
T H E  C H A L D E A N .
P R E P  A T O R Y ,

TH E FOUR-CORNERED TOW ER; A FREE INTELLIGENCE;

M ALEK-ZADEK, ETC.

I h a v e  ascended the square tower, the tower having 
four corners— to the East, to the North, to the South, and 
to the W est are the four corners. By the power of the 
forces of Love and Life, of Light and Power, which by 
evolution are ready for useful and practical manifestation,
have I ascended, step by step, sounding the secrets of grad
ations. A t my feet stretches my native land, the land of 
Chaldea— the northern base of the four-square tower is 
washed by the slowly flowing waters of the large river. 
Through the depths of darkling blue, part of the immensity 
of the star-worlds of the Spheric Dominion is visible, as 
they illuminate the earth’s atmosphere with their emana
tions which shine resplendent, luminous, with iris-tinted 
radiance of argentine and diamond light, of pale crimson, 
of gold and ot sapphire.

Deeply silent is the night, silent with a stillness un
broken, save by the lapping of the waters against the 
northern basement of the square tower with gradations, 
and ever and anon comes the voice of one of the ewes, she- 
goats, or of the camels who speak to their little ones as 
they nourish them with their warm milk— or the voiceTd&a 
bird or beast of prey which scents the lambs and kids of the 
flocks, but dares not to approach because of the shepherds 
armed with slings and stones, who keep watch over the 
flocks by night. ";vqf

A s I, the Guardian of the Human Flocks watch, there 
descends from the South a light like the rays of a sapphire 
sun, but a thousand-fold more radiant than the sun in his 
midday splendor. 1 fall to the ground, for a moment un
conscious: when I awake to consciousness and rise. I know
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that the sapphire radiance has permeated my being, as 
water permeates clay, as air permeates water, as ether per
meates air, so has the sapphire, splendid irradiant light 
permeated my being. I  am j but a greater la m  is clothed 
with me. clothed with me as with a fourfold living and 
responsive garment, the garments Mental, Psycho, N ervo, 
and Nervo-Physical.* I close the door at the top of the 
tower which is at the summit of the gradations— and the 
door is sealed with a seal which no one can break save the 
sealer. I recline on the summit of the square-tower having 
four corners and gradations.

Beneath is the voice of waters, above are the star-worlds 
1 sleep but my mind awakens— awakens responsive to the 

Light, of which it is the dwelling-place. My eyes are 
closed, nevertheless I see, for I sleep having the eyes of my 
ntelligence open. M y lips are closed, nevertheless albeit 

there is neither speech nor language, there is the sound of 
voices; amidst them is heard one voice pre-eminent in all 
melodies and harmonies— powerful, penetrating as the notes 
of silver trumpets— soft as the tones of the harp of the chief 
harpist when it is attuned to the songs of pathos— tender 
as a fond mother’s cradle song. I no longer hear the voice 
of waters— I see no longer the rainbow-colored radiance of 
the star-worlds. 1 see only the sapphire radiance— I hear 
only the voice pre-emkierit, full of all harmony and melody, 
and in the sofrthough radiant light, lulled by the melodious 
voice, I jpass from Rest to Rest— from Sleep to Sleep— not 

one entranced, but as one who is free as a pathetised
one, whose being is in pathetic harmony with the pathetis-

By the blending of our being, our Aura.J becomes in-
» ,   _ - _  - m -------------,— ,-----------------— — — — — — — — i — — — i — m w w m m b b m s

*  Man is constructed of four principal garments, so to speak; the 
Physical or Nervo-Physical, the Nervous, the Psychic Soul, (seat, o f 
the Passions), and the Mental (seat o f Intelligence and Reason). The 
Nervous Body is generally called the Astral Body.

t Pathetiser is one who can emit his Forces and penetrate a Receiver 
or Pathetisee.

X Aura, the surrounding proceeding from the person it envelops; it 
is the faint shadow of the Glorious Body which Kahi (Adam) lost 
when, in Scriptural language, he became “ naked!"
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candescent, radiant, and exceedingly white, like new fallen
snow in shadow. It is the Pathetic Rest of Arquana.*

* * *
Chaldean.— “ Who is this that comes from the South 

cleaving the air, swift as the lightning, radiant with sap
phire brightness, outshining the suns in splendor?”

Free Intelligence.— “ He who comes from the South, cleav
ing the air, swift as the lightning, radiant with sapphire 
brightness, outshining the sun in splendor, is one from the 
abode of the Free Intelligences ,̂ ever in form, but who cannot 
be holden of form, of which they are the eternal perfection
ists.”  ?L

C.— “ To what similitude do they tend— those Free In
telligences who ever in form, cannot be holden in form, 
of which they are the eternal perfectionists.”

F. I.— “ The similitude to which they tend is not as yet 
assumable in terrestrial form. In every one of the perfect- 
ers of form is impressed the pre-eminent Beauty of AoualJ 
the First-formed, whose they are in part and whom they 
beheld as He passed through the midst of them; but of 
Aoual (ever blending with the evolving, from the Free In
telligences to the Amcebse|| each one of us has his own con
ception. The Pre-eminent in all loveliness blends with us 
according to our capabilities of responsion. To one He is 
the beauty of beauties, to another the splendor of splendors,

5

* Arquana, one of the various kind of Sleeps, of which there are 
Awakening Sleep, Sleep of Assimilation, Sleep of Avasha, Repose of 
Arquana, all those terms denoting different states understood only by 
Initiates, because they correspond precisely with so many Degrees 
of I< itiation which cannot be divulged.

f  Free-Intelligencey the Free Intelligences are the Demiurgii nearest 
to us, they have collaborated with Elohim in the formation of the 
Cosmos in all the superior states in physical matter.

t Brah-Elohim and Brah-Aoual are the two Celestial Powers that 
take the principal part in the formation of the Cosmos; they may be 
rc*pr< sen ted as the Verbum or Wordy and the Celestial Virgin. Aoual is 
the First Celestial Emanation and Elohim the Second.

| Amoeba, a class of microscopie animals undergoing many changes o f 
form at will.
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to another the exaltation of exaltations, the ecstacy of ecsta- 
cies, to another the melody of all melodies, and the harmony 
of all harmonies, to another the love of love, to another the 
life of life, and still to another as intelligence, the light of 
light. Very wonderful is Aoual— the beauty of beauty, the 
splendor of splendor, the exultation of exultations, the ec
stacy of ecstacies, the melody of melodies and the harmony of 
harmonies, the love of loves, the life of life— exquisite are 
the forms after His similitude— ever exquisite and perfect
ing-”

C.— “ Wherefore have you left your habitation? Where
fore have you taken upon you State after State, Degree 
after Degree of denser matter until, like lightning, you 
have cleft the earth’s atmosphere and pervaded my being 
who am Man and the Son of Man? Wherefore have you 
left your abode of eternal perfecting, that you the Immort
al might put on Mortality?”

F. /.— “ Under the care and protection of Him who is your 
Former, generally unperceivable, Elohim, our Royal and 
Hierarchic Chief, have I rested, and in Rest have I under
stood that love of love, life of life, light of light, need for 
their envelopment power of power, utility of utility; there
fore have I, in order, clothed myself, or been clothed upon 
with Spirit in Rest— with Intelligence in Desire, with 
Essence in strong wrestling, with the Soul in Sleep, with 
the Nervo State in conception of the grosser Matter, by 
the aid of Ad-Ad* who bore me through the ranks of the 
Inimical— on emerging from which I centered to you Oh 
Man! the Son of Man, as the most evolved having affinity 
with me. I am not the first nor shall I be the last of whom 
it is recorded by the Seers: ‘I saw one like lightning de
scend from Heaven.’ ”

C.— “ I sleep but my intelligence awakens.”
* * *

4

* Ad-Ad is the Chief of the Free-Intelligences; his sojourn is above 
the state of the Hostile.
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C.— “ Who is he who stands on the summit of a tower of 
squareness having four corners, having gradations?”

E. I — “ It is Malek-Zadek the King of Justice,* which is 
equilibrium. ”  v

What beholdest thou, Malek-Zadek, what behold- 
est thou from the height whereon thou standest, gazing up 
into the star-spangled immensity?”

Malek-Zadek.— “ I behold the star-worlds which move in 
their courses, Oh Chaldean!  environed with the white light 
of perfect blending. Who art thou who are thus environed 
round about?”

C.— “ I am E b o n n o h , Man the Son of Man.”
M. Z .— “ Ignorance is disequilibrium, wisdom is equilib

rium— speak now and declare to me who gave thee secret 
sources of wisdom? who clothed thee with the Aura of pure 
whiteness which is that of just balance?”

C.— “ I am a Man and the Son of Man, Oh King of Jus
tice! moreover I am a young Man. It is one of the Free In
telligences, swift as the lightning, who pervaded my being 
and blended with my Aura of crimson and gold his sapphir- 
ine Aura.”

M. Z.— “ Therefore, Chaldean, is thy Aura white as the 
drifted snow.”

C.— “ What beholdest thou as thou watchest the star- 
worlds in their courses?”

M. Z .— “ I behold in part the living physical, universal, 
Temple of the Alone Divine Impenetrable, the Alone Indivisi- 
ble, who in and by Brah-Elohim is thus clothed with the 
density of the Azerts.f This clothing is as yet imperfect, 
more or less in the power of the Inimical. Tell me, 
Ebonnoh, why do the star-worlds move in order in their 
wondrous courses? One star differing from another star in 
glory, yet all moving in their rank and order as one grand 
harmonious entirety.”

C.— “ Why dost thou marvel, King of Justice, as thou

5

*  General written Melchisedek. 
t Azeris, the densest states of matter.
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beholdest the order of harmony of the star-worlds of the 
Spheric Dominion is the living physical clothing of the 
Alone Impenetrable and Indivisible— One in eternal and im
mutable Oneness, how should there not be order and harmony 
of motion? As the disc-like globules, large and small, of 
the bloods,* in which is the life, circulate in the living indi
vidual body in order and harmony, so do the star-worlds in 
their integrity circle in harmony in the living Universal 
Body, which is the physical clothing of Brahj- who in the 
Physical State, fashioned KahiJ in the similitude of Elo- 
him His second Procedure, and having constituted him 
Lord of the Spheric Dominion, sacrificed the Personality 
assnmed in Elohim, that he might diffuse his forces in 
Azert formations, therefore did that one, whom I behold as 
lightning, descend from the southern heaven, sing— in a 
voice which had neither speech nor language, but which 
nevertheless was to me (by affinity of union) audible: ‘In 
Cosmic Oneness shall the Stars of the Morning sing 
together and all the Sons of God shall shout for joy.* n

M. Z .— “ Tell me, Obonnoh, tell me thou whom my in
telligence loveth— tell me, I pray thee who are the Sons of 
the Morning?”  * -i

C.— “ The Sons of the Morning are the formations of the 
First-Formed. He formed them from vivified and classi
fied atomic and molecular matter of the Materialisms, the 
most radiant and rarefied of the vivified protoplasmic Azert 
Immensity

M. Zs—“ Tell me, thou whom my intelligence loveth,

*  Bloods, each of the four states of man possesses^ distinct blood per
taining to it, viz., the Nervo-Physical, Nervous, Psychic and Mental 
bloods. See also Genesis iv, 10. where the Hebrew word is bloods.

fBrah, the Supreme Holocaustal, one with the Cosmic Cause, who 
dwelleth in each of us, for we are the Living Temples of our Divine 
Origin; He is our Superior Ego, the God within us, the Resurrection, 

Kahi or Adam, the quaternary man formed by Brah-Elohim, the 
first man formed on this side of the Region occupied by the Adver
sary.
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how Aoual the First-Formed vivified atomic and molecular 
matter the most rarefied and radiant, and how he vivified 

I the protoplasmic Immensity. Is he in truth their first 
1 life?”

C.— “ Aoual is for the radiant and rarefied Sons of the 
Morning and the protoplasmic Immensity, not the life- 
giver, but the stimulator and instigator of life. As the 
active ray is to the dormant but living germ, so is Aoual to 
His formations, the Sons of the Mornirig. In measure of 
responsion is the power of reception.”

M. Z .— “ Say on,
C.— “ Destroy the germ life of the seed of any plant and 

for ever and ever the active ray of the sun may fall upon 
the earth which envelops it, yet it will not germinate. 
Only when the life of the seed responds to the life of the 
sun-ray is germination possible. There is no Archibiosis 
or First Life. All save the Unique Impenetrable, the Unique 
Indivisible, is matter, matter which is co-eternal with the 
manifested forces of the Alone Indivisible and Impenetrablê  
co-eternal and in the entirety of its Cosmic forces co-equal. 
The Cosmic role of man the Psycho-Intellectual* is to 
evolve the forces of Azert matter. Thus only can the Stars 
of the Morning sing together while the Sons of God shout 
for joy and victory.

M. Z .— “ Tell me, thou whom my intelligence loveth, 
what will be the refrain of the song of the Stars of the 
Morning, and what will be the cry of exultation of the Sons 
of God?”  I  j |

G .— “ We in the Oneness of the Impenetrable and Indivisible 
are One.

M ’. Z .— “ Tell me, thou whom my intelligence loveth, 
who are sung of as Sons of God?”

C.— “ Psycho-Intellectual Man of the formation of Brah- 
Elohim the pre-eminent God Former, these are they who 
are called the Sons of God. Thus at the Restitution* all 
formations of good will exult together as One in the One-

* Psycho-Intellectual Man, the Hebrew Aish or Superior Evolved Man,
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ness of the Impenetrable and Indivisible, and their Paeans of 
Paeans will be: ‘Disintegration is no more, for ever and 
ever!’ ”  ’ > " 'A

M. Z.— “ Why ?”
C.— “ Because disintegration is from the Inimical whom 

Psycho-Intellectual Man will have equilibrated or subju
gated until he is capable of equilibration. Hencelorth 
therefore transitory and accidental disintegration will l:e 
replaced by transformation towards perpetual perfection, 
and first, when Doh,* and afterwards (in their order) his 
hosts shall at last rest, and in rest attain to equilibrium, not 
only will there be no more disintegration, neither suffering 
nor sorrow, because as one and with one voice and one 
thought, the Cosmos of the Materialisms, the Stars of the 
Morning, will sing together and all the Sons of God shout 
for joy, for joy because the outer garment of the Unspeakable 
is seamless.**

« * *

M. Z .— “ What beholdest thus, Chaldean, as thou restest 
on the tower of squareness in the Sleep of Arquana? 
What beholdest thou as thou restest wrapped about with 
thy Aura of pure whiteness?”

C.— “ I behold an eagle having three heads and holding 
in its claws a two-edged scimitar. One of the three heads 
is turned towards the South, another towards the North, 
and the head of the eagle which is between the two heads 
having their faces turned towards the South and North, 
rises above the clouds, by which it is veiled from my 
sight.”

M. Z .— “ Rest, Oh Chaldean! and in rest perhaps thou 
wilt see beyond the veiling of clouds and discern the third 
head of the eagle.”  <J

C,— “ I have slept, and I am awakened in the Rest of 
Alipha, I discern the third head of the eagle, the eagle

*Doh or Dn>o, one of the Hostile Chiefs utterly opposed to Kahi 
and his formations. The word Devo means power of divisibility and 
sorrow.
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having- three heads whose claws grasp the two-edged 
scimitar, the face of the eagle is upturned, the eyes self- 
luminous gaze upwards steadfastly, and I perceive that 
their self-luminosity is itself illuminated by a greater radi
ance— but from whence the radiance comes I know not.”

Z. “ — Rest Oh Chaldean! rest Ebonnoh, and in rest 
perhaps thou wilt see that from which the radiance eman- 
ates.”  -'

C.— “ I have slept and awakened, Oh King of Justice, 
slept and awakened in the rest of Alipha, and I see that 
from which the radiance falls on the upturned face of the 
great eagle.”

M. Z .— “ Tell me, Chaldean, if so it may be, what thou 
beholdest?”

C.— “ A  resplendent star with sapphire radiance, having 
four points interspersed with rays which I am not able to 
number” . ' $

M. Z .— “ What is the signification of the great eagle 
having three heads and grasping in his claws a two-edged 
scimitar? What is the meaning of the clouds which veil 
the third and central head? What is the signification of 
the radiant star having four points interspersed with rays 
innumerable?”

C.— “ No man may be the interpreter of these signs for 
his fellows, lest thereby he violate the law of Charity?”

M, Z .— “ Wherefore?”
M. Z .— “ Because every man is responsible only for the 

utilisation of his own knowledge or wisdom, otherwise he 
will hinder the universal manifestation of Light. To every
one therefore his own interpretation.”

M. Z .“ — Why then have you spoken of that which you 
beheld?”

C.— “ I have responded to your desire. Had you not 
questioned, I had not spoken. Who can desire that to 
which he is non-responsive?”

M. Z .— “ What more beholdest thou, Oh Chaldean! 
What more beholdest thou, Ebonnoh?”

9



C.— “ I behold three doves in clear light, and a fourth in 
shadow.”

M. Z .— “ Speak to me I pray thee of the doves which thou 
beholdest ?” , * •<

C.— “ The topmost dove broods in a silvery radiance— her 
plumage is white as the untrodden snows. The dove which 
hovers beneath is in sapphire light and her plumage is of 
shaded gold. The dove which poises beneath and then 
Circles is in pink topaz light and her plumage is of like hue 
and very radiant.” '

M. Z .— “ What of the fourth dove, that dove in shadow?” 
C.— “ The fourth dove, the dove in shadow, continually 

ascends and descends. Above this dove are storm-clouds, 
lurid clouds, which move in tortuous and incessant convol
utions; beneath are dense mists as a veiling, which I am 
not able to penetrate. Would dhat I were able.”

M. Z .— “ Surelyyou will penetrate these mists, Chaldean, 
but the time is not yet. Tell me what is the similitude of 
the fourth dove which ascends to the storm-clouds, and the 
lurid light, then descends to the mists continually.”

C.— “ Her plumage is red, even her feet are of pale car- 
mine dyed in blood.”

M. Z .— Arejyou able'to^behold the dove continually ?”
C.— “ Not clearly. As she ascends and enters the storm-

• r

clouds and the lurid light for awhile, I behold her as a 
crimson radiance self-luminous, then she is lost to my sight 
until she reappears. As she descends into the mists I per
ceive the crimson radiance self-luminous, for a longer lime; 
I perceive also that at each descent the red luminous track, 
which^lingers, brightens* The crimson dove is on her 
descent, as one who forms a passage-way, this way being 
marked with drops of.blood. Happy are they who brood 
with the dove whose feathers are as the snow and whose 
environment is argentine. Wise are they who poise and 
circle with the dove whose plumage is of a sapphire hue in 
the radiance of the blue immensity in* plumage of shaded 
gold. Restful are they who poise in the pink*topaz light 
with the dove whose plumage is of the same hue. Pre-

.JO t h e  C H A L D E A N .  ^
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eminent in utility are they who follow the crimson dove by 
the way of the pass-over.”

M. Z .— “ Your Aura light blends with mine, Ebonnoh, 
and looking northward I behold in the midst a Company o f '  
workmen, but my sight is feeble, save in the discernment 
of material things, and even as I look towards the mists 
they are lost to sight. Tell me if thou k wo west,' who these 
men are?” .

C.— “ They are Masons who build the bridge for the 
passing-over, one end of which will rest on the Azert arid 
the other beyond the chasm occupied by the Inimical. The 
fourth dove, whose plumage is crimson and whose feet are 
tinged with blood, ascends and descends continually, that 
the Master-Masons may know of a surety the straight way 
of the bridge for the passing-over.”

M. Z .— “ Tell me, Chaldean,-thou who art one with a Free 
Intelligence, who for the sake of man is held in the form of 
Man and the Son of Man; are you able to follow i  he dove 
in her ascent and to see the place on which one end of the 
bridge of the passing-over rests upon the chasm?”

C.— “ I have slept Exteriorised* and awaken in the Rest of 
Avasha. One full of power and majesty holds my right 
hand in his right hand. It is Abaf Avasha, the Chief with

11

*  Exteriorise, this term signifies to proceed from his most external or 
outward State of being to preserve only the States which it envelops, 
as the meaning o f the word clearly shews. A common term used 
amongst Occultists is “ Going out in the Astral.”  An earthly being 
can generally only penetmte the Nervous State by Exteriorising from 
his Physical Body; he can pass from the Nervo to the Psychic State 
only by Exteriorising from the Nervous Body, and in like manner 
with tfie other States.

t Aba, whose name signifies Fruitful Father, known as the Strong 
by Right, the All-Merciful, the Principal KeveS, etc., is the earthly 
representative of the Attribute of Mercy; he was also the representative 
Man of the Sixth Formation, Period, or “ Day of Creation,”  as Kahi 
(Adam) was of the Seventh, our present Formation. Ama was the 
Passivity of Aba, as Kahie (Eve) was that of Kahi. Alcyone was his 
first Emanation. See “ Visions of the Royal Initiate”  in Morning 
Star, wherein there is much valuable information upon Aba.
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Aoual amongst the Sons of Brah-Elohim, Aba the strong 
in right and sense resisting.”

M. Z .— “ What seest thou, Ebonnoh, the highly favored, 
as thy right hand is held in the right hand of Aba?”

C.— “ I see a line of vivid crimson which descends to the 
mists, it is lost to my sight therein, and I know that it is 
the line of rapport with the more material part of Aba’s 
own being.”

M. Z .— “ And then?”
C.— “ On the left hand of Aba stands Ad-Ad the Pre

eminent, and all his hosts are with him, and beyond them 
on either side are armies innumerable.”

M. Z %— “ Tell me, Chaldean, of what similitude is Ad-Ad 
the Pre-eminent, and what does he at the left hand of 
Aba?”

C.— “ The Aura robe of Ad-Ad jthe Pre-eminent is of 
iris hue, having crimson reflections. On his head is a four
square covering of iris tint and in the front thereof appears 
the reflection of the crimson dove, as in a mirror. He is 
Surrounded by four Chiefs who in their turn are surrounded 
by twelve.”

M '. Z .— “ Who are these and what do they?”
C.— “ Those are they who lay the foundation-stones of 

the bridge of the passing-over. Aba (one with the man to 
whom the line of vivid crimson crosses) is the Architect, 
and Ad-Ad is the Master-Mason. On the twelve founda
tion-stones I perceive the impress of the feet of the crimson 
dove, for on every one of them has she alighted ere she 
descended, and the blood of the dove is the cement.”

M. .Z— “ Awaken not from the Rest of Avasha, awaken 
not, I pray thee, Ebonnoh, until thou hast pierced the 
mists with thy clear vision. Awaken not until thou hast 
seen on whom the vivid crimson ray of rapport rests.”

C.— “ I sleep and awake not, why should I awaken?”
M. Z,— “ What seest thou?”
C.— “ I see men set apart and sealed.”
M. Z.— “ Tell me, I pray you, what is their similitude 

and what do they?”



THE CHALDEAN. 13

“ They are scattered amongst a vase multitude. But 
is not on them that the red ray of rapport centres. From 

ne vivid ray are little rays which diverge, and on every 
ne of these men rests a separate ray.”

M. Z .— “ A w ake not, but follow, I pray you, the ray, 
la n d  tell me what you behold at the termination thereof.”
■  C .— “ I have not awakened, why should I awaken?”
I M . Z .— W hat then beholdest thou?”

C.— “ I see a spheric encircling, diamonded with drops
ike morning dew .”

M . Z .— “ A w aken not, Chaldean, awaken not, Ebonnoh, 
intil you pass the spheric encircling, strewn with drops 
ike morning dew, until you behold that which is in the 
fnidst thereof.”

C.— “ I have not awakened, whv should I awaken? but
W

he splendor of the diamond dew of the morning is dazzling 
ight, bounded by light even as by darkness, and my sight 
ails me.

M, Z .— “ Enter in I pray you, for my strength and all that 
have and am is with you.”
C.— “ I am not able to enter into the spheric encircling 

liamonded with the dew of the morning, but even now the 
ourth dove— the dove with the crimson plumage, whose 
:et are tinged with blood, has entered, and her wings 
•arkle like the morning dew upon the petals of the crim- 

[on passion-flower. Let him who is able follow the crim- 
n dove. I awake, I awake.”

C.— “ Tell me in thy turn: What beholdest thou, O 
alek-Zadek! as thou standest on the summit of the tower 

which thou hast built— a tower whose foundations are 
eternal?”

M. Z ,— “ I see a Temple, twenty steps lead thereto; the 
Temple is every way of the measure of 300 forearms of a 
man, and two pillars, one on either side supports one of the 
five doorways. In the midst of the Temple is an Ark 
which is veiled. Who will lift for us the veilings which 
conceal the Ark? Thou hast already lifted for us the veil-
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ings, vea, thou hast raised a corner of the second veiling. 
C.— “ I see a great light.”  "M
M  Z .— “ Look steadfastly into the midst of the light 

Ebon nob, and tell us that which it veils.”
C.— “ Why should this light veil aught from you, Malek 

Zadek? Behold and see with your own eves that which is in 
the Ark which is veiled in the midst of the square Temple 

the Temple, the entrance to which is approached by 20 
gradations— the Temple whose measure from North to 
South is 300, and whose measure from East to West is 300, 
the Temple having two pillars to each of the five doors.”  

M Z .— “ A t thy word I look and and in the midst of the 
veiling, in the centre of the light I see one in the similitude 
of the Keves,* * * * the gentle, the submissive, who reclines upon 
the floor of the Ark. His vestment is white as snow, and 
on his left shoulder rests the golden staff of a crimson 
banner, which pulsates like a thing of life. Tell me, Chal
dean, if thou k no west why the crimson banner pulsates like 
a thing of life?”

