting the Invocation of 
Thebaid, in a soft, low voice, as if by its rhythmic tone she would 
forget the present and the human, in the grandeur of a truth 
universal. It had fallen from the lips of the beloved Master as 
she had knelt before him, and by its power she would rise to 
clearer vision.

“May the One God, the Father and Mother of heaven, Zeus, 
Osiris, Isis, cover thee under his mighty wings, in the name of 
all the heavenly mysteries, so that thou mayest hold sacred
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the trust God gives unto thee. So I give thee cedar-oil 
wrappings and the Lotus-leaf; also the cord of three strings; 
these will bind thee to the Truth, and thou shalt know the 
golden ways of Spirit and the Sacred Mysteries.”

Three times she repeated these words, and, at the end, no 
trace of earthly thought or memory was on her face. Her mother’s 
hand clasped hers in silent pressure, and as the hour for meeting 
home and loved ones was at hand, they felt the need of higher 
power to keep their souls unmoved. In unison they breathed 
the seven deep breaths of Prana, and recited together the 
prayers of the Master of Fire in Egypt, knowing well its power 
to give them strength.

“ O Thou, everywhere and good of all, whatsoever I  do, 
remember, I beseech Thee, that I am but dust, but as a vapor 
sprung from earth, which even Thy smallest breath may scatter I 
Good God, beside Thee nothing is I O, stream Thyself into my 
soul, and flow it with Thy grace, illumination, and revelation ! 
Good God, ray Thyself into my soul I Take me from myself, 
and fill me but with Thee.”

When they stepped upon the shore and were once more 
with their own, the halo of a holy atmosphere encircled them, 
and Zenia, the Vestal of Egypt, took up her daily life, as Zenia 
the Burden-bearer, the Helper, the Beloved, in whom was seen 
the power of the Living God. In the temple of humanity 
was henceforth to be the altar, whenever the Vestal would 
keep the sacred flame alight!

“ It is the Spirit that quickeneth; the flesh profiteth nothing : 
the words that I speak unto you, they are spirit and they are 
life. But there are some of you that believe not.”

TH E END.
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“ According as His Divine Power hath  given unto us all 
th ings that pertain unto life; whereby are given unto us ex
ceeding great and precious promises, that by these ye m ight be 
partakers of the Divine Nature; for if ye do these th ings ye 
shall never stumble.

“ We have also a more sure word of Prophecy; whereunto ye 
do well that ye take heed, as unto a light that shineth in a dark 
place, until the day dawn, and the Day-Star arise in your 
hearts.”

“ MEMENTO VIVERE.”
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B y  M b s .  Elvina J .  B ab tlitt. A  b e e n t i f u l  a n d  in te r e s t in g  s to r y .  I l l u s t r a t e d  
w ith  h e e d  e n d  te l l  p ie c e s . Price, cloth, 76 c e n ts .

For e a ts  by a l l  bookeeller*. Sent p o d -p a id  upon receipt o f the price.

A rena P ub lish ing  C om pany ,

Copley Square, Boston, Mast.



From the prett of the Arena Publtthiny Company.

BORN IN THE WHIRLWIND.
By Rkt. William Adams, D, D. Tlio«e who read this book will be convinced 

that Truth is indeed stranger than fiction.'* A wonderful story, end told 
in a masterful way. Paper* 50 cento; doth, $1.25.

THE CHILDHOOD OF AN AFFINITY.
By Katharine E, Rand. A story for the millions. The interest grips yon 

from the start. Price: paper, 50 cento; cloth* $1,25.

A WEDD1NC TAN6LE.
By Frances Campbell Sparhawk. A romance that has the double interest of

historical accuracy while retaining nil of the charm of a delightful story
brilliantly told. Price: paper, 60 cento; doth, $1.26.

WHEI1 111 TIPIS MEET.
By Edward Payson Berry, A story of intense interest by an antbor who

has already achieved a marked success. Price: paper, 60 cents; cJofA,$1.26.

EARTH REVISITED̂
By Btbok A. Bbooks. A book crowded with Interest from cover to cover. 

Price: paper, 50 centt; cloth, 91.35.

J%r tale by alt bookttUert. Sent pott-paid upon receipt 0/ the price.

A rena Pub lish ing  C om pany,
Copley Square, Boston, Meat.



Front theprct* of the Arena Publishing Company.

2EHIA THE VESTAL.
By M a r g a r e t B. P e e k e , author of “ Bom of Flame," etc. Assisted by 

the Brotherhood and by order of the Hierophant Egyptian and Aican- 
traa of Grenada, under direction of the Algerine. This is a book em
bodying the occult laws of spiritual development, as given by the wise 
men of other lands, some of which laws are now presented in English 
for the first time. The vehicle of these teachings is a story, scenes of 
which are laid in Europe, but the characters are American. Titles of 
some of the chapters: Fate, Alps, Destiny, Reunion, Hermit-^, Vibra
tions, Paris, Interlude, Egypt, Flight, Prophecy, Chamouni, Insights, 
Madeira, Farewell, St. Cloud, Anticipation. P rice , in handtom* cloth, f 2.

IT IS POSSIBLE.
By IXslbiv Van-Andbragn, The author shows wonderful insight into child* 

life, ami the story is delightful. Price: post-paid,paper, 60 cents; cloth, $1.25,
41 It Is Possible,** by Mrs. Helen Van-Andorson, is a tfwy written evidently by 

a thinker of more than usual ability. — Inter-Ocean, Chicago.
** It is Possible,” by Mrs. Helen Van-Anderson, is a work deserving of a large 

sale and of being widely read. No one can read the book without partaking, In 
some measure at least, of the intense spirituality which pervades the story.— 
American Farm Fete*.

THE BI6HT KNOCK.
By Hblen Van-Andebson. 318 pages in handsome cloth. Price, post-paid,

$ 1.25.

Ifa  book comes from the heart, it will contrive to reach the heart.— Carlyle.
44 The Right Knock ” is presented with no other apology than this, it has come 

from the heart. —Author's Preface.

For sale by all booksslUre. Sent post-paid upon receipt o f the price.

A rena P ub lish ing  C om pany,
Co ploy Squaru, Boston, Mass.



F r o m  the p re ss  o f  the A r e n a  P u b lish in g  C om pany.

ONE OF EARTH’S PAU6HTERS.

By E llsn  Robbrts. A brilliant story of to*daj. The plot of this unique book 
is wholly original. The story gathers Interest as It unfolds step by step. 
The character of Josephine, the heroine (is drawn with the hand of an artist. 
P rice; p a p e r , 60 cents; c loth,

UIVEIUN6 A PARALLEL

By Two Wombn of tbb Wbst. A brilliant and thrilling story. Tho hem 
gives a most interesting account of his visit to a neighboring planet where 
women occupy the same position, relatively, as men do on the earth. P rice;  
p a p e r , 60 cents; clo th , $1.25.

A MEMBER OF THE THIRD HOUSE.

By Hamlin G a b l a k b . This book created a sensation by the boldness and 
terseness of Its treatment of the Lobby that forms a "Third House*' in 
every State legislature in the country. P rice: p a p e r , 50 cents; c lo th , $1.25.

PRAIRIE FOLKS.

Bj BLutUH Gabuuis. “ Prairie Folks ” Is Mr. Garland's latest and brightest
book. P ric e ; p a p e r , 50 cents; clo th , 91.25.

t o r  ta lc  b y  a l l  booktellere. S e n t  p o e l-p a ld  upon receip t o f  the  p r im .

Arena Publishing Company,
Copity Square, Boston, Mass,