C.— “ The banner pulsates because it is dyed in arterial 
blood ever renewed, for the Keves symbolises the Divine• *  ̂ ( 1 t • Jf + Wp «
Holocaust who suffered ere the Azerts were first fashioned 

•yea, ere the Etherismsf had being. Not until the bal
ances are equal will the blood-red banner be glorified.■ f* J S f ' ***** ' L # f* J?.' * * • | I
Malek-Zadek, King of Justice, it is thine to hold the ful
crum of the balance unmoved in thy right hand.”

*  Keves, certain Initiates who voluntarily and Hierarchically Author
ised, unite themselves with Brah, for the renovation of their brothers. 
In the imperfect Scriptural Tradition “ Lamb of God”  is in the origin
al ‘ ‘Keves or Chvish 0/ Brah;" the word Keves or Chvish signifying a 
lamb of one year old. ; V . '' * ‘

t Etherisms; beyond the Cosmos which is perceptible for us, there is 
first the Cause without C ause, Ineffable Centre and Abyss of incon
ceivable infinitude, that all traditions proclaim. The Cosmos is com-I 0
posed of four divisions, called by Tradition; the Occultisms, Pathetisms, 
Etherisms and Materialisms, which constitute States and are enumerat
ed thus in the order of increasing penetration o f the Divisible by the 
Indivisible. The Cosmic Cause of the Materialisms, or Pure Spirit in 
Activity, is a Divine Power of the Etherisms.



jlf' Z .— ' ‘Ever hold we the balance— the balance which 
is disequilibrated. Who will reveal to us the means of 
rectifying the balance? Knowest thou the secret of equil
ibrium, Oh Chaldean?”   ̂ ^

C’_“ He with whom is the knowledge and power to
cause the Keves to rise from the ground and stand on the 
Mountain of Passivity, whereon is the palace of Cedar 
with the rafters of Fir, is the equilibrator of the balance.”  

Jlf. Z . — “ How shall I know, if I find it, this Mountain
of Passivity?”  p t^ .. ......

C.— The number of the mountain is 90 and 10 and 6
(with a sign therein) and 50.* By this shall you know the
Mountain of Passivity, the mountain holy and lofty, on
vvhich it is necessary that the Keves must stand, holding
the banner glorified, as Psycho-Intellectual Man marches to
the final victory.”  .. ;

* * *
Jlf. Z .— “ W hat seest thou, Chaldean, what seest thou. 

Ebonnoh, from the tower of squareness, having four cor
ners, to the East, the West, the North and the South?”

C .— “ A  fountain sealed. On the square white stone 
which covers the living water reclines a lion, strong and 
majestic, whose eyes are full of the sorrows of aeons. Who 
dare contend with him, that they may break the seals and 
•remove the stone? I know of no one.”  \

Jlf. Z .— “ Look beneath the stone, Chaldean, and tell me 
what thou seest.”  ~ t ^

C.— “ Deep in the earth beneath the stone is a chamber 
lewn out of the rock, in the midst of which is the fountain 
)f living waters. If ons arouses the lion and even prevails 
against him, yet could he not approach the fountain of 
living waters, because the door of the rock chamber, where
in is the fountain, is strong, and the lock thereof is dual or 
sealed. No man has the key which will open the'fountain. 
He to whom the dove with crimson plumage shall descend

T H E  C H A L D E A N .  I 5

*  T 8, I, V, arid, desert).
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and deliver the key, will open the dual lock and give to 
whom he will to drink of the waters.”  ■ :>

M. Z .— “ Look down into the deep spring and tell n}e 
what thou seest?”  7

C.— “ I see in the waters the dew of the morning, and in 
the dew of the morning is the life.”

M. Z .— “ Seek, Ebonnoh, if you can find from whence 
comes that which resembles the dew of the morning.”

C,— **The dew aiises in the water of the fountain as gas 
in gaseous waters, and it comes from the left side of the 
spring of waters; over the crystal crucible descend seven 
rays, and from the midst of the rays one watches.”

M. Z .— “ Awaken not, I pray thee, but search and per
haps you may find that from which the dew of the morning 
arises.” j

C.— “ I awaken not; why should I awaken? looking, I 
perceive deep down on the left side of the spring something 
like a crystal crucible, into which that which i9 of the ' 

.appearance of liquid diamonds of sunshine fall slowly, drop^ 
by drop as if by distillation. It is from this crystal crucible i 
that the dew of life arises.”  J

M . Z .— “ Do not awaken, Chaldean, before telling me I 
who has hollowed out the crystal and whe preserves the ‘ 
crucible?”

C.— “ I see four men dimly, as through a dense mist, now j 
the mist deepens and they are lost to my sight. Th» 
brightness of the dazzling dew in the crystal crucible is to< 
intense for me and my sight fails.”

M . Z .— “ Tell me where vou saw the lion couched on tiny
m

sealed stone, where you beheld the rock chamber with tin 
door closed with a dual lock, where you beheld the foutf 
tain of living water and the crystal crucible, into which i: 
distilled the dew of life, so that I may leave all and follow y- 
until I find it. Hide not I pray you this knowledge from
me.”  p

C.— “ W hy should I hide aught from you, King of Jus
tice? That which I have seen is in the land of the rising
sun.
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Z._“ Awaken, awaken, descend from the top of the

tower and repose in thy garden of Cedars after thou hast 
ate of spiced honey-bread and drunk of the wine of the 
pomegranate, ot the color of fine rubies.”

C. (In soliloquy).— “ I have descended from the summit 
of the tower, I have ate of spiced honey-bread and drank 
of the wine of pomegranates of the color of fine rubies. As 
I rest in the sleep of refreshment in the garden of Cedars I 
see two men who journey together. The one is Malek- 
Zadek, the other is a youth whom I know not (yet whom 
in deep sleep I should know). His long robe is of white 
linen and over his shoulder flows his abundant, silky, 
undulating hair, of the color of a field of ripe barley seen 
in the golden sunlight: on his feet are sandals and in his 
hand is a staff. I see this young man on the left hand of 
Malek-Zadek, tl leir faces are turned from me towards the 
land of the rising sun. Would that one were near me to 
protect and sustain me; then would I in trance pass from 
state to state, and perhaps I might remember who he is 
whose hair is golden, whose raiment is of white linen, 
and who journeys with the K in g  of Justice towards the 
land of the rising sun.”

\C.— “ A s I recline under the shadow of the trees of my 
fp̂ Jirden of Cedars, the vision of the dove with her plumage

son, and of the Keves who bore on his left shoulder<j>f crirm 
ffhe bloc^^blood-dyed banner, are ever present with me, and with 
Jhem is mingled the thought of the two who journey to the 

Jand of sunrise, and in meditating on those who journey, 
and on the crimson dove and the Keves, in white Auric 
garment, who bears the blood-red banner, I pass to Con
templation and from Contemplation to Psychic Rest.

“ In Psychic Rest I find myself in a chamber rich in all 
Oriental splendors. Upon a pile of embroidered cushions 
is a maiden in the midst of her fellow virgins, who are her 
companions. The companions weave fine wool for vest
ments and embroider borders of many colors, rich and 
weighty, 'with threads of pure gold, and others string white



r

pearls, whilst one amongst them strikes the harp strings 
and chants a song of love. Of rare beauty is the maiden 
who reclines in the midst of her fellows, in her robe of 
multi-colored needlework, having golden borders, with 
open pomegranates of rubies, and with hair black as the 
raven’s wing, falling back over her shoulders like a natural
and royal mantle, sign of virginity.

“ How beautiful art thou, Oh! Prince’s daughter,* thy 
eyes are like the stars which reflect in the blue of the deep 
calm waters. Thy lips vie in color with the open pome
granate of rubies which adorn the golden borders o f thy 
robe of many colors; thy teeth are as white as the pearls 
which thy companions string; graceful art thou in form as 
a willow which bends over the river, which flows to the 
south of our garden of Cedars, or as the young gazelle 
which bounds to meet me at the sound of my footsteps. 
Thy ears which half-hide themselves under thy wealth of 
abundant hair may be compared to delicate white semi
transparent shells of the ocean, kissed by the setting sun, 
colored with faint carmine tints. Thy hands and thy feet 
are white as new milk and at the tips are rose-tinted. Full

i g  T H E  C H A L D E A N .

* Prince's Daughter is the Developed and perfected Passivity, or 
“ Daughters of Vellh" or the planet Venus. They are eo nee ed ancT 
remain under the most powerful influence o f Vellh; it is upon their 
history that is based that vulgarised legend “ the Sons o f God seeing 
that the daughters of men were beautiful,** etc. (Gen. vi,2). See also 
“ The Song of Loves”  (Psalms xlv): “ King’s Daughters were amongst 
thy honorable women; upon the right hand stands the Queen in gold 
of Ophir. . . . .  so shall the King greatly desire thy beauty; for he is 
thy Lord; and worship thou him. , . . The K ing’s Daughter is all- 
glorious within; her clothing is of wrought gold. . . .  I  have elevat
ed ray Queen upon the throne of Tzeon, the height o f my holiness!”  

Aoual speaking of Chi in The Chronicles o f Chi gives the following 
exquisite definition: “  *The Daughter of the K ing is all-glorious 
within,’ that is in the Central Rarefaction which reaches unto the 
Pathetic Force. ‘ She is clothed with wrought gold,* the Germinative 
Essence o f the Materialisms which is wrought by progressive evolu
tion. It  is the type ofDgveloped Passivity; thus she enters ‘ into thf 
palace o f the passes over the threshold of tl;
Personal to thefl so Isaiah*lix, 23.



T H E  C H A L D E A N . '9

of tenderness are thy large dark eyes, gentle also as the 
eves of a turtle-dove as she broods over her young, their 
depths are as the calmness of deep waters. What will they 
be when they are raised towards him who has the power to 
awaken in them the light of love? Who then may be com
pared to thee, Oh! Prince’s Daughter, all fair, without 
spot or blemish? Dost thou hear my voice in the midst of 
thy companions, as thou restest on thy cushions of blue, 
gold and crimson, with thine eyes closed as one who
sleeneth? >

*  *  *

“ I have left my garden of Cedars and I also journey to
wards the East, with no companion save the young gazelle 
which follows me; I also journey with my face towards the 
land of the rising sun, I journey to seek her whom my soul
ioveth.”  * ‘‘

*  * *
“ I have found her whom my soul Ioveth and together

we recline under the shade of the tree9 of our garden of
Cedars. A s sweet is the tone of the harp of the chief harp
er, as melodious as the chant of distant waters is the voice 
of the Prince’s Daughter, of her whom my soul Ioveth.”  
“ As the clouds veil the sun so the Inimical veils with clouds 
our sun of love, but as surely as the sun reappears, so will 
our love reappear for ever and for ever. Naught save our
selves can separate thee and me,” said the Prince’s Daughter. 
The Chaldean replied : “ Full of hope, of consolation and com
fort are thy words, my beloved. Perchance even after our 
earth life is ended, we may be together in the place of 
Repose of Souls.”  “ Perhaps, but my thought is not of the 
place of the repose of Souls, but of the Earth, which is our 
home. Loss of State or of a Degree of Being is loss of the 
fulness of Love, Light and Life, of Power and Utility. On 
the Earthy as Many can naught (save for awhile) separate thee 
and me”  “ I cradled on my heart the beautiful head on which 
the wealth of dark hair is coiled and crowned with a small 
square of crimson gold work, and as my lips rest on her 
forehead, which is my own, my lips murmur: Amen,
Am en.”  *■ ■ ■
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Malek-Zadek. ‘Too late,’ be murmurred sorrowfully; ‘ too 
late, alas; too late.’

# * #
“ I see those who love me well lay my Physical Being—  

whose cord is loosened but not broken— to rest by the side 
of my beloved whose form is unchanged. For awhile I 
linger around our home. Then I am conscious of being 
drawn, against my will, rapidly past the limit of the earth’s 
atmosphere, of being drawn, as a whirlpool draws all that 
is within the circle of its influence into its fathomless 
depths. Suddenly strong and vigorous arms encircle me 
and bear me onwards with resistless force, and again I hear 
the harp notes and the voice of my beloved : ‘Fear not, for 
it is Ad-Ad, in whose arms you are borne and protected.
It is the Pre-eminent who brings you to me in the place of 
the Repose of the Souls/

“ Courage takes the place of fear, strength supersedes 
feebleness. I pass through a glorious way, a way of 
winged overshadowing. ‘Your beloved is yours as you are 
hers, for Love is stronger than Mortality. See that none 
awaken her until she pleases.* It is the voice of Ad-Ad. 
My hand is in that of my beloved; I behold face to face 
once more the Prince’s Daughter. Then an ineffable rest 
steals over me, I sleep, but ere I sleep I hear the voice of 
the King of Justice: ‘Art thou safe, Chaldean, art thou 
resting in the place of the Repose of Souls, Oh Ebonnohd 
See, they speak truly who say: Ebonnoh rests with her 
whom his Soul loveth.’

“ Ad-Ad the Pre-eminent answers: ‘Calm and deep will 
be the Repose of Ebonnoh. When he awakens together 
with the Prince’s Daughter they will recross the Great 
Gulf. Tell the men who construct the bridge of the pass- 
over to work well and wisely. Tell them also that we onb i l. *■ ... A m
our side handle our trowels deftly.’ ‘When the Chaldean 
returns to the earth what will be his similitude, what will 
his state be?’ asks Malek-Zadek. Ad-Ad replies: ‘Who 
can answer you, Oh King of Justice! without beginning 
of days or end of time? It is yours to watch for his re
appearance, vgtfM fe^nng to him the Prince’s D a u g h te ij
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T H E  I S L E  O F  O A K S .

FIRST R E I N C A R N A T I O N  OF T H E  C H A L D E A N .

How b e a u t i f u l  art thou l i t t le  Isle  o f  th e  S e a ,  l i t t le  
Island of the Sea cradled  in the a rm s  o f  O c e a n u s  w h o  g a v e  
thee being, whose chant  resounds for  th e e  u n c e a s i n g l y  u p o n  
thy shores. H o w  beautiful  art  thou l i t t le  Is le  o f  th e  S e a ,  
Isle of the O a k s  which c o v e r  thee  f ro m  shore  to  s h o re  as 
one vast forest. H o w  b eau t i fu l  art  th o u  l i t t le  Is le  o f  the 
Sea of iris-tinted c o lo r in g .  In the  s u m m e r  t im e  le a v e s  o f  
thy oak forest are d ia m o n d e d  w i t h  the  d e w  o f  th e  m o r n i n g  ; 
when in the spring  and  a u tu m n  the soft  ra in  fa l ls ,  a n d  th e  
rainbow overarches thee, a n d  in th e  w i n t e r  t im e  w h e n  the  
chant of Oceanus is loudest,  the s p r a y  o f  its  b i l l o w s  b r e a k  
upon thy rocks in th y  r a i n b o w  b r ig h t n e s s .

Thou art not as other  is lands.  O h  l i t t le  d a u g h t e r  o f  
Oceanus, whose o a k  stems are the r e s t i n g - p l a c e  o f  th e  
Draada, for the l ight  o f  A o u a l  the F i r s t - F o r m e d ,  th e  ra in-  
bow-Aurad has glorif ied thee,  the D r a a d a ,  o f  w h o m  th e  
Druids, the In it ia ted  o f  the  S a c r e d  H i e r a r c h i c  O r d e r  
(whose Western S a c r e d  Isle thou a r t ,  as C e y l o n  is th e  S a c 
red Isle of the E a s t)  are the g u a r d i a n s  a n d  e v o l v e r s .  T h i s  
is why it is said o f  the N e o p h y t e s  o f  the  s ix th  y e a r  w h o  
aspire to Init iation,  and  to those o f  the  O r d e r  w h o  c o m e  
from afar, H a a - H e a - M a  ( B e h o l d ,  l ik e  to W a t e r ) ,  a n d  in 
heir rest of C o n t e m p la t io n ,  or in T r a n c e  S l e e p ,  a c c o r d i n g  

their capacity  o f  p e r c e i v i n g  the  ‘ ‘ L i k e  to W a t e r ” — i. e.y 
e Draada, whose places o f  rest a n d  su s te n ta t io n  are  th e  
nks of the great  oaks  o f  the forest ,  w h o s e  l i v i n g  s a p  is 
ir nourishment— is their  r a n k  in the S a c r e d  H i e r a r c h y ,  

is w h y  thou art not l ike  others,  c h i ld  o f  O c e a n u s ,  l i t t le  
of the S ea .  T h i s  is w h y  thou art  n a m e d  M anoah  
a) the Place o f  R e s t — the H o l y  Is le .

♦  *  *  

id C hief o f M ona. W h o  is this w h o  c o m e th  o v e r  the 
ng waves o f  the sea, w h o  is borne to our shores b y  a 

bil low of  O cean u s?
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Aelon. I am Aelon from the S a c r e d  Isle  o f  the  S o u th

East. I
D. C. Few have been thy years  u p o n  the  e a r t h ,  A e l o n  ;

nevertheless thou mavest be a N e o p h y t e  o f  th e  f i f th  o r  s ixth
year.

A. Not so, I am of  the In i t ia te d .  B u t  w h a t  is that  
sound as of a heavy mass fallen to the g r o u n d ?  W h y  
arises that cry as of lamentation and  terror,  ITaa-Ifea-ATa?

D. C. Marvellous is thy vision,  A e l o n .  T h e  P r e d i l e c -J
tion* of the Seers of our Sacred O r d e r  a n d  t h e  L o t s f  c a s t  
in our chief places, to the East ,  W e s t ,  N o r t h  a n d  S o u t h  
indicate thee as the one long waited for,  th e  C h o s e n  O n e .  
As to us, we consulted the L ot  at the t i m e  o f  t h e  n e w  
moon, at the hour of midnight,  by the l i g h t  o f  t h e  s t a r s ,  
under the Sacred Cedar which from t im e i m m e m o r i a l  h a s  
been the centre and glory o f  the forest o f  O a k s ,  u n d e r  
whose shadow we hold that naught  o f  the  I n i m i c a l  c a n  
enter to tamper with the Lot.  A s s u r e d ly  art  t h o u  c h o s e n , 
Aelon of the Sacred Isle of the E a st ,  Y e t . . . .

A . What? Speak all that is in t h y  m i n d ,  O h  C h i e f !  
loved and revered.

D . C. A t  the time your feet touched o u r  s h o r e s  t h e  
Stone.of Equilibrium, which is on the W e s t  o f  th e  S a c r e d  
Cedar, fell— the Sacred Stone of  B a l a n c i n g ,  the  R o c k i n g -  
Stone, which is poised so delicately that a  c h i l d ’ s h a n d  c a n  
move it, but which none until now  could  d i s l o d g e ,  t h e  
Stone of Balancing which, like the C e d a r  in the  m id s t  o f  
the forest, is from time immemorial.  S a w  y o u  in  y o u r

*  Predilection. T radition  tells us o f Twelve Senses th a t  n o r m a lly  a n d  
naturally man possessed. Th*' sam e as th e sense o f H e a r in g  is  p e r f e c t 
ed in Clairaudience, that of Sight in C la irv o y a n c e , so d o  t i e  S e n s e s  
of Taste and Sm ell evo lve  to  P red ilection , w h e re b y  m an  b e co m e s c a p 
able o f im m ediately kno w in g  th a t w h ich  is  fa v o r a b le  or u n fa v o r a b le
to his organism , and o f a / cep tin g  o r  re je c tin g  it.

t Lot. D ivination b y  L ots or Sortes w a s  a  v e r y  a n c ie n t  p r a c t ic e  
used b y  the clergy  and la ity  a lik e . T h e  g r e a t  s a in t  a n d  p a tr o n , St.

AL gustine even d id  not o b ject to  th is  m eth od  o f  le a rn in g  futurity and 
he confesses h a v in g  p r a tic  < *w as d i . *  ___



island home aught in the life sap of the Cedar? saw you 
aught approach the Rocking-Stone?

A . Those who were with me a6 a square only said: 
“  Haa-Hea-Ma”  in the oaks of the forest, obedience was their 
due since theirs was the office of protection. Only he who 
can obey is fit to com m and; but tell me why you summon
ed me by mental voices which came to me from the four 
corners of the earth— w hy you summoned me to the Isle of 
Oaks, since no Passive one is mine?

C. W e ourselves saw not, but the Seers of all lands 
•poke, saying : “ W e see one in whose A ura is the radiance 
of the K ings of Krym ah, and we behold him by the light 
of the Aura of a Passive, with whom he is in affinity.”  
Hearing this we said to one another: “ They w ill come, the 
two-in-one, that they may be to us as a centre.”

m * *
It is the time of early summer and the gnarled branches 

are heavy with deeply indented foliage which glistens with 
dew in the light of the rising sun. In the centre of the oak 
forest a group of old men are assembled around a rock, 
across the narrow summit of which is placed a long and 
ponderous stone; the centre of the long stone rests on the 
summit of the rock, the tw o ends thereof are supported by 
beams of oak. The robes o f those assembled are of a rich 
deep blue* and their sandals are dyed of a like color, over 
their shoulders flows their long and abundant flaxen, light- 
colored hair like red gold. Upon the head of every one of 
them is a square blue cap, from the back of which falls a 
small square veiling o f the same rich color, covering the 
seat of the brain. T h ey are stalw art, o f lofty stature, and 
four of the tallest and most robust stand to the East, to the 
West, to the North and to the South o f the gigantic stone

T H E  C H A L D E A N .  2 5

*  Blue, In the Chronicles 0/ Chi it is said: “ The most proper color 
for the well-being o f those who specially seek to perfect and strength
en the earthly Nervous sub-Degree is blue o f the color o f lapis-lazuli, 
this is why the Hierarchies who dwell in the large forests, the Guard- 
;ans o f the Draada, who specially require to perfect and augment the

Vngth o f this Sub-Degree o f their being, wear blue clothing.**
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w h i c h  is  s u p p o r t e d  o n  t h e  r o c k  s u m m i t .  T h e  s e r v a n t s  w h o  
h o l d  t h e  o a k e n  b e a m  w e a r  t h e i r  h a i r  c u t  s h o r t ,  t h e i r  t u n i c s ,  
a l s o  o f  b l u e ,  r e a c h  h a l f - w a y  b e t w e e n  t h e  k n e e  a n d  a n k l e ,  
a n d  t h e i r  h e a d s  a r e  u n c o v e r e d .  A s  a l l  s t a n d  i n  s i l e n c e ,  
f r o m  a n  e a s t e r n  g l a d e  o f  t h e  f o r e s t  o f  o a k s  o n e  i s  s e e n  a p 
p r o a c h i n g  t a l l  a n d  s t a l w a r t ,  l i k e  t h e  f o u r  w h o  s t a n d  t o  t h e  
E a s t ,  W e s t ,  N o r t h  a n d  S o u t h  o f  t h e  r o c k  a n d  t h e  s t o n e .  H e  
w h o  a p p r o a c h e s  is  t a l l e r  a n d  m o r e  s t a l w a r t ,  a n d  h i s  h a i r  o f  
a u b u r n - t i n t e d  s h e e n  is l o n g e r  a n d  m o r e  a b u n d a n t ,  h i s  c o u n -  
t e n a c e  i s  g r a v e  t o  s t e r n e s s ,  y e t  in  t h e  l a r g e  d a r k  g r e y  e y e s  
t h e r e  is  s o m e t h i n g  w h i c h  c h i l d r e n  a n d  l e s s e r  f o r m a t i o n s ,  
a n d  a l l  o f  g o o d  w i l l ,  w h o  h a v e  n e e d  o f  p a t h e t i c  r e s t  a n d  
p r o t e c t i o n  f e e l ,  t h e r e f o r e  a s  h e  p a s s e s  t h r o u g h  t h e  f o r e s t  
g l a d e  t h e  b i r d s , " w h i c h  h e  f e e d s  in  t h e  t i m e  o f  s n o w ,  s i n g  
i n  t h e  b r a n c h e s ,  a n d  t h e  s q u i r r e l s  l e a p i n g  f r o m  b o u g h  t o  
b o u g h  s p r i n k l e  h i m  w i t h  d e w - d r o p s .  O v e r  h i s  l o n g  b l u e  
r o b e  is  a  s h o r t e r  r o b e  o f  w h i t e ,  i n  t h e  f r o n t  o f  h i s  s q u a r e  
c a p  a r e  a  M o o n s t o n e  a n d  a  n o b l e  O p a l .  U p o n  t h e  l e f t  
s l e e v e  o f  h i s  w h i t e  u p p e r  t u n i c ,  w h i c h  c o v e r s  h i s  a r m  f r o m  
t h e  s h o u l d e r  t o  t h e  e l b o w ,  i s  a  l i t t l e  s q u a r e  o f  g o l d .

A l l  eyes turn to him as he approaches the rock a n d  t h e  
stone, and on every face is imprinted trouble and a n x i e t y  . 
O n e  of  the four is the first to break the silence.

— T h e  L o t  as also the choice of  us all has proclaimed th e e  
our C h i e f  Hierarchically,  and at thy c o m in g  the S to n e o f  
B a la n c in g  fell to the ground. F o r  four nights, b y  the l ig h t  
o f  the full w h ite  moon, have w e  striven and striven in 
vain  to replace it. A r t  thou able to balance the S a cre d  
S to n e  ?

A s  the chosen one keeps silence, one of  the four C h ie fs  
said :

— S in c e  the vessel w hich bore Zem o to the shore of  G a l l ia  / 
w a s  w r e c k e d  nine years ago, never until now has the S a c - 1 
red L o t  deviated,  albeit w e  have cast Lots at the time o f 1 
the ap p earan ce  o f  the n e w  y e a r ’ s moon continually.  A t 1 , 
the ap p earan ce  o f  the first moon of this new year the S a cre d  
L o t  w a s  cast and all intelligences, all hearts turn to w a r d s  
thee, to thee o f  the direct line of  the K rym a h  K i n g s  w h i c h  i 
w a s  lost to us. O u r  Seers beheld  thee in the Indian Island I
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of the Southern Sea. W e sought and we found thee. Oh 
Aelon ! thee and the Passive in whose radiance thou wert 
visible. We awaited thy coming with joy unspeakable, 
yet even as the boat which bore thee touched our shore, the 
Rocking-Stone fell to the ground. Tell us art thou able to 
replace the Stone, or if not, art thou able to tell us where
fore it fell as thy feet touched our Shore?

A. The Rocking-Stone is the symbol of equilibrium and 
I am alone, having no Duality of Being, therefore perhaps 
it is for this the Stone fell. :■

C. Who is she in whose Aura we beheld thee, she of the 
fair countenance and the wealth of flaxen hair, the beauti
ful, the earnest eyed?

A. She in whose Aura light the Seers beheld me is my 
twin-sister Cassabe. How can I who am alone balance the 
Stone of Equilibrium ? Without the balance of Passivity 
no one can be perfected.

C. V ery even is thy balancing of being, Oh Aelon! for 
thine is the capability of equilibrium according to thy 
capacity, with the Universal Passivity, therefore do the 
birds of the woods flock to thee, therefore do the conies 
and the gentle and timid folk approach thee without fear. 
Wert thou one moving in the midst of the world, very quiet 
and full of charity, as of utility, would be thy life, but since 
thou art chosen of our Chief Hierarchic, a Passive Being of 
our Order is, as thou knowest, essential for thee. Tell us, 
Aelon, why, since thou art alone, didst thou come at our 
summons? /c i

A .— Because my thought was that a Passive in the Holy 
Western Isle awaited me.

C.— Not so, although fair and pure are our maidens, 
there is amongst them no one meet for thee, Aelon, direct 
scion of the Krymah Kings.

There was silence in the forest group, a silence scarcely 
broken by a sound resembling the gentle breeze, as it sighs 
through the branches. Very slightly moves the star-like 
foliage of the great Cedar, but none save Aelon notes the 
movement and the sound. And now the Chief spoke:

m
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— The Stone must needs be balanced, but who shall bal
ance it? Listen, Aelon. In a grotto on the north-western 
shore there dwells a Hermit, who he is and whence he came 
we know not. It is said that long ago there was a mighty 
storm, during which the raging sea cut off our island from 
the mainland. All through the time of winter so fierce 
was the sea that no one ventured to approach the new- 
formed Isle. Only when the time of the singing of the 
birds had returned and the warm showers of spring fecun
dated the earth, a strong swimmer dared to cross the narrow 
strait; he found in the centre of the little Isle the young 
Cedar tree, and innumerable tiny oaks round about it. A s 
he wondered there suddenly stood by him a Man of majes
tic presence, who said : “ It was 1 who, when this spot was 
cut off from the mainland, planted the little Cedar which I 
brought with me and the acorns which have now put forth 
their tender leaves. For ever and for ever, though all 
token may pass away, this is the Holy Western Isle.,, 
This Man still dwells with us, although few have beheld 
him. If you so will, go to the Hermit’s Cave which I will 
show you, and if he receives you, inquire of him who shall 
rebalance the Stone, if perchance you find him, for he is 
sought by many, but found by few, yet he loves us well, 
and it was he who, at a time when a sickness, which left 
those whom it spared, feeble, and the Isle well nigh e x 
hausted, bade me counsel our people to clothe themselves 
in raiment dyedgblue with woad.

A .— Wherefore ?
C.— Because a constituent of the sun-illumined atmos

phere passes undeteriorated, and well nigh unmingled, 
through the woad dyed garments, and aids essentially in 
the efficacy of a liquid of vitalisation, with which he fur
nished me, so that I might administer it to the feeble. 
Experience proved to us that he spoke truly; this is why at 
your coming we offered to you raiment dyed with woad.

A .— And the silver scimitar which you also offered me?
C,— Is one whose fine blade is also prepared by the Her

mit, by means which he has not made known to us. When
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certain men hold these scimitars, as soon as the golden 
handles are warmed by their grasp, the points emit a force, 
before which the strongest and most courageous reel and 
fall backwards to the ground unconscious.

A.— Very precious then to me is the raiment and the 
scimitar also, if the power is in me to call forth this force, 
for so shall 1 be all-powerful against visible enemies, who 
as the agents of the Invisible Inimical ever molest and seek 
to up-root our Sacred Order. W hy is your countenance 
shadowed with sorrow, Chief loved and revered?

C.— Because he who prepared the scimitars for us, him
self warned us that we might encounter an enemy against 
whom they were powerless. ' ' ?

* * *
In the inner grotto of a vast cave in the natural rock, on 

a couch of dried leaves,"with covering of dyed wool, Aelon 
rested in deep sleep. A t sunset the Chief accompanied him 
to the northern shore, where a canoe of skins was moored. 
Under the strong hands of Aelon it glided rapidly to the 
western side of the Island and ere long they landed on the 
beach of a tiny bay. H aving moored the boat, Aelon 
followed the Chief a few steps up the white cliffs, and they 
entered a narrow gorge which terminated in a large stone. 
Together they moved aside the stone, and descended with 
difficulty the steep and narrow rockway.

C.— Two men never enter the presence of the Hermit 
together; pass you on, turning neither to the right hand nor 
to the left and you w ill arrive at a rude door; knock three 
times rapidly and afterwards once, for this is the sign by 
which he will know that it is I who sent you. If he opens 
to you, it is well, if not return by the way we entered and 
rejoin me on the shore, where I shall await you for an hour.

A .— No boat save our own is moored on the little bay 
shore, how then does the dweller in the cave find egress 
and ingress?

C.— Every morning we*bring to the shore provisions for 
the day and all necessities for the well-being of our friend 
of friends, but we often find the food and wine for a long
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time untasted. Twice he has appeared suddenly in our 
midst, but we know not how he came, neither do we seek 
to know that which he does not wish to tell us, for idle 
curiosity and the desire for knowledge go not hand iu hand.

For the time appointed the Chief waited on the shore, 
then he guided the skiff back to the place from whence they 
had departed. A t the signal of the four knocks, the door 
at once opened, and a Man of calm and majestic mien,

. apparently about forty years of age, took the hand of Aelon, 
and drawing him toward him, kissed him, saying:

scion of the Krymah
you have come to enquire of me the means for repoising the 
fallen stone, the Rocking-Stone of Manoah.”

A .— You have divined rightly, are you w illing and able 
to assist me in discovering the means for so doing?

H .— I am willing to help you to aid yourself in this 
matter. Self-aid is the most precious of all, but I can do 
this only upon one condition.

A .— And what is that?
H .— That you rest in sleep under my protection, and in 

rest search for the means for repoising the Stone of 
Balancing.

A ,— Gladly will I so rest and with all my being I thank 
you for your reception and promised help.

H .— First wash your hands and feet in the fountain of 
running water, and then we will drink together of the 
wine of pomegranates and break together spiced honey- 
bread strewn with almonds.

A ,— Strange!
H .— What is strange?
A .— Very far has my life been from the land where flour

ish abundantly the vine, the almond and the pomegranate, 
yet your words sound familiar to me, even your voice falls 
on my ears as the voice of some one whom 1 have heard 
saying: “ Drink of the wine of pomegranate and eat f
spiced honey-bread.”  "

H .— In visions of the day and dreams of the night the
are those who travel far, in that which from habit we J

ai*

3°

Royal race,“ Welcome last and only
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the past and the future, a lbeit in truth all is one present.
For undeveloped bein gs, d isin tegratio n  o f the P h y sica l-  
Nervo-Degree of the P h y sica l S ta te  is the term in ation  o f 
their individual existen ce, but for the ed u cated  and evo lved  
the more Rarefied D egrees o f b e in g , o f w h ich  the P h y sica l-  
Nervo-Degree is the m ost dense en velo p e, retain in d iv id u 
ality after transition, under certa in  k n o w n  con d ition s, 
occasionally in the N e rv o -D e g re e  o f b e in g , but m uch more 
frequently in ths P sy ch o -D eg re e , so th at the S o u l D egree  
of the Physical b ein g  is the outer en velo p m en t. A s  to the 
Mental D egree o f the P h y s ic a l S ta te  it is rare th at those 
who have lost the N ervo - and P sy ch o -D e g re e s  o f b ein g  re
tain individuality in th eir form er s im ilitu d e ; th ey certa in ly  
retain form, but usually  th is form  is th at o f a self-lum inous 
and sapphire sphere, or if  it is o f a nature to em it ra d i
ance, it may be as a sm all sap p h irin e  star or sun, and yet 
this rule is not w ith ou t e x ce p tio n s, fo r it is possible that the 
Mental in d iv id u a lity  m ay retain  so m eth in g  o f the o rig in al 
form; such as the dual lobes o f the b rain . T h ese  M en tal 
Individualities are a lw a y s  stated  to be those o f m en o f the 
highest and most ev o lv ed  in te llig e n c e , also that sapphire 
spheres, stars, or suns ot far m ore intense rad ian ce have 
been seen to perm eate the in d iv id u a litie s  o f the M en ta l D e 
gree of the P h y s ic a l S ta te , but th is o n ly  w h en  th ey  w ere 
able at once to enter the evolved intellectual A u ra  o f M an. Those 
who after the loss o f the Physical-Nervo Degree have been able to 
retain individual form , human or spheric, have not left the A zerts 
proper, although they may have ceased to be Men on the A zerts, 
because the completeness o f an A zert being consists not only o f the 
visible envelopment o f that which it enveloped, but also o f its at
mosphere or A u ra  which extends to the lim it o f rarefaction com
patible with the human integral sensitiveness.

M oreover in the ev o lv ed  m an p o w erfu l em otion m ay 
cause N ervo-, P sych o - or M en ta l em an ation s, w h ich  em an a
tions m ay, under certa in  co n d itio n s, retain  in d iv id u a lity . 
H ence in sleep (w h ich  is som etim es a con dition  o f P a ssiv ity  
approaching that o f C o n tem p la tio n  or o f T ra n ce ) w e be
come conscious o f another part o f our b e in g , w h ich  con-

P
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verses with other beings; journeys from place to place or—  
and this very frequently— floats or flies in the air. More
over, as the more radiant sapphire spheres, stars, or suns 
permeate the less radiant, so at the moment of birth, or 
even at the time of conception, mental individualities may 
permeate the mentality of the newly-born or conceived 
being, in order, without disarrangement of particles, by 
reason of the rarefaction of the permeating individuality in 
comparison with that of the permeated. W hat need then 
for astonishment that at times, even in activity, memories 
of the past awaken, and we become more or less forcibly 
and lucidly in rapport with past actualities?

A .— This subject is one which has ever interested me 
extremely, yet although, according to references, I may 
have probably lived on the earth in the far past, save in 
repose, no consecutive memory of it returns to me. W hy?

H .— Because some link in the chain of your being is im
perfect perhaps, or because peradventure memory of the 
past is with you in a state of which you are unconscious on 
awaking#to activity, but enough of this. You are not here 
to indulge in hypothetical discussions, but rather to seek 
for the means for repoising the Rocking-Stone. Rest, 
now therefore that you may know.

Thus it is that Aelon rested in deep sleep on the couch of 
dry leaves with coverings of dyed wool of many colors.

*  *  *

Haa-Hea-Ma. H — What seest thou in sleep, Aelon? 
What hearest thou as thou restest, the Chosen One from the 
Isle of the Southern Sea?

A .— I see in the oaks of the forest the living sap bound.
I hear the pulsation and the swift friction of the flood 
which generates that in which is life.

H .— Sleep on and heed not the oaks of the forest, but 
focus all your being upon that which is in the centre 
thereof.

A .— What is this that gleams in the light of the col^ 
white moon, which droops like a round ball from the G re^  
Central Oak, like a round ball of green foliage, sprinkle *

32
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thickly with white semi-transparent.berries?
/ r U h  is a bundle of mistletoe which has fastened itself

on one of the topmost branches of the Oak. which next to

the Cedar is sacred.
A %__The plant draws to itself the sap of the Oak abun

dantly, should it increase so that it hung from all the 

branches, it would leave but little vitality in the Sacred

Oak.
H .— True.
A .— What is that which shines through the foliage and 

the white berries which glisten in the light of the cold 

white moon?
H — How should I answer you? it is you who see and 

not 1. -  * *
A .—I see a diaphanous form, that of a Passive Being*-of 

witching, weird loveliness. The slender, supple form, ex
quisitely beautiful,, reclines in the midst of the hanging 
globe-like plant, which droops from the topmost branch of 
the Oak; the beautiful Passive is self-luminous, emitting a 
light which seems woven from the glistening white berries 
and the cold white moonbeams. The light half veils from 
my sight all save her eyes, which as they meet mine, in
spire me at once with attraction and repulsion, pathos and 
hatred. How swiftly the sap courses through the tree, but 
more swiftly bounds my blood.,

H .— Are you able to meet her eyes steadily?
A .— I have met her eyes full of ardor and fascination 

steadily, and their weird light penetrates my being, my 
blood no longer courses swiftly through my veins with the 
friction, in tbq measure of which is the reception of vitality.
My heart beats feebly, I am very cold, it is as if the gleam 
of the white berries and of the moonshine chilled me.

a *  ■ vk /  % % »  A  B* ® *-» *  *  M

H .— Mv left arm is round you,.my right huncj clasps your  

left hand. It is the arm and hand of a man strong in vital-

• Actives and Passives are terms generally but not necessarily 
jplied to Men and Women; words usually used with regard to the 
nus h$mo, instead of Male and Female, which are applicable to all 
■ game beings.
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ity. Thus no cold can chill you, no gleam of the berries or 
of the moonshine influence you, because : ‘ Man is as a place 
of refuge, as a covert from the storm, its lightnings and 
thunder, its snow and hail; as he is a shadow from the 
noonday heat.’*

t f

A ,— True, I feel no longer the loss of vitality, neither 
heat nor cold; very powerful in sustentation and protection 
are you, Oh Hermit of the rock cave!

H .— Think not of me, only meet her eyes steadily.
A .— 1 meet them steadily and feel not their glamor, but 

now a flow of concentrated rage illumines them and even 
through my Aura veiling flash blue lightnings.

H .— My left arm is around you, your hand is clasped in 
mine, meet her eyes steadily, withdraw not your gaze for a 
moment.

A .— As my eyes fathom the depths of her rage-illumined 
eyes, the form begins gradually to fade from my sight, veil
ed more and more by the pale gleatn, like that of the 
glistening berries and the white moonshine.

H .— Watch, ever watch.
A .— The form descends through the flowing sap and 

enters the giant trunk. Now I understand practically the 
signification of the words : Haa-Hea-Ma.

H *— Can you still discern the form of this Passive Being? 
A .—Yes, but dimly, so that had I not seen her descend 

into the life-sap of the tree trunk, I might not have noticed 
her presence therein.

H .— Are you able to attract her glance so that again your 
eyes meet hers?

A .— Maybe, but I am very weary and the air is chilly.
H.— Return quickly. A  bright fire of charred wood 

burns on the brasier, and there is a vessel of good wine 
warming upon it. Return, Aelon, awaken Elect by Lot

34j

*  “ And a man shall be as a hiding-place from the wind, and a 
covert from the tempest; as rivers of water in a dry place, as the 
shadow of a heavy rock in a weary land.” —Isaiah xxxii, 2).
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and man, awaken, awaken and sleep the Sleep of Refresh
ment, after thou hast drunk of the wine of the pomegranate 
like to fine rubies, and eaten of spiced honey-bread.

* * *
B .— Rest, Aelon, sleep Chosen One by Lot and man.
A .— I sleep but my intelligence waketh.
H .— What sensest thou in thy rest? W h a t  beholdest 

thou as thou sleepest?
A .— I see the Cedar tree which is in the centre of the 

forest, the Great Cedar Tree with its green leaves of star- 
like form, full of vitality, in whose sap no parasitical plant 
can find sustenance. Strong as beautiful, enduring as fra
grant art thou, Royal Cedar of Lebanon. U n d e r  thy shade 
my being awakens to pathos.

H .— H a a -H eci-M a , Oh  D raada .*
A .— I see in the large stem the form of a Passive Being  

who rests as in  deep sleep . I  sleep but my soul waketh to life 
and love. •..

H *— W hat  is the similitude o f her for whom thy love
wakens, Aelon, what seest thou, Chosen One by Lot and 
man ?

A .— My beloved is pre-eminent in beauty, her eyes are 
like stars reflected in the blue of deep and calm waters, her 
lips are redder than the rubies o f the open pomegranates 
which adorn the golden broideries of her multi-colored 
robe; her teeth are as white as pearls; she is supple and 
graceful as the w i l low  which droops over the river, or as 
the young gazelle which bounds to meet me at the sound of 
my footsteps. H e r  ears are like sea-shells, delicate and 
white, semi-transparent, which blush at the kisses of the 
setting sun; her hands and arched feet are white like milk 
and their extremities are rosy. Full of tenderness are her 
large dark eyes, deep and calm like the deep waters.

H .— D o  vou behold her for the first time?
• r

3 5

f Draada. T h e  D raada, so often m entioned, are the P assives o f the 
Nervous D egree, w ho h ave  th eir p lace o f rest in the trunk o f the 
large oaks w hich support them with their liv in g  sap. See The Queen
ofth 'A Isles.
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A .— No, that form, graceful as the young gazelle, and 

these large dark eyes, radiant as stars, gentle as the eyes of

when I have seen them I know not. Perhaps amongst the 
Cedars, and now .. . .  & ^

H .— What?
A .— I  see by her side a young gazelle who also sleeps/
H.— Are you sure that you see the gazelle? sure that it is 

not the embodiment of your thought, as you compared the form 
of your beloved to a young gazelle. Loo k attentively.

A .— The form of my beloved and that of the young 
gazelle are equally plain, equally present to my sight. 
Moreover, the gazelle also appears familiar to me. I would 
that I could awaken my beloved.

H,— Not here, not now. Awaken, Aelon.
A .— Why should I awaken? it is good for me to rest 

under the shade of the Cedar and I feel no weariness, my 
whole being is rich in vitality. I will speak to my beloved.

that you awaken her not. Return, return quickly, you 
need not now the spiced honey-bread, nor the wine of 
pomegranates like fine rubies, for love is better than wine.

Through the narrow fissures of the outer cave the morn- 
light steals softly, resting on the calm and beautiful 

face of Aelon, as he sleeps. • Through the fissure of the 
rock the golden radiance proclaims that the sun is at its

darken, slowly but surely they pale and lengthen and the 
golden tint fades from ,the light, and in the twilight the 
blue lamp which shines stardikejabove the couch on which

minute to glow with a more intense radiance. A  planet

cave Aelon awakens, and the Hermit— who has stood as 
one who watches— waits until the rising of the star and 
approaches thejcouch with covering of wool, dyed of many
colors.

a nesting turtle-dove, are familiar to me, but where and

* *

height. Slowly but surely the calve shadows deepen and

t Aelon reposes in refreshing slumber, appears minute by
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H ,— You have slept soundly and long. Nothing has dis
turbed your repose.

A .— It seems to me that I have slept but a little while 
and awakened too soon. I have dreamed a dream, if in 
truth it is a dream.

If,— Arise and eat; then if you so will, tell me your
dream

A .— I vyill arise but I have no need of refreshment, the
dream itself has refreshed me, although it has left me sor
rowful, and yet even the sorrow is joy-gilded. I slept and
awoke in a garden of Cedars. It was daydawn and the
dense shadow of the overspreading boughs obscured the
faint light of the stars which still lingered here and there
and shone through dark and lurid masses of drifting clouds.
The fitful wind was hot and sultry, like the breath of the
monsoon, from which the trunk of the large Cedar, under
which I found myself, sheltered me. Then as a low roll
of thunder made the ground vibrate, a soft delicate hand
stole into mine and as I plasped it warmly my eyes met
those of a beautiful Passive, of rare loveli in whom I
recognised the Draada of the Central Cedar of Lebanon!

A  light of joy illumines the eyes of the Hermit. 
H .— Then?
A .— My being was filled to overflowing with a happiness

such as I never remember to have experipnped, we convers
ed together or sat in silence, because our happiness was too
deep for words; thp day fled on as if with winged feet and
the twilight veiled the crimson glory of the sunset.

I f .-—Do ypu remember your conversation with your Pas
sive companion? - 4

A .— No, both our conversation and the time which fol
lowed the twilight have almost faded from my memory. 

I f .— If vou so will, tell me what you remember. I listenIf you so will, tell me wh*t you remember.
with profound interest.

A .-—It appeared to me to be about the hour of midnight. 
T/he jair was very sultry so that respiration was very difli- 
a/g,; Suddenly I became aware that the increased heat 

anated from a small lurid cloud which came from the

_1M_-
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south and gradually neared us. W ith all my power I en
deavored to prevent the approach of the advancing cloud, 
but my efforts were vain. Slowly but steadily it drew 
nearer and nearer, and as it entered the garden of Cedars, 
passing the river on the south boundary the cloud assumed 
the appearance of ice, of glistening ice, around which was 
that which had the appearance of swiftly-moving hailstones 
falling in the pale light of the moon; in the midst of the 
cloud reclined the form which I beheld in the cluster of 
mistletoe which drooped from the topmost branch to the 
Great Central Oak.

H.— A h !!
A .— And now the suffocating heat gave place to intense 

cold and notwithstanding all my efforts to avert it, the 
cloud with its surrounding of restless hailstones covered us, 
blotting out the Cedars and all else save my companion, 
whom I drew to my breast that I might shelter her, but 
even as I clasped her to my heart, I found the beautiful 
form grow colder and colder, and stiffen like the body of 
one who is frozen. Then the cloud was uplifted, the form 
of my beloved lay cradled on my heart lifeless;

H .— Your dream is one of exceeding sorrow and I see 
not the golden joy of which you spoke.

A .— Listen. As I bore the cold white form through the 
garden of Cedars, I saw following me the form of my be
loved, rarefied, glorified and encircled with an Aura of pale 
carmine light and the voice, which I knew so well, spoke 
to me, saying: “ Be not troubled, my beloved, Dual Love 
is strong, and naught save ourselves can separate us from 
one another.”  This is the golden joy of my cloud of 
sorrow.

38

* * *
A t this moment a sound as of a shout of joy is borne to 

the cave by a gust of the rising wind; the Hermit and 
Aelon listen, and again and again the sound is borne to the
cave.

H ,— Go forth, Aelon, and see wherefore the Druids^ityt 
in triumph. The sound comes from the direction >

r
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fallen Stone. Maybe it is balanced, balanced because in 
sleep and in rest, in the present and in the past, you 
have found the Passive with whom you are in Duality of 
Being.

A.— Maybe. l: : 53
But already Aelon was on his way. A  crowd of men, 

women and children are grouped around. the R ocking- 
Stone, and ever and anon a shout of triumph rises above the 
mingled voices of the crowd. A ll eyes are turned to the 
rock, at the foot of which stand the four Chiefs of the 
Sacred Order, surrounded by a living cordon, which separ
ates them from the ever increasing crowd. The beams 
which supported the Rocking-Stone lie on the ground, the 
immense stone is balanced, but on one end of it reclines a 
Passive Being of wild, witching beauty, whose eyes appear 
to each man in the crowd to meet his, and his only. A  
soft mist veils the forest and gathers around the exquisite, 
supple form, spangled with the ice-like radiance. She is 
clad in a robe of white, like the whiteness of mist in the 
moonshine, and over the robe is a short tunic of pale 
greyish green. And now the voice of one, from the Hier
archic Cordon which surrounds the Stone and the four who 
watch, proclaims : “ Our C hief cometh, make clear the w ay 
before him.”  The crowd parts as Aelon approaches. His 
face is stern and pale, for he recognises in her who balances 
the Stone the Draada whom he saw in the mistletoe, and in 
the sap of the oak, she who in the earth life of the far past 
drew the vitality from his beloved in their garden of Cedars.

“ All hail, Aelon, all hail, E lect by Lot and m an.”  This 
welcome is uttered by the Chief of the four who surround 
the Rocking-Stone; it is echoed by the Hierarchic Assem 
bly and re-echoed by the crowd. Aelon has reached the 
foot of the rock on which the Stone balances motionless.
/ A .— W hat is this?
1 C.— A ll our trouble, all our anxiety is past. The Grand 
Passive, she who is one with you in Duality of Being has 
come to us in our time of need, L o! she has balanced the
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When came this Passive Being hither and from 
whence?

C.— When, we know not. The night was dark, for 
dense clouds veiled the moonless heavens. A t midnight 
a cloud rift made visible the starry sky, and by the light of 
the stars we beheld a strange and unlooked-for sight. The 
beams lay on the ground and beside them lay the servants 
who had held them erect, asleep. Then looking up we 
saw the Stone, veiled in white mist, balanced motionless. 
In the midst of the mist we perceived a Passive form re
clined on one end of the Stone. A s her eyes, full of en
trancing and self-luminous light, met mine, a perturbation 
thrilled through my whole being, followed by a sensation o f calm
ness which deepened and deepened, so that it was difficult to keep 
awake; each one of us would fain sleep now that you have 
come, for whom this Being of beauty and utility awaits.

As—How know you that she awaits me?
C.— Because all of our Order heard the words that she 

had spoken : “ l  am one with Aelon, his own Passivity in 
the far past although perhaps he may remember me rio 
more. The proof is that the Stone which fell, as his feet 
touched the shore, and which neither he nor you could 
rebalance, poised motionless at my coming. It is yours to 
See that no power Inimical is able to separate us.”

And then?
C'.—  As We swore allegiance to her she added in a voice 

full of sorrowfulness: “ There is danger not only from 
without but from Within, for even now Aelon rests in 
*Sleep in the Hermit’s Cave, and near him I behold a Pas
sive Being who has eVer been my enemy, and who falsifies 
to him the scenes of his past life, so that he may reject my 
Tdve'and scoTn my fidelity.”

A .— That Passive is of the Inimical, it is against her an«$ 
hers that the Hermit of the Cave warned you, saying fc 
“ Thefe are enemies against whom the scimitars which I 
have prepared for you may be powerless.”  She haŝ
deceived y*ou. A

The four looked upon one  ̂ another and smiled, saying ^
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“ This Passive, as powerful and useful as wonderful in 
beauty warned us saying: ‘Surely Aelon will say to you : 
This Passive is one of the Inimical, she has deceived you.’ ”  

The face of Aelon is exceedingly sorrowful and his eyes 
are full of trouble, as he stands with his right hand on the 
rock on which the Stone balances. A s he stands thus 
wrapped in thought, the Chief of the four who has spoken, 
cries out: “ Great is Aelon, the Chosen One by Lot and 
in an, but greater is Alianah, one with him in Duality of 
Being, who has rebalanced for us the Stone of Equilibrium, 
which fell to the ground at the coming of A elon.”  And 
again the Hierarchic Order echoes and the crowd reechoes 
the words. Then another of the four says: “ In order, 
Aelon and Alianah are for ever one, therefore the one who 
separates from the other separates from us also.j^Tell us, 
Aelon, do you decide thus to separate? If so even at the 
foot of the rock on which your right hand rests, we will in 
Order Hierarchic, so far as it is in our Power, separate 
every State and Degree of your Being, that the Passivity 
may be free, free to find the A ctiv ity  of just balancing, 
even if it be in the A ctiv ity  Universal.”

Before Aelon had time to reply his hand is raised to lips 
which kiss it reverently, and he sees beside him a young 
man of fine open countenance and athletic stature. A  
murmur runs through the assembly : “ It is A lw yn , it is the 
son of the C hief,”  and one of the four whispers to his com
panion : “ There are many who desire ardently that the Lot 
might fall to A lw yn , maybe if Aelon refuses Duality of 
Being with our strong Passive helper and ceases to be, 
Alwyn may yet take his place amongst us.”  A  flush of 
indignation suffuses the fair face of A lw yn .

“ He who would harm Aelon my Chief, the Chosen One, 
must first pass over my lifeless bod y!”  replied A lw yn . 
The Chiefs and those who surround them regard each other 
in (silence, and then suddenly the silence is broken by the 
sownd of a low, sweet, monotonous chant, like that of a 
lulftaby. A ll eyes follow the direction from which the 

nd comes, save those of Aelon and A lw yn . It is from
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the parted lips of the Passive Balancer that the weird chant 
comes. It is mingled with the deep, stern voice of A lw yn  : 
“ Look not on the Enchantress, neither listen to her voice 
lest mischief befall you. This Passive is not Alianah one in 
Duality of Being with Aelon. It is Reich-Shcba-Ma* to 
sleep in whose lullaby is fatal. W e go hence, let the true 
and loyal follow .”

A s Aleon turns away from the foot of the rock, his hand 
resting on the broad shoulder of the young Athlete, one of 
the four, followed by about a third of those of the Order, 
who had gathered around the Rocking-Stone, follow them. 
A s they pass through the crowd of men, women and child
ren, again Alw yn speaks : “ Let everyone go to his own home 
and work diligently at his own work, so will you be safe 
from all harm, so will happiness and well-being be yours. 
Let nothing surprise, let nothing trouble you.”  Obediently 
men and women dispersed quickly to their own homes, 
Aelon and Alw yn entered into the house of the ancient 
Chief (of whom A lw yn was the only son), the Chief who 
had governed wisely until that the Lot, so often consulted 
in vain, had fallen upon Aelon.

Whilst they left the mist covered the forest, and as they 
were welcomed by the ancient Chief, those who lingered 
around the rocking-Stone were stretched upon the ground, 
with eyes closed to all things save the fascinating eyes of 
the Draada of the mists and mistletoe, deaf to all save the 
strange and sweet chant of her lullaby. Vainly the vener
ated Chief directed them to hurry from that place of fatal 
rest, he called them by their name and ordered them to 
awaken and follow him; no voice responded to his appeal. 
It was only, however, when he felt the icy mist envelop 
and thicken around him, when his limbs began to stiffen, 
that he tried to leave them, for whose life he would give all, 
except life. He tried to leave, but his feet, heavy and be-

* Sheba~el-Ma% (at first Zoy% disintegrated by Devo in a fit of anger) a 
Being who came from the remote past and whose power came to her 
from the waters. Devo and this Passive were enabled to form creat
ures capable of corrupting the earth and itB inhabitants. v

v
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numbed, refused to carry him. “ It is too late,”  mur
mur red he with sadness, “ the hope of saving my children 
has kept me back too lo n g !”  A s  he said those words, 
Alvvyn lifted him in his vigorous arms, dragged him from 
the circle of sleepers and carried him to his own  home 
where Aelon and he attended to him in security.

# *  #
It is midnight! around the Rocking-Stone are stretched 

those who had fallen asleep by the fatal chant and lullaby 
of the Fascinator. She rested motionless and silent, as if 
asleep, upon the Rocking-Stone. She drew the vitality 
from each of the sleepers, separating each part of their 
being, so that the Nervo-Physica l Degree of their Physical 
State only remained safe and sound. A n d  now  her lustrous 
eyes, luminous in themselves, opened aga in ; she arose, and 
standing upon the Stone, which balanced lightly at the 
movement of her body, she sang a w ild  and strange chant. 
At this weird rhythm the sky became covered with clouds 
and grew d a rk ; the ground shook at the repeated peals of 
thunder; the hail battered violently the trees and the inani
mate forms that lay around the rock. Soon the steel-blue 
forked lightning glittered over dark forms which precipit
ated themselves from the black clouds, hovering over the in
animate forms. The  w ild  and strange chant became more 
and more piercing, it mingled with the hiss of the pelting 
hailstones, the rolling of the thunder, the howling of the 
wind, midst the crash o f the branches of the Oak  which 
broke and fell, fo llowed by the roar of the angry sea-waves 
lashed by the storm ; it went to the Cave  of the Hermit,  
who recognised the Evocation of Reich-Sheba-Ma.

It is the cool hour which precedes the first light of morn
ing; the venerable Chief,  full o f  love for his children, 
directs his steps— supported upon the arm of his son—  
towards the Rocking-Stone. “ W i l l  the morning light 
illuminate the inanimate forms?”  “ Perhaps so, my 
father.”  S low ly , like some one who dreads the confirma
tion of his worst fears, the venerable Ch ie f  advances, the 
vhiteness of morning uplifts the veil of night, a cry of joy

■ V
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escapes from his lips: “ Safe! they are saved!”  A t his 
cry the forms of the three of the four Chiefs who-had 
reposed near the Rocking-Stone advanced towards him : 
“ Welcome, venerated C hief,”  said one of them, “ wel
come, father of A lw y n ! Faithful to our word, we have 
guarded the High-Priestess and Queen, Alianah, dur
ing the horrors of the night; concealed by the white 
and shining mist, she sleeps safely in the light of the morn
ing. Marvellous is the power of Alianah against the Hos
tile. Look, not one of us is injured, although we have en
dured the terrors of the night, we never heretofore felt our
selves so strong.”  A  great joy illumined the face of the 
Chief who gave them a cordial welcome; the visage of 
Alwyn, however, darkened, directing all those who throng
ed around him; he remained motionless and silent, his arms 
crossed upon his breast. He predicted that the Hostiles 
who were before him, were evoked by Reich-Sheba-M a; 
that they possessed the bodies of those that her song rocked 
to fatal sleep.

T H E  C E D A R  OF L E B A N O N .
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SECOND IN C AR N ATIO N  OF TH E  C H ALD E AN .

Around the great Cedar, whose lower branches fall upon 
the ground, burned seven lamps. They had respectively 
the glitter of silver, sapphire, gold, lapis-lazuli, rose topaz, 
and rubies, with their 6even ray6 mingling and taking 
shades of pale sapphire with reflections of silver, emerald 
reflected with gold, mauve, with striped Bengal rose of 
carmine and wild rose. They are disposed in such a 
manner as to project their light towards the giant trunk ; 
the Cedar i6 enveloped as if in a rainbow. Behind it there 
bends like a shadow a veil of invisibility scattered around, 
allowing no outside rays of light to penetrate. To the East, 
North, West, and South, four men stand* their faces turned 
towards the four cardinal points! all the four bear long 
robes and crimson coiffures. These men are Alwyn^ 
Heatane the one of the four who had followed Aelon froi^



the Rocking-Stone, and two of the twelve who had alike 
followed Aelon.

In the circle of invisibility, a man moves slowly round the 
circle of lamps; this is the Hermit o f the Cave. A lion, 
clothed in deep blue, stands near the Cedar, the palms of 
his two hands resting upon the trunk. Gradually a light, 
similar to daybreak appears in the giant tree; it becomes 
transparent, then self-luminous, of a clear carmine color, 
and finally, in the midst of its splendor, appears the form 
of a Passive. Alion utters a cry of joy, he recognises that 
it was she whose hands, in his vision, he had held in the 
garden of Cedars; he extends his arms towards her, and 
leaving the Cedar, the Dryad enters within his A ura. A t  
this time clamorous noises are heard; rapid steps approach 
the circle. It is the Inimical under the form of those who 
fell asleep at the lullaby of Sheba-el-M a! Q u ick ly  the 
Hermit enters within the circle of the lamps, and points 
with his finger to a stone concealed under one of the large 
roots of the Cedar; “ Go in there, A lio n ,”  said he, “ go 
quickly and rest in the cave until all danger is past.”  B ut 
as the Hermit bent down to ren?ove the Stone, a voice 
cried : “ The Jnirpicals are already within the circle of invis
ibility which surrounds your lamps. A las, it is too la te !”  
It was the voice of Heatane. Q u ick ly  A iw y n  left his post 
and advanced towards the approaching intruders; his 
thought was to bar their progress for a naoment so that the 
Hermit could remove the stone. Upon perceiy.ing him, 
those who advanced cried in a loud voices “ Look at our 
Chief, one in Duality of Being with ^ lianah .; seize him and 
let us no more lose sight of him .”  But when they went to 
seize Aiwyn a splendid rainbow effaced the circle of invis
ibility; the icy cloud which sailed over the intruders reced
ed suddenly, in flying rapidly towarjds the south; an 
indefinable terror seized them, and trem bling, they ran 
away with precipitate steps. One of the tw o, however, 
before following his companions, flung his long sword into 
the circle. The weapon, in crossing the iridescent circle, 

Most its occult power, but it was heavy and launched with
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all the force of fu ry ; A lw yn , that it struck, fell over
thrown.

The Hermit removed the stone, and Alion entered with
in the narrow path that led to the rocky cave, now kneeling 
down by the inert form of A lw yn , he said sadly to those 
who kept standing near him with oppressed heart: “ She 
has taken, alas, the life that A lw yn offered for A lio n .”  “ No, 
Alw yn still lives.” He who came and pronounced those 
words was a stranger. He was a lad clothed in a garment 
of pure white linen ; his long hair, white as corn, is likewise 
surrounded by an iridescent aureole. That halo condenses 
itself around the inert body of A lw yn  and stretches over him 
like a veil. A lw yn rises up erect and strong, but like some 
one who is awakened from an oppressive sleep ; he passes his 
hands over his eyes and looks anxiou

“ W hy do you look at us thus, A lw yn ?”  “ Because I have 
seen for an instant my unconscious form stretched upon the 
ground by the side of the sword that struck me down. I 
struggled with powerful enemies who surrounded me, when 
I was suddenly enveloped in an iridescent sphere; my 
adversaries drew back, for a moment I felt their concentrat
ed rage, I lost consciousness, and now behold, I am awaken
ed in the midst of you as before.”  “ No, no, A lw yn  ! no 
Chaldean.”  Thus spoke a voice from afar which came 
from the south, and those who heard it listened attentively, 
and looking in that direction, they saw a small iridescent 
cloud which soared rapidly southwards and upwards. It 
seemed'to follow the rainbow cloud which was the Aura of 
the young stranger gone with Malek-Zadek in search of the
sealed fountain.

*  •  *  *

sly around him.

In the cave of the Hermit Alion was stretched out upon 
the couch where formerly he had reposed, and he is now 
asleep. Alwyn bent over him, watched and took good 
care of him during six days and nights, according to the 
desire of the Hermit. The inner cave was closed and no 
person except the Hermit entered there. Six days have 
passed by since the fruitless attack and foiling of

BE
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Hostile, and in the meantime the Hermit entered into the 
cave, but Alion has not recovered from the time when he 
was commanded to repose in sleep, whilst A lw yn  watched.

Whilst Alion reposed motionless, except a slight pulsa
tion, his purple Aura mingled with the rays of the emerald 
light, illuminated the grotto, but the form of her who had 
left the trunk of the Cedar to enter within his A ura, was 
no more there. The first night that they passed in the 
cave, as soon as the first star had appeared, A lw yn  saw her 
form, in its carmine Aura, leave the A ura of A lion ; as if it 
seemed to feel regret, as if attracted, notwithstanding a 
superior force. A lw yn saw her pass into the inner cave 
through the closed door; he felt no anxiety, how ever; he 
knew that the Hermit only could penetrate within the 
closed and protected sanctuary. Nevertheless he watched, 
thinking that perhaps she might come back.

The evening of the sixth day A lw y n  left his post and re
turned to his father. The day broke anew and the princi
pal stars appeared, when the door of the interior cave open
ed and the Hermit enters the grotto where A lion  still rests 
in sleep. Next came the pretty Passive who ha’d appeared 
to Alion in his vision, and whom he had received with 
such joy, issuing from the trunk of the Cedar of Lebanon. 
As they approached the couch A lion  awoke, and arose 
with a bound and an exclamation of joyful surprise: 
“ What do I see! what a miracle! my beloved! reclothed! 
and! one with me! in each Degree of my B e in g !”  “ This is 
no marvel,”  said the Hermit, “ I have alw ays preserved for 
this clothing her Azert matter, the most rarefied and the 
most radiant; during six days and six nights I have w atch
ed, protected and labored; upon the vigil of the seventh 
day, behold, I brought your well-beloved, whilst you were 
asleep.”  Then turning his face towards the South, with 
elevated eyes, he added: “ I have done your w ill. Initiate, 
you who conducted me to the sealed fountain ; I have ful
filled my mission, I have restored to A lion  the D ryad 
whom I have protected throughout the ages,”

A  silvery fog with rainbow reflections veiled her majestic
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form and whilst Alion, pressing against his heart her who 
had returned to him, took her away triumphantly to the 
palace that was to be their home; the Hermit, in white 
clothing, whose long hair had the color of ripe barley w av
ing under the summer breeze, stood before them, and in the 
silence of the vast cave they heard those melodious words : 
•‘Thou art without beginning, and without end thou hast 
suffered much, thou hast protected loyally, thou hast labored 
without ceasing; sleep now the reparative sleep of ineffable 
repose, O King of Justice, O Malek-Zadek!”

* * *
It is the time of the Full Moon of October; the Isle of 

Oaks and the waters which surrounded it sleep in the calm 
of her silvery rays. From the palace proceeds a long pro
cession of men and women in flowing robes of a rich blue 
color; they are followed by young maidens clothed in white 
robes and blue tunics; their unbound, fair, or light chestnut 
hair floats like a mantle upon their shoulders; each of them 
carries a sickle with a silver handle. The young Neo
phytes of the Sacred Order stop at the foot of the oaks 
where the cold berries of the mistletoe shine. A lw yn  is 
standing at the foot of the Central Oak, and upon the 
branch is seen an enormous ball, in which Aelon, in vision, 
had perceived the Enchantress.

The procession is led by Alion and Alianah, the young 
Arch-Priestess holds in her hand a golden sickle. The 
scene is splendid in the night time in the Isle of Oaks that 
the Moon enlightens! The procession defiles through the 
forest, to the sound of harps and the song of the harpers; 
stringed instruments, cymbals and tambourines mark the 
measure of the solemn dances. When Alion and Alianah 
enter within the shade of the Great Oak, the Bard-Chief 
vibrates the strings of the harp and sings :-

“ In one of those Sleeps where the Divine is expressed,
The Dryad, the High-Priestess Alianah,—
Our Queen—has spoken veracious and sublime.
Spirit who in the Sacted Cedar shines:
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“ Upon the oak with the fru itfu l sap.

The mistletoe, fatal parasite,
I nourished! Even as the H ostile
Takes oiu* v ita l fluid! * ;"'•••*«-

**Through the forest we sing’,
And for A lw yn  we bear 
The pure and cu ttin g  sick le,
With pious heart around the trunks.

“ For A lw yn  and for those whom  he loves.
And the venerable D ruids
Will go to strike, w ith a  suprem e stroke,
The m istletoe upon the Sacred Oaks.

“ And when the Moon w ill be w hite,
When the Ocean w ill h ave  risen,
The m istletoe, cut from  b ran ch  to  branch,
W ill be dead for a ll E tern ity !”  '

After the Minstrels had resumed the refrain :

“ The m istletoe, cut from  branch to branch,
W ill be dead fo r a ll etern ity!”

Alion took the Golden Sickle from the hands o f the 
Arch-Priestess and put it into those o f  A l w y n .  Several  
seconds elapsed, and the great ball o f  mistletoe fell at the 
feet of Alianah. A t  the sound o f its fall the Bards struck 
their harps,and the young  maidens, full o f  joy,dispersed with  
sickle in hand, within the Isle o f  Oaks. A t  sunrise there 
was no more a plant o f  mistletoe to be found in all the 
forest. D u r ing  the journey the you n g  men and maidens  
were in great joy, but the Chiefs  o f  the O rde r  watched over  
them.

A t  night a frightful tempest arose upon the coast, such a 
hail-storm as had never been seen, which  killed and tore all 
the trees. It was against the C ed a r  that the main force o f  

the tempest was directed, a multitude o f  its majestic branch
es perished under the w e igh t  o f  the hail, or from the v io 
lence of the w ind. A l io n  watched, H ierarchically  surroun
ded. H e  saw the form o f  the Enchantress descend towards  
him in a shining cloud, and as his eyes met those o f  the 

female M agic ian , which  burnt w ith  malice, she said to him : 
“ You  have cut the mistletoe, upon our trees, from which it



took vitality; there is no more refuge for us or for our Dra- 
adas; we depart therefore followed by our own, but they 
will return as men, and assuredly they w ill avenge you.”

A t daybreak Heatane came towards Alion and said to 
him : “ I have watched all night, as A lw yn ordered me, 
over the Hermit of the cave; he has only just aw oke.”  
“ Has he spoken?”  “ Yes, and this is what he said: ‘Go 
quickly towards Alion and tell him that the health of the 
Dryad closely depends upon that of the tree whose life is 
her nourishment. The large branches of the Cedar are 
broken, the Isle of Oaks is not the home which is proper 
for your beloved ; remove from thence without delay and 
carry her away towards the country of the rising sun.’ ”  A t 
this time people came running, saying: “ To the South of 
the Isle the coast is strewed with lifeless bodies; they are 
the corpses of those who remained around the Rocking- 
Stone; many amongst them are torn, disfigured, burnt, and 
mutilated, and the Rocking-Stone has fallen.

* * *
After sunset a light cutter rowed by a vigorous boatman 

left the southwest corner of the Isle. A  man was seated at 
the helm; a veiled woman was stretched upon a mass of 
cushions. The passengers are joyfully welcomed on board 
the vessel with white sails, and whilst the boatman returned 
towards the Isle the anchor was raised, then the vessel 
rapidly disappeared from sight. The helmsman was Alion, 
the veiled woman Alianah, and the vigorous boatman was 
Alw yn. When the latter regained the shore he found him
self surrounded by the Sacred Order; beyond, amongst the 
oaks the crowd of Islanders thronged, and when Alw yn was 
proclaimed Chief Hierarch, a cry of joy arose from all 
parts.

“ Listen, O my son!”  said the venerable Chief, whilst 
throwing his arms around the neck of his son and weeping 
with joy : “ Listen, the Stone is equilibrated and no Enchant
ress is any more upon it.”  Then that one of the four 
Chiefs who has followed Alion asked: “ How can that be 
since no Passive Being is one with A lw yn?”  And now
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they looked at one another w ith  astonishm ent, for the 
Hermit stood suddenly before them . “ Y o u  a s k , ”  said he, 
“ how it was that at the m om ent w h e n  the feet o f  A l w y n ,  
our Hierarchic C h ie f ,  touched the d ry  land, the R o c k i n g -  
Stone was balanced, although there w a s  no P ass ive  B e i n g  
with him.”  “ T r u ly  w e  are v e ry  curious to k n o w  it, w e  
have asked ourselves, how  can that b e ? ”  A n d  the H e rm it  
replied: “ N o  Passive B e in g  is necessary for  A l w y n ,  our 
Hierarchic C h ie f ,  because he is in affinity  w ith  the U n iv e r s 
al Passivity.”

IN  T H E  I M P E R I A L  C I T Y .

In one of the luxuriant apartm ents  o f  a m agnificent palace 
in Rome, a woman paced to and fro, restlessly n o w  and then 
pausing near to a door, and w ith  a nervous hand ra is in g  
the damask curtain o f  pale green h e a v i ly  f r in g e d  w ith  
silver. A  footstep resounds in the corridor.  Im m ed ia te ly  
the woman throws herself upon a couch o f  the same color 
as the silk curtains and sh u tt in g  her eyes, pretends to be 
asleep. T h e  lamps are not l igh ted ,  the splendor o f  the 
Full Moon inundates the ch am b er  w ith  its co ld  s i lvery  
brightness. It never shone upon a more exqu is ite ,  more 
fascinating face and form than that o f  the w o m a n ,  stretch
ed out as if asleep, upon that couch o f  pale green and silver 
tints. Her abundant hair, rolled about her head in massive 
ringlets, is so fair as to ap p ear  almost w h ite  in the m o on 
light; her o va !  and thoughtful countenance  is full o f  seduc
tion ; its color rivals the berries o f  the sn o w b a ll  tree ; her 
long fringed eyelashes fall upon the paleness o f  her c h e e k s ;  
her lips, half parted expose a ro w  o f  teeth as smooth 
as pearls; her supple form, slender and o f  ideal pattern, 
is outlined rather than concealed b y  a gossamer robe o f  pale 
green, strewn with opals and moonstones set in w hite  
gold. r£~ -

The door of the apartm ent opens and a y o u n g  man o f  
about eighteen years enters.— “ Poppea! P o p p ea  Sabina!”  N o  
person replies! A l l  is silent, except the noise o f  the w ater  
which falls into the fountain o f  the inner court. A ccustom ed
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to the full light of the vestibule, the eyes of the new com
er scarcely distinguish the objects lighted by the uncertain 
clearness ot the Moon. “ Poppea! P o p p ea!”  He listens, 

. but there is no reply. Only the light sound of a sweet res
piration breaks the silence and guides him ; he approaches 
to the couch, and whilst he stands at her side, gradually, as 
proceeding from the white moonlight,, appears the exquisite 
and pliant form of the sleeper, so full of subtle beauty.

The young man holds in his .right hand a thin crown 
formed of a circle of moonstones and large opals, upon the 
raised front of which stands a white poppy flower of enam
elled gold, the wide leaves are pale green ; the petals of the 
white flower are ornamented with diamonds and opals, so 
that they sparkle like stars in the white moonlight. . Bend
ing himself, he places the diadem lightly upon the fair and 
white forehead of the sleeper. “ Poppea ! P o p p e a !”

The pretty and large eyes opened and pensively encounter
ed his; from her curved mouth proceeded those w o r d s :
“ Drusus— Nero— my Emperor!”  He knelt down near to the 
low couch and passionately presses her soft and white hands 
within his own. “ Poppea Sabina! M y Em press!”  “ A n d  
Octavia?” * these words are accompanied by a hissing sound 
similar to that of a furious serpent; but the lips are smiling. 
The countenance of the young Emperor darkens. “ W h a t  
matter although Octavia is my wife; Otho is your hus
band!”  A n expression of disgust escapes from the lips of 
Poppea, but she calmly replies: “ Listen, Drusus; I wish to 
be Empress of Rome. Britannicus has scorned me, he has

5 2

*Octavi& was a daughter of the Emperor Claudius by bis third wife 
MeBsalina. The odious Nero divorced Octavia and married Poppea, 
who was formerly the wife of Otho, one of Nero’s abomiuable com
panions. Nero killed Poppea with a kick and Octavia he caused to be 
suffocated in a steam bath; he was also the cause of the poisoning of 
Britannicus, son of Claudius and Messalina. Claudius bestowed the 
imposing title of Nero Claudius Csesar Drusus Germanicus upon him, 
but he was generally known by the simple prenomen— Nero. Epr 
a full description of( this monster and those other personages see
‘ •Life of Nero”  by Abbott.
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been deprived of accession to the throne of your mother, the 
late wife of the Emperor Claudius; you reign in her place, 
and at my instigation you have poisoned him who dared to 
scorn me. If I did become the wife of Otho, this marriage 
was for me only a step to ascend to the Imperial throne. 
He shewed himself coarse, feeble, unsteady, like his own  
legs. Upon the contrary you are handsome, refined, 
externally at least; you are ambitious and a little scrupulous, 
as is proved by the poisoning of Britannicus ; you please 
me.” “ Do not speak of Britannicus; I would never have 
been the instigator of that death of the son of Claudius if, 
by your misguided preference, you had not excessively 
excited my jealousy.”  “ Leave the dead to bury their 
dead: you are no longer jealous of any man, now that you 
know that I love you.”

At these words he precipitated himself to clasp the 
pretty Circe in his arms in a passionate embrace, but when 
he bent himself over the couch a shiver ran through his 
body and he receded, muttering: “ Y ou  are a mixture of 
ice and fire, O  my Poppea !”  “ I wish to be Empress!”  
“The Gods bear me witness that I share your desire; but 
my mother detests you ; you are the rival of her favorite, 
Octavia, whorA she cherishes as if her care for Octavia the 
daughter of Claudius.could atone for the injury done to 
Britannicus.”  “ Is it upon your forehead that rests the 
Imperial crown of Rome, or upon that of your mother?”  “ I 
bear the golden crown, but the favor of the people crowns 
more surely Agrippina.”  “ There are Princes of the Royal 
blood too proud to accept the title of Emperor without 
having the power.”  The countenance of the young  
Emperor purpled, and in his pupils the seducer saw a con
centrated light of anger burn badly restrained. “ It is 
true,” he murmured between his set teeth, “ the Roman  
Empire is still powerful, but an Empire divided must 
perish.”

Poppea placed her delicate hand in that of the Emperor:  
upon touching it the body of Nero  shook, and he covered 
with warm kisses the hand that abandoned him. “ Do  you
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consider,”  said he, “ the suppression of Agrippina as 
essential for the glory of the reign of Nero and happiness?”  
“ So long as Agrippina holds the reins of power, Nero, my 
Drusus is only Emperor by name; so long as Agrippina 
reigns, Octavia is Empress in name and fact, for both are 
indissolubly united.”  “ And will you advise me?”  “ I 
advise nothing. I feel myself intelligent, able, fascinating;
I feel myself endowed to be Empress of Rome, and I wish 
to be!”  “ Your will shall be done, I swear it, by Jupiter 
King of the Gods.”  She burst out into a melodious laugh. 
“ Swear to me rather by your own life and by your ambition, 
which are our only Gods.” “ May it be as you desire; but 
it matters not by what I swear, my oath will be kept, only
----”  “ Only what?”  “ I -----1 will not wait. I swear
to you, my love, my life! that you will be Empress; never
theless it may take a few months perhaps before this can be 
accomplished; I can not withdraw the crown from my own 
head to put it upon the forehead of Poppea, for then I 
would be powerless.”  “ I have not yet seen seventeen 
summers; I can wait.”  “ You can wait, but I can not,”  
he cried passionately. “ Under such oath as you wish, I 
swear to you that you, and you only will partake with me 
the Imperial honors, but upon one condition, that you will 
give to me without waiting.”

“ You wish conditions, be it so. I also will lay down 
mine. I will accede then to your desire, I will submit to 
your will, upon one sole condition, and upon a condition 
which must be immediately accomplished.”  “ And that 
condition?”  “ Is that you give to your General, Suetonius 
Paulinus, the order to immediately attack the Isle of Oaks.

W

This is the stronghold of the Druids, the most redoubtable 
adversaries of Roman power and the Cult of our Gods. 
Give the order to uproot the trees, to pull down the struc
tures, to reduce the unwieldy stones to dust, to remove the 
Rocking Stone and to throw it into the depths of the 
ocean, and especially . —  ”  “ Especially what?”  “ Not to 
leave a living being, man, woman, or child. This is my 
essential and irrevocable condition. Besides this, I wish that
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Order chased from G au l  or exterm inated . ’ * “ Suetonius  
Paulinas describes these people  ns excellent fathers, devout |
citizens, friends o f order. It  is true that at first they tried, |
like the other inhabitants o f  G a u l ,  to preserve their J|
independence, but n o w  w e  on ly  are the recognised con - 5]
querors: Paulinus regards them as friends and  not as :'j
enemies. A n d  this is acting  w ise ly  in my op in ion  ; k n o w 
ing the immense authority and  influence o f  the D ru id s  

over the people, he encourages their am icab le  fee l ings .”  ^
“ I have said it! it is for you to accept or reject my cond i
tion; just as you p le a se !”  :-23®§i

Her eyes full o f  fire, crossed the eyes o f  N e r o ,  and  their
burning depths made him fo rget  h im self.  H e  had but one
idea; to satisfy his passion. C onsc ious  o f her power,
Poppea presented him a f te rw a rd s  w ith  a w ritten  order to f

Suetonius Paulinus. “ I  have foreseen that w h ich  w i l l
happen,” said she, “ all is p repa red .  See , here is the w a x  1
and a lighted lam p, you  have  on ly  to s ign  an d  seal the
order; as soon as you have remitted it to me, I  w i l l  consider
my condition as fulfilled. T h e  recom pense  aw a its  y o u .”
Ere the daw n  of day had  d iss ipated  the pale  light o f  the
moon, the order w as  on its w a y  to Sueton ius  Pau linus ,
borne by a quick and  sure m essenger, an d  the w i fe  o f  O th o
is mistress o f N e r o .  -

*  *  *

The N ovem ber  fogs  covered  the ocean , con cea l in g  the 

Isle of Oaks. The** H e rm it  kept s tan d in g  upon  the beach  

at the place where  A e lo n  had  landed , w h e n  he cam e to ask  

advice. Scanning  the horizon , b e y o n d  the d a rk -g re y  

waves which broke upon  the beach , he seemed to w ish  to 

pierce the motionless fo g  w ith  his looks. T h e  keel o f  a 

boat grated upon the sh o re ;  a v ig o ro u s  r o w e r  leaped  to the  

ground and held the boat so that it m igh t  not be  carr ied  

back by a retiring w a v e  : a w o m a n  descended  an d  directed  

her steps towards the p lace  w h e re  the H e rm it  stood. She  

was clothed in a b lue  robe with v io let borders , w h ich  d is 
played to advantage  her m ajestic  f o r m ;  her l ight  chestnut  

hair was gathered up and  confined  upon  the top o f  her head

k



by eagles’ feathers, bearing a square coiffure of fine gold.
“ You desire to speak with me, Boadicea, Queen of the 

Iceni?* What is it?”  “ To-morrow, during the night, 
under cover of the mist and darkness, the Roman troops, 
led by Suetonius Paulinus, will land upon the Isle. He 
has received from Rome the order to demolish your habita
tions and your sacred places, to uproot all the trees of the 
forest, and to put to the edge of the sword, the men, the 
women, and the children of the H oly Isle.”  “ A re you 
sure of this?”  “ I have seen the order, invested with the
signature and seal of the Emperor.”  “ Is the order written

#

by his hand?”  “ No, it appeared to me to be written 
by the hand of a woman.”  “ And you come?”  “ To advise 
you. To save if I can, A lw yn and his people.”  “ Have 
you considered well that which you do? A re you aware 
that if your proceeding is discovered, it will be looked upon 
as an act of treason and it may cost you your liberty, your 
life even perhaps?”

Boadicea replied seriously : “ Do you think that I have 
forgotten that a Roman Officer carried away my daughter 
Maluel, and that another wished to deprive me of Alciena? 
Was it not Alw yn who warned me of the danger that 
Alciena ran, and who helped my poor Maluel to return to 
the place of her birth to die, defiled in the arms of her 
mother who bore her? Now that my Alciena is the happy 
wife of Marcedah, who carried her towards the West, to the 
country of liberty, and that Maluel sleeps in the tomb of 
our ancestors, the life and liberty of A lw yn, that of my 
people, have for me more value than life and liberty?” 
“ That is well and nobly spoken, Queen of the Iceni. Tell 
me then what you think of doing to aid us.”  “ W ell, as 
soon as the Roman General and his troops are placed 
upon the road to Mona, I will raise the standard of revolt,
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*  Boadicea or Boadicea was the widow-Queen of the Iceni, her hus
band having been Prasatagos who was known for his opulence. The 
Iceni occupied the country between the Triobanti or Triborantes and 
the Wash,
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thousands of men await only this signal, and Suetonius 
must retrace his steps to quell the sedition. Here, all w ill 
arm themselves; Alwyn and his own w ill wield against 
their enemies the long swords, whose appearance alone 
terrifies legions. A s soon as the lightning-like light appears 
which they hurl, in the hands of those who know how and 
when to use them, the hostile legions w ill fall back terrifi
ed, and promises or menaces will be equally powerless to 
make them advance against that which they call ‘The 
Light of the Gods,’ ”  “ But you, Queen, you will be the 
first upon whom the vengeance of Nero will fall. Y o u  may 
have to make the sacrifice of your life and liberty; have 
you thought about your honor?”  “ M y rank and my age 
are a double safeguard.”  “ Understand well what I mean 
to say; if they take you they will bind you in chains behind 
the chariot of Suetonius Paulinus to swell the glory o f his 
triumph.”

The countenance of the Qjjeen of the Iceni was covered 
with paleness. “ I had not thought,”  she said, “ of this 
dishonor, but now I have a demand to ask of you. G ive 
me one of the most powerful of your long sw ords; with it 
I will struggle against the enemy and, if necessary, I w ill 
turn it with strength against myself, rather than fall liv in g  
into their hands.”  Silently the Hermit gave to the Queen 
a long and light sword, which she received with alacrity. 
As she directed her steps towards the boat, he added : “ Do 
you know how to use that sw ord?”  “ W h o should know 
better than I? Have I not placed my foot upon the Sacred 
Stone?”  “ It is true, you are one of ours.”

Before entering into the boat, Boadicea stopped, and 
turning towards the Hermit, said to him : “ Is it true, tell 
me, that at the place where the Mistletoe fell, that A lw y n  
cut off with’the sickle of A lianah, at the foot of the C e n 
tral Oak, a bed of Lilies of the V alley  had sprung up, 
which remain in flower all the season?”  “ It is true, even 
now there are Lilies of the V alley where the M istletoe fe ll.”  
“ Several hours remain yet before daybreak ; I w ill go as 
far as the foot of the O ak, to gather the w hite and fragrant
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bells, and'I will place them upon the tomb o f  MaTcre? 
Perhaps- the bead of her mot her will' come and put itself 
upon this pfuce' of repose; irloi% w ith  her last flowers.” ’ 
wEnter within the c«*ve a-nd rest  ̂ I w ill go myself to the? 
O aky by the way of the Civve, to seek- the white and fra-

* “ Thanks,- they w ill bring with

■

grant flowers for youv 
them a blessmg for my poor child.-’ *

*
From Londinium (London): to CcmurlcnhtnnTn (Colchester)> 

the Queen of the Iceni has obtained the victory, and more
M

than 70',ocoK^onvims* and therr allies have* fallen under the 
weapons of her followers.* A t the same moment that 
Suetonius Paidimis pushed his hesitating legions towards- 
the Isle* of Oaks, messengers arrived in all haste upon 
exhausted horsesr covered with blood and foam, to announce 
to hi nr the* rising o f the Trio bant i. He immediately gave 
the order to return, and his legions obeyed very w illingly r 
they feared the men to whom a supernatual power was 
attributed r they dreaded to face the “ Light of the Gods.’ * 
But the coming of Suetonius soon changed into mourning

th e  lost to w n sthe hope o f the TriobantL Not only w 
fetaken, but thousands upon thousands o f men fell under 
the strokes of the legions. When the others were in flight 
the Roman General ordered his soldiers to pursue the Queen, 
promising great recompenses to those who would bring her 
safe and sound# He afterwards summoned the powerful 
British Chiefs who had not taken part in the revolt, and 
conferred upon them riches and honors in recompense for 
their fidelity#

They were still assembled around him when an Officer
w

Was introduced into the audience-chamber. “ W e have 
found the Queen, but alas! she is lifeless.”  “ Where and 
how?*’ “ Upon the tomb of her daughter, near to several 
flowers of the Lily of the Valley ia their green covering.”

*  The result is well known; over 70,0 )0 Romans were killed by the 
enraged Britons and Suetonius is supposed to have retaliated by 
killing SO,000 of the natives, when he returned.
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Has the Queen been wounded in battle?”  ^ W e  have 
mot removed the body,, but she appears to have received no 
wound.” “ By all the Gods,”  said Suetonius Paul in us, 
burning himself towards the British whose countenanceso
expressed grief': “ I swear that 1 have taken no part, 
'directly or indirectly in the death of Boadicea, Doubtless  
lifter the defeat of her armies she has put an-end to her own  
life.” Turning himself towards the Officer, he said^ 
■“ Take care that the body be embalmed and clad in 
Royal robes. W e  will bring it with us to the Imperial  
City.” When the Officer and his servants penetrated 
within the crypt where the unfortunate Maluel was buried-, 
they found the lamp burning before the tomb, upon which 
$he Lilies of the Valley shed their delicate perfume, but 
the body of Boadicea was no more there. D ur ing  the 
night the Hermit, A lw y n ,  and that one o f the four who  
had with Aelon left the Rock ing  Stone, had carried the 

body of the ill-fated Queen to its resting place, under the 
Lillies of the Valley at the foot of the Oak,

^ *

“ N o w ,”  said A lw y n ,  '“ let us go towards the mainland  

and learn the fate of those who have been made prisoners.’** 
They went pensive and silent towards the interior of the 

Isle, when they perceived in a glade a group of warriors  
clothed like the partisans of Boadicea t A lw y n  ami his 

companions recognised several o f them. ‘ *W e  have esc up* 
ed,” they said, “ and we come to ask refuge.*’ “ Y o u  are 
welcome.”  Whilst Heatane said these words, the Hermit  

and Alwyn exchanged looks and were silent. “ Conceal 
us, we beg of you, for fear that we may be pursuedt give  
us to eat, give us lodging, for we are almost exhausted.7> 
“ Come with me to the Rocky C a v e } no person \vill g o  

there to seek you, and you will find food and a place fof 
rest.”

It was the Hermit who spoke thus. O rdering  Heatane  
} to remain there, in case others might come to seek shelter in 

the Isle, he set out with A lw y n  and the little troop towards  
shore; there they found boats to transport them a 11—
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about tw enty— to the outer C ave o f the solitary home of the 
Hermit. They refused to wash themselves in the basin of 
flow ing water, but they sw allow ed with good appetite the 
simple although substantial food and good wine, which 
their host had served them with. A  short time afterwards 
they stretched themselves upon the beds o f dry leaves and 
cushions,under the woollen coverlets which had been prepar
ed for them, and they fell into a deep sleep, ju d gin g by their 
heavy and regular respiration. A t  the call of the Hermit, 
A lw yn  entered, holding in one hand a lamp, which burned 
with a clear blue light, and in the other a w and. He 
turned the light upon the countenances of the sleepers, and 
the Hermit examined them carefully, one after the other, 
placing his right hand upon the heart of each of them. 
“ The good wine has had its effect,”  said he, “ if they are 
what they pretend to be, our refugees w ill sleep for tw elve 
hours without m oving. In that case it is upon you, in the 
capacity of Arch-Druid, that belongs the duty of exorcising 
them.” “ W e certainly have the same th ou gh t; those whose 
forms come to us have died in battle, and the Hostiles have 
taken possession of their bodies.”  “ Y es, and I divine 
more, that they are the same who possessed the bodies of 
those who fell asleep around the R ocking Stone at the 
fatal chant of Reich-Sheba-el-Ma, and at their overthrow 
those Hostiles have left the forms that they had assumed, 
cold and lifeless upon the seashore.”

A n  hour afterwards a bluish fog arose in spirals from a 
censer lighted by A lw yn , and filled the grotto with its per
fume. The young Arch-Druid continued to let fall, one 
by one, grains of a precious and rare gum, upon the burn
in g coals, which transformed themselves into blue spirals. 
A  luminous circle appeared at last above the sleepers, the 
light of which faintly illumined the arched and lofty roof. 
T he exorcist covered the coals in the censer and gave it to 
the H erm it, afterwards saying in a low and stern voice: 
“ Em issaries of Reich-Sheba-el-Ma, who have taken posses
sion of the bodies of our dead fellow-countrymen, go out 
and enter no m ore.”  Upon saying these words to them he
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placed the wand ill the hands of the Hermit. “ W e exor
cise these malevolent beings,”  he said in a low and stern 
voice, “ not by the power of the wand, but by our own 
power will we cast out those inhuman beings.”

Three times he repeated these w ords: then suddenly the 
bodies were torn, broken, scattered about. One by one the 
dark forms glanced through the perfumed blue fog, A lw yn  
motionless as a statue and sw aying, as if forcibly drawn 
within the luminous circle, said : “ Y o u  cannot escape, our 
wish is that you remain and serve.”  A  small cloud, shin
ing like a piece of ice, descended through the arched roof 
of the Cave, and stopped above the luminous circle. Im 
mediately the Hermit seized the young Arch-D ruid by the 
arm and drew him within the passage which led to the sea. 
At the same instant the roof of the C ave was rent by a 
dash of forked lightning, the ground shook with a crash 
that re-echoed through the entire Isle of O aks, and the 
arched roof fell in, burying the bodies under the rocks.

* * *
The magnificent tent of Suetonius Paulinus was pitched 

in the midst of the Roman Cam p, upon the west side of the 
British mainland, opposite to the Isle of O aks, upon 
which the troops had orders to march at daybreak. It was 
about two hours after m idnight when A fricanus Sabinus, 
Lieutenant and friend of the General-in-Chief, was called 
to his tent. He found Suetonius seated upon his bed, pale 
and weary. “ Be seated, A frican u s; I have called you at 
this early hour to countermand the order of invading the 
Isle of Oaks, and that you w ill order the legions to return 
to London.”  A fricanus bowed in silence, then taking the 
hand of Paulinus affectionately, he said : “ Y ou  are pale 
and w eak, and your hand trembles. M ay it please God 
that you have not been wounded by the rebels.”  “ I thank 
you for your solicitude; I have not been wounded.”  What 
is it then that affects you so much?”  “ W hy should I con
ceal it from you, you who are my most valiant officer and 
my dearest and most faithful friend? This night I have 
been awakened by the sensation of a light which shone
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upon my face; upon opening my eyes, I believed I saw a 
vivid ray of moonlight which seemed to enter within the 
tent, throught a rent; reassured, I  went to sleep again 
when I saw within the ray of moonlight a large and majes
tic form appear, auraised by a carmine-colored Aura ; her 
eyes deep and sad, encountered mine; I recognized Boadi- 
cea. Raising myself, I looked upon the vision with aston
ishment mingled with fear, and I saw her lips move, I 
heard a voice which spoke to me with authority saying: 
‘Listen and pay attention, Suetonius Paulinus. Do no 
evil to the Sacred Isle; touch not even any of its oaks for 
in them repose the Nervous Bodies of the Draada, who will 
be your enemies as long as you exist, if you destroy their 
dwellings. You thought to carry me captive, as a slave, 
behind your triumphal chariot; you thought to see me drag
ging my chains through the streets filled with the specta
tors of the Imperial City. But what would your brief tri
umph avail you, Suetonius, if upon the day when your 
hands, stained with blood, will be folded cold and stiff up
on your breast, your Nervous Body in the power of the 

multitude of Draada that you had banished from their rest- 
ing-place? Let me give you evidence; attempt not to per
suade yourself that you do not really see the form of Boadi- 
cea, and that you do not hear her voice, on whom dead or 
alive you set a great price.n

‘‘Mastering fear, I replied: ‘Before believing that Boadi- 
cea is before me and that it is her voice who cautions me to 

save the Isle of Oaks, I demand a sign. My eyes see you, 
my ears hear your voice, it is true, but there are nervous 

and mental disorders which subject us to hallucinations; 
give me then,if you can, a sign which will prove to me 

that I am not the victim of an illusion.* Then without a 

word, she unsheathed a long sword which hung at her side 

and directed the point towards me. I  saw rays of vivid 

bluish-white light proceed from it, which penetrated through 

me, benumbing me from head to foot; I found it was im
possible to move, the use of speech alone remained with 

me. ‘Put your sword into its scabbard,’ said I, ‘O h !
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Druidess, Queen of* the Iceni, for I swear to you I will 
permit no one to plac^a profane foot upon the Sacred Isle.’ 
When I had thus spoken, the form gradually melted away 
and the moonbeam vanished. Gradually the immobility 
which bound me disappeared and as soon as I could rise I 
sent for you.”  ' 1'

“ Your orders will be executed, my General; at sunrise 
we will be on the road to London.”  “ And what do you 
think of my vision?”  • “ That you have done well not to 
molest the Draada. You spoke just now of a rent through 
which the moonlight had penetrated; look, there is no 
rent in your tent and all night dark clouds covered the sky.”  
At sunrise the legions were on their way for-London, and 
their General was carried upon a litter, feeble and fatigued, 
in the midst of them. The surprise of the inhabitants of 
the Isle of Oaks was great, when they saw the cohorts re
tiring. The Hermit, however, who had passed the night 
with A lw yn near to the bed ot Lilies, under which re
posed the embalmed body of the Queen, said to the Arch- 
Druid : “ A t present Boadicea will repose as a Draada with
in the trunk ot the Cedar of Lebanon, consecrated bv the

W

repose of Alianah. It is for us to protect that place of re
pose, although it should cost us our life, for this night the 
Druidess, Queen of the Iceni, saved the Isle of Oaks and 
its visible and invisible inhabitants.”

* * *
It is the night upon which the roof of the Cave of the 

Rock has fallen in. Poppea sleeps in the arms of Nero. 
Immediately, to the great astonishment and fright of her 
lover, she becomes icy cold; many times he calls her, many 
times he rubs her hands and her white and motionless feet. 
Three hours thus pass away. She now stands erect and 
intones a weird chant, as monotonous as the sighs of the 
waves which in a calm time die upon the shore. Fatigued 
by anxiety and watching, Nero falls asleep, lulled by the 
strange monotonous song which still proceeds from the 
pallid lips of Poppea. An icy mist condenses itself upon 
him and covers him; when it is dissipated, his vitality
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has been withdrawn and his outer envelope only remains! 
From the white lips of Poppea proceeds a call of evocation 
and soon the chamber is filled with dusky clouds, now and 
again darting dark lightning, afterwards those clouds con
centrate around the inanimate form of the young Emperor, 
as the icy fog had done.

Before dawn the clouds have disappeared; the night 
lamp alone lights up the chamber. Nero rises and dresses 
himself with his rich garments and rare and subtle per
fumes. He approaches the rigid form of Poppea, whose 
lips still murmur the strange chant, and placing his right 
hand upon the base of her brain, he orders her to awake, 
to awaken to a life where all remembrance of the past 
must be blotted out forever. She opens her eyes; the col
or of youth and the fulness of life immediately reanimate 
her form, lately white and rigid, and when their eyes en
counter in a long and penetrating look, their lips simulta
neously say : “ Reich-Malek!”  “ Reich-Sheba-Ma !”

* * #

The day following the falling-in of the Cave, A lw yn 
and the Hermit reposed in the interior grotto where Alia- 
nah had been clothed. “ Listen, A lw yn ,”  said the Hermit, 
‘ *a Neophyte whose clairvoyance is real has related this 
morning at daybreak, in his sleep, facts of the highest in
terest.”  And the Hermit repeated in all details that 
which had happened to Poppea and Nero. “ If my Neo
phyte,”  added he, “ sees the future as correct as the present, 
there will be no Emperor who will stain the imperial pur
ple with more blood and crimes than Nero.”  “ What 
crimes does he predict that he will be guilty of?”  “ He 
has predicted that he will assassinate his mother Agrippina 
who, for love of him, killed her husband the Emperor 
Claudius, and who, ravished by her beauty, will dis
honor the body which they will have confided 
to his filial p iety; he will falsely accuse, repu
diate and banish his wife Octavia and will cause her 
to be assassinated here, in the Isle where she will be exiled;
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he will send to Seneca, the Philosopher, his tutor and su p 
porter the warrant for his death, signed by his o w n  h a n d ;  
he will kill his wife P o p p e a ; he w ill  set fire to his o w n  
capital; he will banish virtuous men from his E m p ir e ;  and 
his bravest and most faithful General w ill  be sentenced 10 
out an end to his days.”  “ I f  the prophecy is tru e ,”  said4
Alwyn with a deep sigh, “ amongst those w h o  w il l  rend 
the history of Nero and of  his crimes, there w il l  be fe w  
amongst them who will kn ow  that the y o u n g  son of  A g r i p 
pina was under the fatal influence of  R e ic h - S h e b a - M a ; 
few will divine that the monster, b lackened by his inhum an 
crimes and atrocities, was R e ic h -M a le k ,  one of the I n im i
cal Kings; few will think that, w i t h d r a w in g  the v ita lity  
of the young Emperor before he Jiad attained his e ig h t 
eenth year, the demon had separated his being, taken pos
session of his inanimate form and reigned in his p lace!  
Truly, few posterity will  d ivine the truth.

“ There are indeed very fe w  w h o  can render an acco u n t 
of the subtlety of the Hostiles and their p o w e r  over m an
kind. The ruin of hum anity is through ignorance, and not 
through wilful in iquity . O n ce  the eyes o f  men w ill  be 
opened to the artifices and subtleties o f  the Hostiles, once 
they will know their more or less absolute influence, the 
Mental, Moral, N ervous, and N e rv o -P h y s ica l  unbalance

that they provoke, and their obsession, men w ill  labor 

without relaxation for the restoration of  the true W isdom , 

which can only be preserved and transmitted through the 

Hierarchic O rder.  W ith o u t  that O rder no efficacious 

struggle can be m aintained against D oh and his visible or 

invisible emissaries, for those are the authors, the instiga

tors, the directors of all the ills w hich fill the life of man, 
with anguish, suffering and w an t o f  balance. Nero is only 
an-accentuated typ e  of thousands of  beings judged an d  

condemned b y  posterity ; l ike  his o w n ,  their destiny has 
been ruled by the p ow er of the e a rth ly  P o p p e a s  who keep 

w ith in  the zone o f  influence o f  R e ic h -S h e b a -M a !’ *
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T H E  M O N K S .

T H IR D  R E I N C A R N A T I O N  O F  T H E  C H A L D E A N .

More than five centuries have elapsed since the day when 
the Queen of the Triobanti saved, at the cost of her own 
life, the sacred Isle of Oaks, the Draada and the Sacred 
Order; the forest is yet intact and the Central Oak and 
Cedar still flourish there. The Arch-Druid and the Chiefs 
of the order are assembled under the Oak in solemn coun
sel ; the stars shine amongst the tender leaves, whose young 
shoots fill the strong and knotty branches; the air is per
fumed with the delicate fragrance of the L i ly  o f  the V alley  
with its bell-flowers. Those assembled are standing silent 
before their Chief Hierarch; the latter, rising from his 
seat, which has for its back the enormous trunk of  the O ak, 
is the first to break the solemn silence, and s a y s :

“ Y ou are aware that certain men have sent from Rom e 
to Albion, to teach the inhabitants the dogmas of  their re
ligion. Ethelbert, K in g  of K ent,  after having permitted 
them to disembark and instruct his subjects, that he left 
free, however, has embraced the new faith at the prayer of 
his wife, Queen Bertha. A lready a temple is erected for 
the Cult of the Divinity in the city whicli is now the C h ie f  
place of Albion. To-day a secret message, from one in 
whom 1 have confidence, advises me that the C h ie f  H ier
arch of these men who adore the new D iv in ity ,  has obta in 
ed from K in g  Ethelbert permission to summon us into his 
presence to converse together.”

“ A n d  what will be your reply if  this matter is true?”  
“ M y reply will be as brief as clear. If  Austin  o f  C a n te r
bury wishes to teach us his doctrine let him come here .”  
“ That is well spoken. In fact from time immemorial, the 
Hierarchical Orders, not only of Mona and A lb io n ,  but 
likewise o f  the whole of Gaul are represented by us, and 
the man who comes hither as a representative and emissary 
o f  the C h ie f  of the new sect is utterly lacking in hum ility  
and sincerity, as well as charity.”  “ T h e  new doctrine has 
made m any converts in Albion and Ireland, amongst the
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people, but up till now it has not had the slightest influence 
in our Sacred Isle. The reason for this escape from their 
influence is that all here are excellent in their arts and 
trades, from which they support themselves. From infan -
fancy they have all learned that to succeed in that which
they undertake, whatever nation it may be, there must be
nothing else in view, hence every person here is contented
and prosperous, although the new doctrine carries with it
discontent.91 “ Why?”  “ Because that religion is based upon
certain semi-truths, vulgarized and badly interpreted, which 
in former times were reserved to the Initiates. To-day the
simple folk, inflamed by ambition, wish to be in their own
eyes Priests and Kings, But this is not the time to discus
this new doctrine and its results. Let us remain rather in
the calmness of meditation, so that we may be worthy, if
necessary, to make known the Wisdom and Truth.”

One evening in summer, at the beginning of the seventh
century of the Christian era, the first Bishop of Canterbury, 
Austin of Rome, was seated in his study. He held a 
prayer-book, but his restless looks that he cast every mo
ment upon the door proved that his thoughts were else
where. The door opened and a Monk in a black gown 
entered. “ What news, Absalom ?”  “ The Arch-Druid
who has refused twice to reply to your appeal, will come,
by the order of K ing Ethelbert, into our good city of Canter
bury. To-morrow at sunset you will be face to face with
that Arch-Druid of whom so many marvels are related.” 
“ It is well. I should have preferred, however, that he had
some at our appeal rather than that of Ethelbert; but it
may perhaps be better as it is, since our office allows us not

Our warto provide ourselves with material weapons
weapons are not carnal, we have power then only over the

* 1faithful and the pagans that we convert 
The next dav, when the last rays of the setting sun ilium- 

inated the earth, ail old man clothed in a blue flowing robe,
ind a square cap of the same color, front which his white
tair escaped, entered into the large hall where Austin was
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seated in the midst of his Monks. Without rising to re
ceive the Druids, Austin, addressing himself to their vener
able Chief, said in an icy but polite tone: “ A t last youW
have obeyed our command; it is not without delay V9 
“ We have obeyed the third call of K in g  Ethelbert.”  
Austin knit his brows, but soon recovering himself, said : 
“ It matters little what appeal you responded to; the main 
point is that you come to confess your errors and to declare 
yourselves children of our Holy Mother, the Catholic and 
Apostolic Church.”  “ That cannot be and never shall be.”  
“ Why?”  “ Because that, although we may be known here 
under the special name of Druids, we are in reality, one in 
Unity with the Universal Hierarchy in which, in its integ
rity, resides Wisdom and Truth.” “ If this is the case then 
you will immediately embrace the Cult of the Incarnate 
God, of God manifested in Man.” “ There has never been 
an age when we have not adored the Divine Impersonality 
manifested or manifestable in the world of being, the cloth
ing and temple of the Divine Impersonality, of whom De
veloped Man is the sanctuary.”  “ We are here to make 
known to you that Divine Man in the person of Jesus, ver
itable God and Man.”

The venerable Chief smiled, saying : “ The history of the 
young man of whom you speak is known to us from the 
hour of his tragic conception until the time of the darkness 
which veiled the crucifixion.”  “ Why do you speak thus 
before us who know? Do you pretend that the knowledge 
which you have of Jesus our God, is greater and more 
worthy of confidence than that of the four Evangelists, who 
have given the account of the life and death of .our Lord 
and Master whose disciples they were?”  “ According to 
your Scriptures, Matthew, the tax-collector, did not join in 
the movement until after the crucifixion; the presumed 
author of the Vision of Patinos, John, the son of Zebedee 
the fisherman, knew not how to read or write, and was not 
even a Neophyte; Luke of Antioch received his instruc
tions from Saul of Tarsus, h; 1 id and companion ; att4
Mark the son of Barnabas o *us, alike the ltiend and
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companion of Saul of Tarsus, drew his knowledge from the 
same source.”  “ Do you claim by that that our holy faith 
rests not upon traditon?”  “ No, no, Austin of Rome, 
John the son of Zacharias the Initiate, an Initiate himself, 
and Saul of Tarsus, Initiated Hierarchically, were ardent 
pioneers of the Universal Unity. The first left no manu
script and was beheaded in prison, at the instigation of a 
woman who was only the medium of Reich-Sheba-Ma; he 
perished before being able to utilise or develop his sensitive 
cousin, the son of the sorrowful daughter of Kings. Saul 
of Tarsus, upon the contrary, left manuscripts in which 
were drawn an outline of the Philosophical and Initiatory 
movement for which he labored as well as the martyred 
John.,, “ Do you mean to say by this that the Scriptures, 
upon which our sacred faith is established, is from the in
spired pen of ’ Saul of Tarsus?”  “ What Scriptures? the 
true, the original, or those that have been transformed?”  

The intelligent and thin countenance of Austin crim
soned; he preserved silence for a moment, then controlling 
his emotion, he said in a voice which trembled notwith
standing : “ I do not understand the significance of your 
whimsical words.”  “ I say that the Scriptures which are 
in your possession have been transformed. You know, Aus
tin of Rome— and Gregory your Chief who sent you hither 
knows full well— that when at the instigation of a woman, 
also a medium of Reich-Sheba-Ma, Saul of Tarsus was be
headed at Rome, no manuscripts were found in his dwelling. 
You have falsified those manuscripts you possess, so that 
they may 6erve your purpose!”  Austin sprang from his 
seat: “ Y ou lie! I take for witness Jesus my G o d !”  “ If 
no one more powerful than the young Semite, the son of 
the sorrowful daughter of Kings, testifies against us, we 
have nothing to fear. During the hours of darkness, he 
had been separated integrally, no portion of his individual 
existence had been left to him, except that Nervo-Phys- 
ical which hung upon the cross, which swooned away, not 
dead, as the blood which flowed confirmed. It is the living, 
the men who like you are under the influence of the Inimic-
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al, and not the disintegrated, w h o  rouse heaven and earth 
to uproot the Sacred H ierarch y, everyw h ere  throughout the 
world. Moreover, were w e  able to resuscitate the unfortunate 
son of  the R o y a l  M oth er  o f  sorrow , and to g iv e  him repose, 
no person would more strongly  condem n the theft than him, 
and the falsifications w hich have been com m itted. He was 
by N ature  a Concentrator not a Diffuser, and it is for this 
reason that he had been specially  chosen by his cousin and 
Pathetiser.”  “ Y o u  express enigm as that w e cannot solve.”  
“ I f  this is so, you are blameless, since no man is responsible 
for that which he does not k n o w ,  or for that w h ich  he has not 
had occasion to k n o w . N evertheless  yo u  have doubtless heard 
that when Saul o f  Tarsus w a s  beheaded at R o m e ,  even at 
the instigation o f  a great incarnated Passive  o f  the Inim ical,  
no important manuscript w as  found c o n c e rn in g  the m ove
ment for which he labored and suffered until his d e a th .”  

“ W e  possess copies and translations o f  all that has been 
found. It is true that those m anuscripts consist only  o f  a few  
epistles, but their sublimity is unequalled in our sacred S c r ip 
tures.”  “ W h a t  must therefore be the value and p o w e r  o f  
those Scriptures for those w ho k n o w  them such as they are?”  
“ I f  a portion of the w rit ings o f  the A p o s t le  o f  the G entiles  
has been lost, it is to be r e g r e t te d ; but the past is not to be 
rem edied.”  “ B ut suppose that the G reat  In it ia te ,  w h o  k n e w  
w ell  to w h at danger his situation exposed  him* w h o  k n e w  
w ell  that at any moment his w o rk  m ight be sealed w ith  his 
blood, had left fundamental teachings o f  this m ovem en t,  
either by tradition, or in manuscripts, to those in w h o m  he 
had confidence; suppose that the original m anuscripts  still 
e x is t ,  c o n ta in in g  not only the portion w h ich  you w a n t ,  but 
also that w h ich  has been changed to serve personal and 
p o l i t ic a l  a m b i t i o n . . . , ”  “ I f  these proofs exist,  produce 
t h e m !  u n veil  the T radition  according to w h ich  you  affirm 
th a t  the A p o s t le  had desired to m ake a movement that w e  
are  ig n o r a n t  o f ,  an d  w e  w ill  believe y o u .”  “ I f  those m a n 
u s c r ip ts  w e r e  in  y o u r  possession, they would be useless to 
y o u . ”  “ W h y ? ”  “ B ecause  they are w ritten or symbolised 
in th e  Sacred Language k n o w n  only  to the Central Hier-
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archy. In the Scriptures that you have published, the 
errors are not always voluntary; they often arise from that 
which the translators are ignorant of, viz : certain signs 
and marks; it was necessary to fill up the vacancies in some 
fashion, under the penalty that all was incomprehensible.”  

‘ •We are not here to listen to enigmas but to speak to 
you of things concerning your eternal salvation. Do you 
still deny, disdain, and insult Jesus of Nazareth?”  “ Far 
from that! As we have already said, we know his history; 
the Initiates of various countries, who have already follow
ed the movement of the son of Zebedee and of Saul of Tar
sus, have preserved the tradition. W e scorn no man, and 
far from insulting the Sensitive whose frightful agony and 
terror opened his pores to the bloody sweat, we have the 
most profound compassion for him. A  time will come 
when shipwreck will engulph all the vessels which carry 
the Personal Gods; that day the athletic boatmen who con
duct them will take refuge in their life-boats, and support
ed by the inexhaustible love of those whom, in their atavic 
ignorance, they will have hunted like wild beasts, they 
will come and take shelter in the grand haven of the true 
synthesis. That day the Hostiles will be unmasked, for 
the Draada of the forests and the seas will render their 
testimony— reincarnated ocular evidence. The Draada, whose 
memory has never failed, will bear witness to the truth of 
my words.”

Whilst the venerable Chief thus spoke, a Monk entered 
and said to the Archbishop in a low voice : “ I am informed 
that that man is not the Arch-Druid, Athwohl.”  “ I am 
his father,”  replied the old man, “ and I represent him in 
his absence.”  “ In that case our conference is ended and 
you can retire. It is with Athwohl that I wish to confer. 
It is he whom I ardently desire to convince of the truth of 
our holy faith.”  “ My son would indeed be of great utility 
to you. It i6 natural that you should try to take possession 
of him either as an Adept or as a Prisoner.”  “ What do I 
understand you to say ?”  “ That in the transformed man
uscripts of Saul of Tarsus there are signs and indications
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that the Initiates alone can comprehend, and you think that 
by promises of recompence, or by torture, you can make 
him divulge their signification.”  Austin did not reply. 
He rose and retired surrounded by his Monks. He was 
about to leave the hall when he turned towards the vener
able Druid, saying: “ You have blasphemed our Holy 
Apostolic and Roman Catholic Church; a number of your 
compatriots, a multitude of the inhabitants of Albion and 
Ireland, King Ethelbert himself, have willingly listened to 
us, but you and those who are under your influence reject 
the message of salvation which we proclaim!”  “ W e have 
not blasphemed. We have simply said that the Scriptures 
which you have are not authentic.”  “ Your assertions are 
without proof.”  “ Not so, Saul of Tarsus, more than 
almost any man of these latter times, knew the danger that 

• he incurred, and from whence that danger arose therefore
he took precautions. The original writing, which was 
seized and which cost him his life, is transmitted by those 
who where unable to decipher its secret signs.”

The countenance of Austin became stern : “ Prove the 
truth of your declaration; of facts not words; let those who 
possess the original manuscript produce i t ! ”  “ A nd par
take in the destiny of John and Saul! When in the 
splendor of the intellectual dawn, the gigantic edifice that 
you are in high spirits to build, will appear in its true 
colors, when those who have preserved the truth, which is 
the hope, and which will be the victory of man over his 
enemies, will be revered and beloved, not as now hunted 
down as wild beasts, then we shall declare: ‘These men 
have for seventeen centurie^ persecuted, in every country, 
unto death, those of their fellow-creatures who wished not 
to confess to the Personal Gods, who wished not to recog
nise Jesus of Nazareth as very God, and who knew that 
his history, such as is given in their Scriptures, is a falsifi
cation!* Nevertheless no blame is attached to the young 
Israelite or his Royal and sorrowful mother.”

Austin stopped in the midst of his Monks, made a step 
in advance, and elevating the cross, which he held in his
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Innd, said: “ Your words will be reckoned against you, 
they are imprinted in an indelible manner, they will never 
be forgotten! May you be cursed; may the wrath of God 
abide with you for ever!”  “ Do you declare yourself of the 
Order founded by Benedict, whom we Initiated in the 
grotto of vSubiago; does not your rule require you to 
‘pardon injuries before the setting of the sun,’ and to ‘ never 
despair of the mercy of God.’ Benedict the Initiate refused 
all honors, even that of the Priesthood; he who protested 
until the last moment against the loss of his Degree of 
Nervo-Physical being and gave up his life standing; he 
who was educated and developed in such a manner that he 
Exteriorised himself up to the Nervous Degree of the 
earth’s atmosphere, in Nervo-Individual form ; he who left 
for your guide and safeguard Humility, Obedience and 
Sincerity. has left the earth as a man, only sixty years ago, 
and a Member of the Order that he founded occupies the 
Papal chair and permits people to call him ‘ the Great.’ 
Think a little upon the sorrow of your founder when he 
already sees you so greedy for power, when he sees you 
persecute the Sacred Hierarchy!”  The sudden closing of 
the door by which Austin and his Monks had left the 
chamber interrupted the Chief, and as soon as the Monks 
retired, he made a sign to those Druids who accompanied 
him, and they left the house, afterwards the town, to return 
to the Isle of Oaks.

*  *  *

During their journey, in passing through a forest, they 
were overtaken by a violent storm accompanied by thunder 
and hail; the venerable Chief and his four companions 
turned aside from the path to take shelter in a small grotto, 
which they found about a stone’s throw from the road. 
They were sheltered only for a few minutes, when a group 
of armed men appeared at the entrance wi|h drawn swords 
in their hands and small clubs attached to their girdles. 
One of them advanced towards the venerable Chief. “ A  
word with you old man!”  said he with insolence; “ today 
the Archbishop demanded you to reveal a secret and you
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refused. He has reported your insolence to K i n o -  Ethelbert,
and I am sent to conduct you into his presence. A s  to your

%

four companions, they are free to continue their journey,”  
but the four grouped themselves around the father of Ath- 
vvohl. “ Go in peace/’ said he to them, “ as for me, my days 
are numbered, for I will never make known the secret, bid 
adieu to my son and give him my solemn blessin g . ”  “ No, 
no; we will not abandon you thus; whatever may be vour
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destiny we shall share it for the love of you and our C h ie f .”  
Upon saying this they arranged themselves between the 
assailants and the old m a n ; but they were without weap
ons and one against five; they fought bravely like lions; 
stunned by the short and massive clubs of  their assailants 
they were overpowered. Afterwards as formerly the icy 
fog gathered around them, their vitality was withdrawn, 
and dark diaphanous forms took possession of  the fallen 
bodies. The assailants retired and, after several hours 
passed in the Rest of Assimilation the five went to the 
Sacred Isle.

Dark clouds covered the troubled and yellow  waters o f  
the Tiber flowing through the Imperial C i ty ,  which bore 
the proud title of the Capital of Italy and the world. 
Night had scarcely commenced, so that a light which shone 
at the window of a small house, upon the side of the river, 
attracted attention. A  man was seated at thut w in d o w ;  
ha had reached the autumn of life, his face w as calm and 
majestic; it was the Hermit of the C ave of the Isle o f  O aks.  
Presently the crescent moon shone through a cloud rift and 
as two men in the garb of Benedictines crossed the bridge, 
he fetched a deep sigh. “ W hat is it that disturbs you 
A lb an ?  W h y  are you sad? is it the sight o f  these Monks 
that saddens you?”  She who thus spoke was a yo u n g  
girl o f  about twelve or thirteen years, dark, charming, w ho 
promised to ripen into a rare beauty. She was seated at 
his feet, her head leaning upon his crimson robe. “ A r ise ,  
my child, look upon the waters of the river and tell 
what vou 6ee.”

me
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The youug girl rose and fixed her gaze upon the waters. 
»‘ T see a large river whose waters are muddy and yellow, 
whose current overflows, leaving its marks upon the lowest 
part o f the city. But this is nothing new and assuredly it 
is not the yellow Tiber, nor its damages done by its inun
dation, that renders you sad.”  “ Y et  the sight of those 
dark waters awaken painful reflections within me, my 
child. I have seen the two springs of limpid water gush 
out in the Apennines, I have followed their course, I have 
seen their waters separate Etruria and Umbria, the country 
of the Sabines from that of the Latins; I have seen the 
river receive the Nera and become navigable; I have seen 
it receive the Ieverone and increase thus until it became the 
large and deep river which runs through the City of the 
Caesars; I have seen the waters divided by the small isle 
‘ Insula Sacra’ consecrated to Venus; I have seen the left 
arm of the divided waters stopped by sand and debris, 
whilst the right branch was enlarged, preserved, and 
utilised.”  t . -

“ But what does it matter? W e are neither Sabines nor 
Latins.”  “ No, but in my meditation, the Tiber symbol
ised Psycho-Intellectual man. The Apennines, back-bone 
of the peninsula, which extend their branches in all direc
tions, symbolise-the universality of the formations of Brah- 
Elohim; the two pure and limpid springs* Kahi and Kahie; 
Etruria and Latium, that the united waters separate, the 
sacred knowledge and wisdom, hereditary and hierarchical, 
which separates man from the Hostile; the Nera, which 
the river receives, represents the schisms of the Personal 
Gods; the navigation which plows the Tiber is the vulgar
ising of Divine knowledge; its enlargement, the loss of its 
purity after it has received the Ieverone; and its course 
through the City of the Caesars symbolises the growth of 
the power and number of the Personal Gods, upon which 
reposes Caesarism; the division of the river into the right 
and left branches by the Isle dedicated to Venus, whose 
modern vestals are of proverbial immorality, symbolises 
the division, always increasing, of the Actives and Passives
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upon earth; the enlargement and increasing importance of 
the right branch, the obstruction of the left, signifies the 
general and fatal unbalance in the cause of which the bean 
weighs so heavily in favor of the Actives! Abandoned 
without development or protection, the Passives are over
whelmed with vexations, and having no more employment 
for their marvellous capacities amongst mankind, they turn 
round, to satisfy them, towards the Personal Gods who are 
the enemies of man. It is not because of the yellow Tiber
that 1 am sad, child, it is because of that which it

mbo ses
The two Monks who crossed the bridge to look at the 

river, which although somewhat subsided, was still swollen ; 
the elder said to his companion : “ Look at the house where 
the light shines, it is that of Alban and the young Seer.”  
“ I have not heard anything of either.”  “ It is true; I 
forgot that you had recently arrived. This Alban, who 
passes for a Philosopher, is a stranger, who for several 
months has been within our walls, and rumor declares that 
the beautiful child who is with him, is a rare Seer. These 
Sensitives are infinitely precious and it becomes more and 
more difficut to meet them; we have tried to know. Alban 
so as to have access to Lucila, and to try to influence her, 
but it has been in vain. He preserves her as a lioness 
watches over her cubs.”

His young companion, throwing back his cowl, exposed 
a charming brown countenance which denoted his Oriental 
origin; but at the moment when his large dark eyes were 
directed towards the lighted window, a red curtain was 
drawn down, which concealed the light of the lamp. The 
two men pursued their way rapidly; soon afterwards they 
climbed the hill and were received in the Monastery from 
which St. Austin had been sent to Great Britain. They 
rested there and at daybreak they took the road to Naples, 
repairing to the already renowned Monastery of San 
Cassino.

The Abbot was seated in his private apartment, at
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table upon which burned a silver l a m p ;  he studied w i t h  
interest an ancient manuscript r ich ly  i l lu m in ated , w h e n  a 
Monk entered, h avin g  the rank o f  P r ie s t ,  j u d g in g  b y  his 
tonsure. The A b b o t  upon seeing  him ro se;  an d  the  P r ie st  
knelt down to receive his blessing. A t  his in v ita t io n  the 
Monk took a seat, and the A b b o t  asked  him  in a tone w h ic h  
betrayed his a n x ie ty :  “ H a v e  you  succeeded in y o u r  m is
sion?”  “ I have found the P o s tu la n t  A t h w o h l  in yo u r  
quest house in the A p e n n in e s ,  b u t . i t  has been im possible  
for me to assure m yself  as to w h e th e r  or not he w a s  the 
Prince of W ales  and the tem p o rary  A r c h - D r u i d  o f  M o n a . ”  
“ Did you converse with h im ? ”  “ C e r t a in ly  an d  fre q u e n t ly  
even, since at m y request, the  S u p e r io r  had  n am ed  me the 
Master of the Probationers,  but I  ascerta ined  that a lth ou gh  
he spoke freely upon other subjects he w a s  v e r y  reserved 
upon all that w h ich  co n cern ed  h i m s e l f ; d iscretion  and p ru 
dence have constrained me to respect th at  e v id e n t  
reserve.”  “ T h e n  yo u r  jo u rn e y  has o n ly  served  you  to 
know him personally an d  to be able  to  recogn ise  h im .”  
“ No, no, this y o u n g  m an, v e r y  in te l l ig e n t  a n d  e v id e n t ly  
accustomed to exercise a u th o rity ,  has c e r ta in ly  m anifested  
some reserve in his relations w i t h  me ; but there w a s  in the 
Convent a y o u n g  N o v i c e  for w h o m  he s h o w e d  at once a 
great regard, and that affection seem ed to h a v e  been s h a r e d ; 
I have thought it w e ll  that this N o v i c e  should be brought 
to y o u .”  “ Y o u  h ave  c e rta in ly  done w ell .  W h a t  is his 
name?”  “ I o n . ”  “ H is  ran k, his birth, his c o u n t r y ? ”  “ It  
is not so easy for me to re p ly  to those questions. T h e  S u 
perior himself has o n ly  k n o w n  him for a short t im e ;  he 
had been sent into the A p e n n in e s  b y  the M o n k s  o f  C a n te r 
bury o w in g  to a g ra v e  m a la d y  which did not a l lo w  him to 
bear the severities o f  w in te r ,  but n o w  he has recovered his 
health, and he w i l l  soon return to C a n te rb u ry ,  unless you 
decide o th e rw ise .”  “ M y  desire is that he return to the 
C o n v e n t  o f  the A p e n n in e s ,  and that he lose not sight o f  
A t h w o h l . ”  “ A t h w o h l  has a lread y  left the F a th e r s .”  
“ W h y ,  and for w h a t  p la ce ? ”  “ H e  said that urgent 
m atters called him away and he set out su d d e n ly .”  “ B ut
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doubtless he has been fo l lo w ed .”  “ Y e s ,  but the Brothers 
of the House at the A pennines are workmen rather than 
students; they are more remarkable for their physical than 
their mental strength ; they certainly followed him to the 
coast, but there they lost sight o f  h im .,, “ Imbeciles! thus 
all trace of him is lost.”  “ T h is  is not certain. If ,  as you 
suspect, he is the Prince of W ales, there is every chance 
that he may be gone to Mona ; w h y  should Ion not find 
him there?”  “ It is true, go  tell Ion to come here.”

The young N ovice  entered a fe w  minutes later. T h e  
Abbot received him very graciously, with  marked affection ; 
after a few minutes conversation, he said to him mildly : 
“ Y ou interest me extremely, Ion, the more so as Marcus tells 
me that you came from the M o n k s  of  C a n te r b u r y ; you 
have, however, the appearance of  h av in g  an Oriental rather 
than a British origin.”  “ Y o u  are right, my L o r d ;  seven
teen years ago, a vessel that came from the Indies was 
shipwrecked upon the coast of Britain, and I alone was 
saved. I was tied to a plank ; a fishing-boat picked me up. 
Queen Bertha, making one of her accustomed charity  visits, 
found me with a fisherman who had already too many 
mouths to nourish; she placed me at her ow n  expence with 
a person of her own rank, along with some children, 
amongst whom I was raised and instructed by the M onks 
of Canterbury. It is by the desire of the Q ueen that I have 
entered upon a Novitiate.”  “ It is not then because you 
felt a special call for the religious life?”  “ I have not anal
ysed myself. It is only three years since the vessel was 
shipwrecked and everyone around me is full of praises for 
the religious life, and full of reverence for the Church ; I 
love all that which is refined, beautiful and mysterious, 
perhaps I will be happier in a Monastery than in the world. 
Y e t ”  “ Y e t  what?”  “ Lately I  was much puzzled 
upon the subject of the holy faith, upon questions which I 
cannot answer.”  “ W h y  lately?”  “ Because I  have met 
and conversed with a person in the House of the A p en 
nines who thinks very deeply.”  “ This is doubtless the Pos
tulant whom Marcus has spoken of.”  “ It is Athwohl, his
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conversation has impressed me profoundly.”  “ O f  what 
nation is he?” - “ I do not know; he has only made allusion 
to me of his island country.”  “ Confide to me what he has 
told you upon the subject of the questions which trouble 
you.” “ Upon the eve of his departure Athvvohl told me 
that he would not return because he knew now the Bene
dictine practices, and that he was convinced that they were 
neither in accord with reason, nor with truth ; according to 
him they had been changed.” “ That is interesting! Has 
lie supported that assertion by any arguments, and can you 
remember them?”  “ I remember them perfectly. I have 
never heard words similar to those of Athwohl, having been 
a pupil since the age of three years under the auspices of 
the Queen, afterwards under the Fathers.”

“ What does he say upon the subject of the Trinity?”  
“ He says that no mystery, nothing which is beyond the 
power of comprehension of a developed man, has been im
posed upon man by his Divine Formator. He says that 
man has been endowed with intelligence, so that it may be 
developed and not mystified. Athwohl also says that in 
your own writings it was written: ‘There be Gods many’
and that there is only one God; there can only be one, both 
of which cannot be true; and also that which you call the 
Mystery of the Trinity, is illogical, since by no means can 
there be Personalities in the Impersonal; that the Imper
sonal could not engender a Son, neither could that which is 
engendered be co-limal with that which engendered it; and 
that voluntarily or through ignorance you have perverted 
the truth, by saying that the Unique, the Unfathomable, and 
Indivisible is dual; for thus the procession of His forces 
within the forces of matter, up to that time dormant, 
would have been impossible!”  “ What does Athwohl 
say of the Son of God?”  “ That you have per
sonified the Anointed in the person of a young Israelite 
whose parentage and history was known to the Hierarchies; 
and willingly, or through ignorance, you altered a funda
mental truth, viz:  the manifestation of the Unfathomable 
and Indivisible by Brah in the clothing of eternal matter.”
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“ What does he say about our dogma of the Creation?”  
“ That this word is a pure invention, since matter and the 
Unfathomable and Indivisible are co-eternal, because the 
evolved and integral forces of matter and the forces of the 
Unique Unfathomable and Indivisible are co-equal, because 
cosmic equilibrium consists in the evolution of the forces of 
Universal Matter, in such a way that they are efficacious in 
their integrity and thus, capable of responding to the forces 
of the Unfathomable and Indivisible ”

“ Our desire is to thoroughly examine the thoughts of 
those who differ from us. What says this young man 
upon the Fall of the Angels and Man?”  “ Athwohl main
tains that if by Angels you mean to say the formations of 
Aoual and Elohim, of lesser density, who people the 
materialisms, neither the Angels nor Men have ever fallen, 
but that they have fallen back rather, step by step before 
the crushing forces of the Disequilibrate and the Disequil- 
ibrator who came from beyond the Veil of the Pathetisms.
He adds that all the more rarefied formations, fortified by 
struggle and endurance, purified by suffering, expect that 
the quaternary and complete evolution of man will put him 
in relationship with them. They will meet at the time of 
the passage over the great Abyss occupied by the Hostile, 
and that passing-over will be the herald of the Restitution.
Since man is not fallen there is no need for a Redeemer, 
but a Restorer.” “ Then this young man not only does not 
accept our sacred faith, but neither believes in our tradition, 
nor in those still more ancient dogmas, where the disobedi
ence of Adam and Eve. their banishment from Paradise 
and the sentence of their punishment are distinctly 
recorded.”

“ Athwohl says that vulgarisation and error are synony
mous, and that that which was received in all its purity by 
the Sacred Hierarchies has been, either through design or 
ignorance changed, personified, confused, in an inconceiy-- 
able manner. It is thus that the First Formed in the 
Materialisms, Elohim the Second Formed, and the Great | 
Disequilibrator are confounded and taken, the one for the
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other. It is thus that they attribute the tempting and curs
ing of man, the separation of his being and rejection, to 
the Diviue Formator who made man in his own image, to 
give him empire over all the material spherical domain, 
whilst all that is the work of the Hostile!* He has drawn 
from man his Passivity; he has stripped him of his verit
able Physical or Glorious Body, he has cast him out, as 
well as his chief Emanations, time after time, severing and 
resevering the sphere where he had been formed.”  “ I see 
that the conspiracy against us is admirably planned, but I 
do not see what motive they attribute to us for teaching the 
dogma of the Fall of man? What motive do they attribute^ 
to us?”  “ I have never heard anyone speak of it save 
Athwohl.”  “ And Athwohl affirms?”  “ That the present 
Church is not a religious organisation, but a social and 
political one; that the dogmas of Original Sin, of Univers
al Disintegration and of Eternal Torment are essentially

w

necessary for the prosperity of this organisation as your 
mysteries of the Incarnation, Crucifixion and Resurrection 
themselves.”  “ W h y?”  “ Because the Catholic Church, 
and she alone has the power of the remission of Original 
Sin, which is formally declared to render every child born 
into the world accursed and deserving eternal torment. She 
alone has the power of the remission of actual sin, in 
thought, word, and deed, and often she promulgates laws 
and doctrines, the violation or neglect of which is reckoned 
as a mortal sin. So long as men believe that the Church 
holds the keys to Heaven and Hell, her power will be 
great; so long a time as man believes in the doctrines of 
Original Sin, in the present definition of sin, that they be
lieve she alone has the power to remit, so long will its treas
ury be full to overflowing.”

“ Athwohl has condemned our teaching, what is his 
own?”  “ That the totality of formations of good will are 
the dwelling of the Divine Impersonality ; that the men of 
crood will are the Temple, and that Psycho-Intellectual

♦See The Seductions o f Satan towards Man and our Earth.,—Editor,
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man is the Holy of Holies, consequently that every being 
born into the world has the right to conditions capable of 
assuring its well-being, evolution and happiness, and that 
those who condemn the Formations as accursed curse their 
Formator, of whom they are the clothing and the dwell
ing.”  The Abbot fixed a scrutinising gaze upon Ion and 
said to him : “ A n d  what do you think, my child, of the 
teachings of A th w oh l?”  The expressive countenance of 
Ion reddened slightly under the piercing glance of the 
Abbot. “  God grant that it may be true?' said he in a l o w  
/oice which trembled with emotion ; “ W ould  that I were 
free to evolve my Superior Being, to labor and to suffer, if 
necessary for the truth, so as to manifest the D ivin ity ,  
whose Temple I am, and to lead men, my fellow-creatures, 
from height to height of wisdom. H ow  much more noble 
this is than to come into the world a criminal, judged and 
condemned for a supposed fault that was committed thou
sands upon thousands of years ago, and to be pardoned 
only in proportion to the suffering, condemnation and 
death of the innocent!”

During some time there was silence, then the Abbot said 
mildly : “ You have done well, my child, to speak freely 
that which you have heard, but it is not for that only that 
I sent for you. That which I require of you is that you 
shall find Athwohl and that you advise me as soon as you 
have found him. A  short time ago a venerable Druid  
made a visit, with four of the principal Druids, to Arch 
bishop Augustine. Upon returning towards Mona they 
were, as we suppose, vilely assassinated, for the cave in
which one body only was found bore witness to a terrible0
and prolonged struggle. The body was unrecognisable, 
but in a little leather satchel papers of great importance 
were found addressed to Athwohl; now after investigation, 
we have learned that this was the name of the princely son 

of the venerable Druid who had paid a visit to Augustine 
To-day we have reason to believe that the Athwohl., whose 
acquaintance you have made during your sojourn in the 

Apennines, the Prince of Wales and the temporary Arch-
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Druid, are one and the same individual. W e  have vainly  
sought for this young man ; it is for you to find him so that 
we restore to him, that which by right belongs to him. 
To-morrow then, my child, you will set out for Mona. I f  
you find him whom you seek there, it will be w e l l ; otherwise 
vou will set out for the Isle of Ceylon and you will search 
there.”  “ And if I do not succeed in finding him?” “ Then 
we will authorise you to return to Mona and to request to 
be admitted as a Neophyte in that strange but powerful 
Order of the Druids. I f  this takes place you will be near 
the Monastery of St. David, whose A b b o t  will give you 
aid and counsel; I have no need to add to you that our 
Holy Church alone possesses the truth before which all 
wisdom of the past pales like stars before the light of d a y .”  

The Abbot placed his hands upon the head of Ion as a 
sign of benediction, and the young N ovice retired within 
his cell to prepare for his journey, and to take rest. * But 
he tried in vain to sleep; the teachings of A th w o h l and he 
who had received him from his infancy presented them
selves alternately to his mind, and all his being shared in it. 
The night was thus passed without sleep and the next 
morning he placed himself upon the road for Naples, a 
heaviness upon his eyes and heart.

*  *  *

Within a marvellous chamber of her palace, Catalini, the 
patrician courtesan of the Imperial C ity  reposed upon an 
ivory and golden couch. It was night and the chamber was 
lighted by moonlight so brilliant that the little silver lamp 
which burnt upon the table, gave only a minute red light. 
The brightness of the moon seemed concentrated upon the 
pretty blond Catalini, whose gossamer like night-dress 
slightly concealed her perfect bust, neck and rounded 
shoulders. Her wavy hair, long and lustrous, of the color 
of pale gold, seemed to have been woven from the moon
light. She slept and her rosy lips half open allowed her 
regular teeth, similar to pearls, to be seen. Around her 
white and rounded throat was a curious ancient necklace 
having five rows of precious stones hanging below one
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another; the first row was composed of black pearls, the 
second of opals, the third of green onyx, the fourth of cat’s 
eyes, and the fifth of moonstones. '

While the pretty courtesan slept, the chamber was grad
ually filled with a dark mist which ascended in spirals like 
smoke, around the couch upon which she reclined. In the 
midst of these spirals appeared a form, scarcely more 
material than the mist itself, but distinctly visible however, 
by the light of the pale carmine Aura in which it was en
veloped. It was the form of a man about thirty-three years 
of age, straight, majestic, with countenance full of pride

I

and conscious of his power. A s  it entered within the per
fumed mixture of blood-and-water color of the young 
sleeper, that form assumed a degree of greater density and 
the lips pronounced : “ Reich-Sheba-Ma.”  The large fas
cinating sea-green eyes of Catalini opened and she asked: 
“ Reich-Malek, why are you here?”  “ Because I have 
need of your help, because my desire and 'will is to labor 
with you, as we have formerly labored together. 1 have 
wanted for a long time the occasion to speak to you when 
Catalini was in deep sleep, but up till now my efforts have 
been in vain.”  “ To work with you Reich-Malek ! Never 
more! Do you think that I have forgotten how you acted 
in our last labor, when you found a medium whom you 
thought was better able to serve for your object than Pop- 
pea? for whose sake you assassinated first Agrippina and 
then Octavia. Do you think that I have forgotten the 
brutal kick that you gave to her? it caused the death of the 
child that she bore, as well as her own, after long agony.”  
“ W hat matter, since you were yourself exteriorised from 
the form ot Poppea?”  “ Y ou know perfectly well that my 
wish is to regard as sacred all those that 1 possess.”  
“ W hat good to recall a wrong done more than 6oo years 
ago?”  “ 1 presume that the ardor of your anger again 
the Druids is not yet extinguished, since you were force 
to proceed from the place where you sheltered yourself as 
Draada, since they cut down the plants which were sacn 
to you as they are now .”  “ The work which I underta
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in union with you is rather for you than for me, for it is a 
work of vengence against the Druids and Druidesses; I 
wish for the loss of the Isle of Oaks, the destruction of the 
forest, and the consequent scattering of the Draada.

A  silvery laugh escaped from the coral lips of Catalini. 
“ Are those your emanations or mine,”  said she, “ who dwell 
in the four forms of the four Chiefs put to death by the 
strokes of their clubs, and who lfke the Hermit, are always 
living in the Isle of Oaks, so that almost every one believes 
that they have found the most precious secret of all, that of 
perpetual life in its integrity? Is it I who desire and wish to 
disperse and destroy the Hierarchies with whom is wisdom, 
to be able without obstacle to conceal and turn aside the 
rays of the light of truth, and to labor in darkness?”  “ Tru
ly I know not what you desire and wish Reich-Sheba-Ma. 
All that I know is that you harass and trouble men by your 
suggestions and fascinations, but for what end I am igno
rant.”  “ Remain ignorant then.”  “ Listen before judging 
me. Alianah, from whom you had formerly drawn the 
life, in the eastern Garden of Cedars, and who reposed as a 
Draada in the Cedar of Lebanon in the midst of the forest 
of the isle of Oaks; Alianah, at whose word the Mistletoe 
was cut down and whose presence virtually banished you 
from the Sacred Isle, is reincarnated; I have every reason 
to believe.”  “ Where and with whom?”  “ In this city 
even, with one named Alban, who is no other than the 
Malek-Zadek of old, the Hermit of the Cave of the time of 
Nero.”  “ Since you know why do you come and seek my 
aid?”  “ Only because it is necessary for me to know if 
Aelon or Alion is also reincarnated. There is scarcely an 
evolved man that is not visible to you, at least when he is 
plunged in sleep; who other than you should I apply to for 
help in this circumstance?”  “ It might be necessary, but 
as I exteriorise myself from my Catalini, I have no desire 
to leave her to be subjected to a brutal death as was Pop- 
pea.”  “ As I am not incarnate, you know perfectly well 
that such a thing is impossible for me.”  “ I know also 
that whilst the four who are your emanations have gone to
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the Isle of Oaks, in the form of Druids whom they posses*; 
the fifth and the most precious, the father of the young 
Arch-Druid. Athwohl, was possessed by a being who is 
completely under your influence and is subjugate to you'.17 
“ What matter? Tell me, Reich-Sheba-Ma, do you wish to 
seek Alion upon earth?”  “ Where should I seek him first?” 
“ In the Isle of Oaks.”  “ A nd Catalini?”  “ Put her tinder the 
care of the Monks of Gregory the Great, with whom you 
have free access.”  “ A nd where you have access also!”  
“ Where then do you wish to put her?”  “ If it is possible, 
under the care of Alban, over whom you have no influence.” 
“ Alban will refuse to receive your trust, most certainly, for 
Lucila his supposed daughter, whom I guess to be Alianah, 
lives with him in the little house upon the banks of the 
Tiber.”

“ Go away now, you fatigue me, and return no more if 
you wish not that I should abandon you for ever.”  “ R e 
flect well, Reich-Sheba-Ma, before you drive me from you, 
it would be much better that you accede to my request and 
ardent and constant desire, and that you consent to be one 
with me in Duality of Being.”  Two brilliant eyes of anger 
were fixed upon those of Reich-Malek, and through her 
white teeth proceeded those words, with the hiss of a ser
pent : “ One with you in Duality of Being! Y ou, Being of 
a temporary and accidental kingdom! I, to be one with 
you ! Go, for fear that in my anger I do not disintegrate you. 
Do you think that I could be like you, I who although dis- 
equilibrated am originally a child of the light of the morn
in g ! ”  Afterwards the chamber was filled with an iridescent 
light, as brilliant in splendor as the sun at mid-day; upon 
the eastern hills the morning dawn appeared, and the shad
ows took flight carrying with them the form of darkness.

* * «
In a spacious stable where asses and oxen found shelter 

side by side, a man was stretched upon a heap of forage, and 
slept in the light of the last stars that the morning dawn 
began to disperse. The form which had appeared to Cata
lini during her sleep approached to a she-ass, which was
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lying near to a manger with herifoal aged three years. The 
eyes of the mother, which passed her warm and soft tongue 
over the face of the little beast, were lovely and tender; 
they were sad also, for she knew what labors and privations, 
and how many lashes under heavy loads, awaited her new
born son. Her Aura, impregnated with tenderness and 
pain, surrounded her and her little one, as a crimson and 
greyish aureole ; Reich-Malek thought of taking in that Aura 
such clothing as would permit him to place himself in rela
tionship with the man who slept upon the heap of forage, 
but he vainly tried to enter it, because he found nothing 
there that answered his efforts. He left the stable with a 
cry of suppressed anger, and entered into the Monastery. 
He found therein a lay Brother rich in vitality, but poor in 
intelligence, whose work consisted in driving the oxen when 
they labored the ground. Reclothing himself in haste, in 
the animalised Aura of the sleeper, he entered anew into 
the stable. A t  his entry the she ass, frightened, uttered a 
bray, which awakened the rnan who slept upon the straw. 
This man had passed the middle age; his countenance with 
regular features, expressed distrust and uneasiness. It was 
the form of the father of Athwohl, who had been killed, and 
whose body had been possessed by the Inimical. He trem
bled upon seeing Reich-Malek thus reclothed, and said in 
an accent which denoted fear : “ W hat do you want Master ?”  
“ I wish that you would go out of the Nervo-Physical form 
that you occupy and that you enter no more therein.”  “ I 
must forcibly obey you because you are stronger than I ; 
permit me however, I beg of you, to enter into some other 
body so that I lose not the sight of the earth and man.”  
“ That is your business, mine is that you leave instantly and 
with as little pain as possible the body which you have dwelt 
in for centuries, otherwise I will expel you by force and will 
suffer you no more to be in relationship with the earth!”  

Afterwards as he whom he addressed hesitated, he put his 
right hand upon his head; his eyes closed in deep sleep, 
similar to that which fell upon Kahi when Devo put him to 
sleep to withdraw his Passivity, and he was forced to exteri-
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orise himself in his entirety. Near the door slept one of 
the oxen for trampling wheat, whose horns were buttoned 
because he was accustomed to butt ; mingling the evolved 
degrees of his Nervous State with the less evolved degrees 
of the Nervous State of the ox, the Being entered within i he 
animal. Now it was the office of the man who slept upon 
the straw to open in the morning the door of the stable, to 
lead the animals to drink, no person came then to open it, 
and Reich-Malek who, as soon as the other had been ex
pelled, had taken possession of the body, could repose in the 
Sleep of Assimilation until the moment when the golden 
beams of the sun penetrated the stable. Then rising quick
ly, he went out, after giving a scornful kick to the ox lying 
near to the door.

The stable was situated in an isolated place outside of the 
Imperial City ; upon entering into the house he traversed the 
streets full of passengers; he absorbed as much as he could 
of the vitality of all those whose Auras were responsive to 
his own, or to that of the lay Brother, and the individuals, 
near to whom he passed, were astonished to find themseAes 
so feeble and exhausted. Approaching the Tiber be seated 
himself under a tree, and became plunged in revery.; he was 
soon conscious that there was some one near to him ; look- 
ing up he perceived the dark crimson Nervous Form of an 
adolescent of great beauty. His large dark eyes, deep and 
sorrowful, encountered his; in his turn he trembled and 
asked: “ What do you want with me, Master?”  The adol
escent replied: “ I wish you to proceed from the body that 
you possess and that you enter it no more.”  Reich-Malek 
Pegged, tp his turn, time to enter within some living earth
ly being, so that his relationship with the earth and man 
might not be broken. That adolescent, who was the Em 
peror of the Hostiles, replied to him : “ Take possession if 
you wish, of the lay Brother in whose Aura you are your
self semi-materialised, but go out now from this body 
quickly and without pain, so that it suffer not.”  Then 
Reich-Malek slept in an unconscious state in the Aura of \ 
Doh, of the color of dark mother-of-pearl, and being ex- f1
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ter___l-iorised, lie went quickly towards the Monastery, whilst
Doh look possession of the form which had been formerly
the exterior envelope of the father of Athwohl.

Afterwards rising he went promptly to the little low
9

house which was near the banks of the Tiber, and knocked
Ml

four times at the door with a staff which he held in hia■ • -
hand. At the fourth knock the door was opened by Alban 
the Hermit of the Cave. The latter upon seeing the vener 
able Chief enter, who had been lost to them, uttered a cry 
of surprise, then calling to mind the doubts he had enter
tained respecting the four who wore returned from their 
visit to Austin, he drew back. But Doh had already taken 
time to give him the kiss of peace, by which the Druids 
had the habit of saluting each other; and although he was 
immortal, this kiss of Doh drew from him so much vitality 
that he swooned away. Whilst he was thus unconsciously 
stretched out, Doh entered within the inner chamber; as 
he passed over the threshold, a lovely child of about 
twelve years, that had awakened upon his entrance, ad
vanced to the further end where the shadow concealed her. 
She was clad in a long robe of fine white linen, her feet 
were bare, and her long black hair fell over her like a 
mantle. A s  her dark eyes met his Doh murmurred softly :
4'What a beauty!”  The child paid no attention to those 
words of admiration. She was accustomed to hear them 
when she passed through the streets with Alban, or when 
she looked from the terrace of the little house. Seeing that 
it was not Alban but a stranger, she drew back, saying: 
“ Where is my guardian? where is Alban?*’ “ All is well; 
Alban has opened the door to me, for he has known me for 
a long time; I am the father of the young Arch-Druid of 
the Isle of Oaks, and l  am the bearer of news for Alban.” 
In speaking thus he took the hands of the child in his own 
and with a low deep sigh, she also lost consciousness.

The next morning all the inhabitants of the neighbour
hood were in anxiety, full of astonishment and pity, for the 
house of Alban the stranger had been robbed and he and 
the child Lucila had disappeared. When the news reached
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the ears of the authorities, search was instituted. A  piece 
of white dress and a sash were found upon the banks of the 
Tiber in a lonely place, and recognised as having belonged 
to Lucila and Alban, which permitted of any doubt that 
they had been assassinated, their bodies stripped and thrown 
into the river.

T H E  M O N K S .

T H I R D  R E I N C A R N A T I O N  O F  T H E  C H A L D E A N .

N i g h t  was falling; night in the catacombs. Within a 
tomb newly hewn in the rock Lucila was extended upon a 
large mantle of Tyrian purple, whose sable collar formed a 
pillow. She was clothed in a long flowing robe, alike 
purple. She was deeply asleep, her respiration was calm 
and regular, and nothing indicated that her sleep was ab
normal except the paleness of her wistful countenance, 
upon which fell softly the light of a lamp which burned 
over the new tomb. The place where she slept was about 
a yard above the floor of the catacombs. The Chief of Dis
equilibrium, in the form of the venerable Druid, kept 
standing before the tomb where she was unconsciously ex
tended, himself motionless and silent as a statue; the flame 
of the lamp had been lowered so that it did not flicker, 
and here and there burned a lamp, unchanged through the 
centuries, as if mocking the flame of life, which before 

being completely lighted, is extinguished by the Hostiles 
and their emissaries, or formations.

The dull silence was broken by the voice of Doh, the
w

Disequilibrated. “ Awaken and see me such as I  am.”  
These words although pronounced in a low voice spread in 

echoes throughout the catacombs', and the exteriorised form 
of Lucila soon appeared between her body and the Dis
equilibrated Chief. She saw him such as he was, in all the 

majesty of his splendor, in all the pride and sadness of his 

beauty. He fixed upon her his eyes full of softness and in 

a caressing voice, in a tone of prayer rather than that of 
command, he said : “ Alianah H a a -H ea -M a , will you tell 
me what you see?” “ I see upon the earth the universality

go T H E  C H A L D E A N .
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of its tides, crimson and white, rapidly skipping; their 
friction engenders that which contains 1 i fc * * ̂ “ The crim
son blood and the white sap like water, that which contains 
the life of the Azert being non-stationary or stationary, the 
life of the Soul breathed into the Universality of Azert 
Matter, when Brah sacrificed the Personality assumed in 
Elohim, to clothe himself with the Azert density of eternal 
and responsive matter! A s  marvellous as pretty are the 
crimson and white tides which understand the secrets of 
gradations, gradations which are without divisions, for 
within the crimson is found the white veil, and within the 
white is found the crimson nucleus.”  v.

Then in a voice of sadness he added: “ If I had left in 
equilibrium the Pathetic V eil;  if I had equilibrated myself 
in my own power along with the aid of the All-Sorrowful, 
the life of the Soul of the Azert would have been one with 
the unity of its Pathetiser, of Him who evolves it; whilst 
now!!! There was silence such a silence as might be 
felt. He was interrupted by a penetrating and melodious 
voice which proceeded from the pale lips of Lucila: 

Whilst now the eternal is with the Temporary, the Im
mortal wish the Mortal.”  “ I recognise your voice, O 
daughter of the Morning! Since you speak by the mouth 
of Alianah you ought to be at this moment in equilibrium 
with her, at least in will.”  “ Be you also in equilibrium, 
at least in will, Son of the Morning.”  “ Be one with me 
in Duality of Being, Sheba-Ma, we will both together 
equilibrate, both together mutually and we will equilibrate 
the Cosmos of Being.”

In reply a silvery laugh sounded like a warbling through 
the catacombs, repeating itself from echo to echo, until it 
died away in the distance.”  “ You mock me.”  “ Why? 
are there not moments when like you also I thirst for equil
ibrium, when I have a thirst to redeem the past?”  “ Per
haps, but two wrongs do not make one right. It is not we 
who can help one another in equilibrating ourselves. Be
sides, what better proof is thereofyourdisequilibrium than 
the fact of thus trying to separate the being of Alianah?”

9 1
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by the vitality from the oaks. 5 J

“ I have need for certain knowledge which I can attain only 
through her. Moreover what does it matter to you! Is 
she not your enemy ? Was it not by her advice that they

pl

cut all the parasitical plants in the forest of the Isle of 
Oaks, which were sacred for us, and which were nourished

“ There are in me two 
natures. In disequilibrium I am the enemy of Alianah ; in 
rare intervals of comparative equilibrium 1 am her friend. 
In disequilibrium I can extract her vitality from her Nervo- 
Physical envelope, but in the state of Nervous Being I have 
even no influence over her. In equilibrium I can penetrate 
every Passive with the exception of one alone. A t  this 
time I am the protectress of Alianah; restore to her the 
being which you have exteriorised.”  “ A nd if I refuse?’* 
"Then we shall wrestle.”  “ I do not wish to disturb you, 
Daughter of the Brightness of the Morning and of the 
Shadows of Night.”

Then the Chief of the Disequilibrated remained standing, 
motionless and silent, watching over the reentrance of the 
being of Lucila that he had exteriorised from the Nervo- 
Physical form reclining upon her mantle, in the newly cut 
tomb. But in approaching to the form, the exteriorised 
being was surrounded with a glory of prismatic light, 
similar to that of the First-Formed, although less radiant 
however, and was carried towards the south-east as rapidly 
as a light cloud chased by a strong wind. Whilst it disap
peared as a radiant light, the Disequilibrate Chief turned 
himself towards the couch where Alianah had been extend
ed, but the body had disappeared! Looking then in the 
direction where he had seen Reich-Sheba-Ma cross the 
waters of the sea he perceived as it were a small sun of 
prismatic splendour, which sped in the same direction. 
“ This Passive, as powerful as strange, has carried Alianah 
towards the Isle of the Oaks,”  murmured he, “ but why?”  

He had concealed under his large dress the mantle of 
Tyrian purple and was about to leave the catacombs, when 
on raising his eyes he saw here and there, that the roots of 
the trees had penetrated through the roof of soft granular
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sandstone the roots of the trees had penetrated through the 
roof of soft granular sandstone. He stopped a moment 
and looked at these hair-like hanging roots: “ I f  those who 
have buried here six millions of their fellow-creatures know 
the secret of Che Draada, the Haa-Heci-Ma< some amongst 
them would have been able to arrive at that glorious resur
rection, that has been so strangely promised to all these six 
millions, developed or not, who have been placed in these 
tombs.” Upon these words he proceeded from the large 
catacombs to re-enter within the city. Before the Pantheon 
he stopped murmuring in a mocking tone: “ Hail rotunda 
of Augustus, consecrated solemnly to the memory of human 
Heroes! Seven centuries have not run and we have conse
crated thee to the cult of the young Israelite o f  Nazareth, 
whom we have invested with all the glory of the D ivinity ,  
60 that in his name and honour we may so far as is possible 
annul the supreme truth which the Sacred Hierarchies
uphold in every clime and nation under heaven— the D ivine 
Impersonality.”

Before the Arch of Titus with its bas-reliefs representing 
the carrying away of the candlesticks with seven branches, 
the table of shewbread, and the sacred vases of the Temple, 
he also stopped, and placing his hand upon one of the sides 
of the Arch, he said: “ Thou art well named, Titus, the 
delight of the human race, for their delight is to adore us, 
the Personal Gods and to represent a similitude of all the 
Divinities. When you profaned and pillaged the Temple 
of Jerusalem, when you burnt the Sacred Books, you open
ed the way for us and our Personal Divinities, through 
whom and by whom we rule and subjugate man.”  He next 
stopped at the foot of the Trajan column. “ Hail Trajan,”  
said he, “ Hail Caesar Imperator! When in honor of thy 
victory over the Dacii they erected the first stone in thy 
column, eleven thousand beings of animal formation were 
massacred, and ten thousand animals in human form killed 
one another to amuse the people, who went in a crowd to 
the feasts and festivals consecrated to the triumph of their 
heroes. If there remains anything of thee under, the
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column, in the golden urn which contains the ashes of that 
which was once Trajanus Augustus, what will be thy im
pression upon seeing that thy statue has been removed, and 
that the spiral bas-reliefs representing thy Dacian victories 
are crowned by the gilt statue of a Galilean fisherman, 
guardian of the keys of Heaven and Earth? Nevertheless 
it was justice (how could there not be justice at the 
Forum?) since in thy name thousands of beings were killed, 
whereas in the name of the fisherman the earth will be 
soaked in the life-blood, and drenched with the tears of 
myriads of human beings!”

He afterwards went rapidly towards Mount Cassino, 
climbed the high hill, and having awaited an opportune 
moment, crept into the cell of the lay brother, in the Aura 
of whom Reich-Malek was semi-materialised, and from 
whom he had drawn the vitality and possessed, after he 
had been cast out of the body of the father of the Arch- 
Druid. “ What news?”  he asked. “ This morning Cata- 
lini upon repairing to her suburban Palatial Villa stopped 
to confess in the Church of St. Peter de Vincoli. In going 
out she passed through a field where oxen were pasturing; 
one of them whose horns were tipped with wood, seeing her 
red robe, rushed upon her, stamped upon her and killed 
her. They have carried her inanimate form here, and it is 
I who have watched over her during the night.”  “ Well, 
and the ox?”  “ They pursued i t ; in running away it fell 
into the Tiber and was drowned.”  “ May the waters pre
serve to perpetuity him by whom the ox was possessed.”  
After a few moments reflection he added: “ We go tempor
arily to exchange bodies, Reich-Malek; for the present I 
am the watcher and you the Ex-Druid; it is essential that 
I watch the body of Catalini this night. It was I, however, 
the keeper of the oxen, who excited the ox.”  “ No service 
is forgotten.”

♦  *  *

Athwohl paced to and fro under the knotty branches of 
the giant oaks. Just as lions have a presentiment of the 
tempest and earthquake, so he had a presentiment of a
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chic tempest which might burst upon them at any in- 

PSyn| wjth unequalled fury. That which troubled hitn was
itber the disappearance of his revered father, nor the
achinations of the Monks of Augustine, who compassed 

and land to make one proselyte; nor the thousands of 
the inhabitants of Albion converted to the cult of the Per
sonal Divinity whom they proclaimed, and for whom they 
had already erected a Cathedral, full of images of their new 
Deity. No, that which troubled him so deeply, that which 
grieved him so sadly, was the knowledge, that for the first 
time, the Order was divided against itself, and this interior 
division, always increasing, threatened to weaken that 
which during ages, without being stirred up, had borne 
attacks, libels and persecutions. A s  he paced to and fro, 
he was joined by the Druid Heatane, who said to him : 
“ Yesterday evening at twilight, one of those who had 
gone with your father to confer with Augustine, and who 
had returned announcing that he had been assassinated, has 
left the forest and crossed to the mainland. Night came 
on and he did not return ; now the rule is that no Member 
of the Order leaves the Isle for more than twenty-four 
hours; without giving warning. W hy did Cadlawyn thus 
steal away secretly and why has he not returned?”  “ Do 
you think that any misfortune has happened to him?”  
“ No, I think rather that through him and his companions 
some misfortune will happen to us.”  “ It is true, a pre
sentiment of evil that I cannot shake off weighs upon me.”  
As the young Druid said these words a messenger came to 
him saying: “ A  young man, a stranger awaits you.”  
“ Bring him here.”  Soon afterwards the messenger re
turned: “ The stranger has disappeared,”  he said, “ I told 
him to wait under the Cedar of Lebanon whilst I brought 
you the message; I had first gone to seek you in your own 
home, which during twelve increases and decreases of the 
moon you have not le ft; perhaps he has got weary of wait
ing and returned to Albion.”

Athwobl had never left the Castle of Aberffraid, where 
he lived as hereditary Prince and temporary Arch-Druid,
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since the disappearance of his father; the Hermit of the 
Cave had indeed left the Isle for the first time, and this 
was upon urgent advice received during their last interview 
that he had taken that resolution. The Hermit considered 
it necessary, because the Druids were more and more divid
ed amongst themselves; more than one authority had ex
pressed the wish that one of the four who had returned 
from Canterbury should be appointed to the office of Arch- 
Druid, until such time as the Lot should be consulted anew, 
and that the Seers might recognise the veritable Arch- 
Druid, in the one to whom it fell. It was for this reason 
that Ion had vainlv failed to see Athwohl, and that one of

y

them whom he had questioned, fearing that he might be a 
spy of the Monks, their enemies, had told him falsely that 
Athwohl had set out for the Isle of Ceylon.

Ion put himself on his way. Down there, some one who 
had visited the Isle of Oaks described Athwohl so exactly 
that he could no more doubt but that the Probationer, 
whose conversation had so deeply interested him, was the 
hereditary Prince, the Arch-Druid Athwohl. He therefore 
returned to the Isle of Oaks, with the resolution to demand 
admission into the Order, not in order to obtain informa
tion as to Athwohl for the Monks of Rome, but rather in 
order to comprehend the Philosophy of the Druids, which 
he had already gained a little knowledge of in Ceylon. 
Young and enthusiastic, a pupil from infancy amidst the 
Adepts of the new faith, he had accepted without examin
ation all that they had taught him; but the company of 
Athwohl had from the first caused to be born within his 
mind that question : What is Truth?

He was at the foot of the Cedar upon the carpet of Lilies 
of the Valley which scented the evening air, awaiting the 
return of the messenger through whom he asked an inter
view with Athwohl, when immediately a voice said beside 
him: “ You desire an interview with Prince Athwohl, to 
ask him to admit you as a Neophyte amongst us, and you 
are sent here by our worst enemies, by those at whose in
stigation the father of Athwohl was assassinated ; they wish

vr
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also the life of Athwoli l .”  Ion trembled with surprise and 
replied: “ What harm is there in supposing even that the 
young Arch-Druid and he whom I seek, may be the same 
person? Every one has the right to ask and to be received 
amongst the Druids as a Probationer, and all Probationers 
are free to leave without incurring any blame?”  “ If you 
wish so, come with me to my grotto home, for things are 
not what they appear to be, and I have much to say to 
you.”  Ion raised his large, deep, and searching eyes upon 
the countenance of the Hermit, then followed him in 
silence to the grotto, where more than six centuries before 
Alw yn had reposed in sleep, and where he escaped from 
being crushed under the falling-in of the great cave. Upon 
a white wooden plank supported upon strong trestles, a 
lamp burned, and a frugal repast was prepared. “ Will 
you please eat with m e,”  said he. “ See, I have prepared 
for you honey-bread with sweet spices and pomegranate 
wine the colour of rubies.”  Ion seated himself at the 
table, but instead of eating the nourishments, he remained 
long plunged into a revery; the Hermit was standing upon 
the other side of the table and very peacefully looked at 
him. “ The words that you have said to me,”  murmured 
Ion, “ are come as the sweet refrain of a melody long since 
forgotten.”  “ Eat and drink with me; who knows? per
haps that thus in relationship with me, the melody whose 
refrain you have caught, will return.”

They ate and drank, and soon the eyes of Ion were 
dulled in sleep; then he arose and stretched himself upon 
the ground, as if he had a habit of sleeping there. The 
Hermit stretched himself upon the couch and took the hand 
of Ion in his own. “ Sleep,”  said he, “ and look.”  “ What 
shall I see?”  “ Her whom your soul loves.”  No thought 
o f love had ever entered into the life of Ion; he however 
manifested no surprise at the words of the Hermit, and 
after a moment’s calm sleep, he said : “ I see, but I do not 
understand.”  “ W hat do you see?”  “ I see a prismatic 
splendour veiled by a cloud, and in the midst I see a woman 
of rare beauty that seems familiar to me. Behind the cloud
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I see another oval cloud which seems to colour the setting 
sun, although I do not see the sun.”  “ Sleep on so as to 
see the oval form nearer, Haa-Hea-MaP1 “ Now I see the 
same form of rich, rare beauty but in a less material de- 

” “ Describe the Passive who is in the middle of thegree.
cloud.”  “ She is extremely fair and her eyes are luminous 
as the colour of the beryl, but I cannot see her countenance 
distinctly, because of the dazzling and multi-coloured 
splendour of her A ura.”  “ Sleep the Reparative Sleep, see 
not, understand not, sensitise not until I return.”

In passing within the outer Cave the Hermit met Ath- 
wohl. “ I came to seek you,”  said he, “ for I guess that 
Sheba-Ma is on her way hither in the form of Alianah, and 
that she brings with her the part of being which is exteri
orised.”  '“ If it is thus, my trouble and uneasiness is ex
plained, yet?” “ Y et, what?”  “ I do not see how Sheba- 
Ma would be able to take the Nervo-Physical degree of 
Alianah, since there can be no affinity between them, now 
we consider that affinity as essential for such a prize to be 
accomplished.”  “ There are times when Sheba-Ma desires 
repose, all is changed then ; all that which troubles and 
sullies the waters sinks down and they become clear as 
crystal, pure like the waters of the spring. In those rare 
instances she can be in affinity with all the rare and pre
cious Passives in human form, or even with Universal Pas
sivity. Sheba-Ma stands alone in the annals of the Pas
sive Immortals, and notwithstanding the clouds and thick 
darkness which surround her, the light of the Star of the 
Morning shines from time to time through the cracks.”  “ Her 
coming however is not without imminent danger.”  “ It is 
for this reason that I went to seek you. to advise you to 
receive her in the enclosure of the Temple, in Hierarchic 
Order. Take care especially that those alone join them
selves to you that you summon, as is your duty; thus the 
four who brought the news of the death of your father must 
be-excluded. For such an object, no person ought to take 
part in the assembly, if you have not absolute confidence in
them. 1 5
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Athwohl was standing, his arms crossed upon his breast 
like a statue of an athlete. “ Last night I had dream,”  said 
lie, “ I saw the Lilies which flourish under the Cedar; within 
each folded green leaf there was a white flower like wax, 
and in each tiny bell there was a drop of morning dew 
which shone like a diamond. In the midst of the Lilies 
some one reclined whose countenance was familiar to me, 
but I could not recognise it, as I looked at it a sweet voice 
which came from the Cedar, said to me: ‘ Look, Hierarch
ical Chief of the Sacred Isle, behold A iianah.’ W hat would 
I not give if my dream was realised?”  “ Come aw ay.”  
And the Hermit conducted Athwohl by the right hand to 
the place where Ion slept. Athw ohl uttered a cry of joy 
and astonishment: ‘ *Thisis he whom I saw reposing among
the Lilies, and........and----- it is Ion I”  “ It is true. This
is the young stranger who desired to seek admission from 
you, it is I who have brought him here before that any of 
his dissatisfied friends had time to know his com ing.”  

Athwohl knelt down by the couch of the sleeper; he took 
him by the hand and whilst he affectionately kissed him, a 
large tear fell from his eyes. A t its touch a smile lighted 
up the countenance of Ion and he murmured : “ A lw yn, my 
Alwyn, who offered his life for me at the foot of the Rocking 
Stone!”  Athwohl arose and bent over the couch : “ Speak
to me once again, for thy countenance is beautiful and thy 
voice is like the music of the far-away past across the waters.”  
“ I sleep but my soul is aw ake.”  v;^3|ij£3

*  *  *

A  the centre of the immense circular Temple to which 
four roads led, from the four cardinal points, Athwohl was 
standing, and around him were assembled Heatane and the 
Chiefs of the Order in whom he had the most confidence. 
The four roads were occupied by the least important Mem
bers of the Order who had been appointed to guard the en
trance. Not one of the friends of Athwohl was missing 
except the Hermit who watched over Ion during his sleep.
The Temple was uncovered and all eyes were directed 
towards the South East. It was the month of August; in
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the heavens, without a moon and clouds, the planets shone 
and the stars sparkled gloriously. W hilst they watched, one 
of the triple stars of Andromeda was concealed by a cloud, 
in which iris lights shone and palpitated, in a continuous 
manner. The cloud approached, without sw erving either 
to the right or left, and stopped above the uncovered circle, 
in which the Druidical Hierarchy was assembled. Then it 
descended slowly, then rose, and in the midst of them, to 
the left hand of A thw ohl appeared Sheba-Ma clothed with 
the Nervo-Physical state of A lianah. From the small arched

W;

mouth proceeds a voice sweet and melodious : “ 1 am come
because I am very weary and I wish to rest m yself.”  
Athw ohl replied : “ W hy are you come to us in the form
of A lianah?”  “ I could not otherwise save Alianah in her 
integrity of being. I w ill rest myself in the midst of you, 
if however you allow me to repose; in repose I will exteri
orise in your united A u ras; Alianah will thus re-enter into 
her own envelope and will be with you in integrity of being. 
“ W e understand and we are w illing that you repose as you
desire; it is with you to sensitise whether or not we have
the power. *1 4 l Y ou  have that power for you are free and
evolved by numerous existences upon earth and, after your
disintegration in the Mental and Psychic Degrees, until 
you are placed in relation with the Universal Passivity. M y 
repose then is in your vitalised A ura.”

“ Before reposing, Daughter of the Morning and never
theless Queen of the Darkness of N ight, tell us why you 
torment man especially in the material spherical em pire; 
why you subvert the Cosmos of Physical being, since it is 
in your power to be mild and beneficent as now?”  “ B e 
cause I am not satisfied. Are not the'.waters the symbol of 
Passivity and do they not continually seek their level, never 
resting until they find it! The larger the spring the more 
does it forcibly run with rapidity towards the ocean. I atn 
only a type of the lesser Passives who torment man and 
subvert the little Cosmos in which they live. The Passives, 
alw ays in quest of equilibrium, are like the waters of The 
spring, which bound towards the ocean regardless of all ob-
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tacles?”  “ We know your rank, we understand your trouble. 
We know also that the repose which we can procure you is 
only temporary.”  “ Who knows? Perhaps that in our 
Duality our Dual Aura may be seen afar.”  “ We do not 
understand the signification of your words, but we are glad 
that you repose amongst us, and we shall always remember 
that it was the Child of the Morning and the Queen of the 
Darkness of Night who, in her time of repose, brought us 
from the midst even of the Hostile our A lianah.”

A flash of happiness illuminated the deep eyes of the 
Grand Passive, then her fringed eyelashes shut, and in the 
midst of the Druids, enveloped in the mantle of Athwohl 
she fell asleep as calm as that of a happy child in its own 
home. The starry vault became of a darker blue and the 
constellations shone more brilliant; Athwohl remained 
standing at his post, calm and strong, but slightly troubled, 
for he knew not how he could conveniently exteriorize the 
Grand Passive from the form of Alianah, conformably to 
her desire. The night passed thus until the light of dawn 
became mingled with the clearness of the stars; then as 
Lucifer, Star of the Morning shone brilliantly upon the 
horizon, Athwohl saw a prismatic light of intense bright
ness surround the Aura of the light of the sleeper and 
mingle itself 'with her; that light concentrated itself 
towards the south-east part of the heavens, and in its centre 
appeared a being clothed in white, lovelier than all the sons 
of men. Her long silky hair was the colour of ripe bar ley 
that the wind shakes. ;-

A t the very moment of its appearance the Hermit enter
ed into the circle with Ion, who had his hand placed upon 
his right shoulder. A t their entrance the exteriorised 
states of Alianah, enveloped in the Nervous state, left the 
back part of the cloud and became visible to the Assembly 
in entering into the Aura of Ion. The Hermit bowed him
self low before the young man in white clothing, and said :
“ 1 salute you, Initiate.”  He replied: “ A ll hail! King of 
Justice.”  Then Athwohl saw Sheba-Ma exteriorise from 
the form of Alianah, enter into the concentrated and
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radiant Aura of the Initiate, and rest there in repose and 
ineffable beauty. The Child of the Morning and Darkness 
of Night arose within the Aura of the Initiate; when she 
disappeared the watchers saw that the clearness of the 
Morning Star had paled before the golden glory which 
announced the rising, and that in the midst of them Ion 
and Alianah stood once more united and reincarnated.

* * *
A t the time when the Hermit conducted Ion by the hand, 

towards the grotto, two men entered into the good town of 
St. Davids borne by worn-out horses covered with foam. 
Arrived at the Palace of the Archbishop, they leaped down 
from their staggering animals, and demanded to deliver to 
the prelate a communication of the highest importance. 
Several minutes afterwards, whilst their horses were taken 
away to the stables, the Archbishop entered into the hall 
where, according to his order, they had been introduced. 
Large, thin, angular, with grey piercing eyes he scrutinised 
his guests, then he asked in a cold but mild voice: “ Who 
are you? and why are you come?”  “ W e are two of the 
principal Druids of Mona.”  “ Be seated and speak freely.”  
“ The civil and ecclesiastic authorities receive from time to 
time information upon the subject of the frightful and 
bloody rites of the Hierarchy of Mona. There are people 
who have shewn to your secret messengers the stones upon 
which men, women and children are sacrificed in these 
rites, the cages in which others are slowly burnt, so that 
their ashes may be thrown in the air and their fall unveil 
the future.”

“ Many persons think, and King Ethelbert is of the 
number, that the stones that they exhibit are those upon 
which the Neophytes place their foot, when they are pre
sented for Initiation, and that their curious construction, 
similar to cages, serves for purely mystical practices. It is 

" even admitted that the Powers of Darkness can be enclosed 
therein.”  “ Your messengers have no less declared that 
the sacred stones exhale an odour of newly-shed blood; they 
have also seen ashes strewed around the cages.” “ That is
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true, yet that blood and these ashes might have been the 
>vorU of some one of their Order, for if that which 16 said 
is true, the Druids are in disagreement with one another.
That which is certain is that they are the enemies of our 
Holy Faith, although Albion, Scotland, and Ireland have 
welcomed it, W ales is deaf to its menaces and promises.
We await the opportune moment for seizing the Chiefs to 
interrogate them, especially the hereditary Prince, Ath- 
wohl, who we understand, fills at this time the office of 
Arch-Druid.”  “ It is because we have knowledge of this 
desire that we are here. This night there is within the 
Grand Temple a solemn rite to be celebrated by the Hier
archy, in honour of the Chief Demon whom they serve. 
We have vainly tried to prevent this rile from taking place, 
but we have refused to take any part therein. There, in 
the midst of the Hierarchy which participates in their in
fernal rites and bloody sacrifices, will be present not only 
Athwohl, but the mysterious Druid of the grotto, and even 
perhaps some one greater than Athwohl. Obtain only 
soldiers to surround the enclosure, so that no person can 
escape; enter then within the Temple and you will see for 
yourselves if our words are true, and you can seize whom
soever you wish. There are many who are opposed to the 
Hermit and Athwohl, they will help you and rejoice to see 
their tyrannical oppressors seized.”

A  smile animated the lips of the Archbishop: “ W e  
than k you for your zeal. Go now, eat and drink and find 
rest, for you came very quickly on horseback, and you 
must be fatigued.”  Upon a sign, a servant who stood at 
the outer door of the hall left his post, and a few minutes 
afterwards a Monk entered. “ Shew those friends to the 
room which is prepared for them ; allow them to eat, drink, 
and sleep, and see that they want for nothing.” The two 
men followed the Monk to a room where dainty food and 
good wine awaited them. When they had satisfied their 
hunger the Monk courteously invited them to enter the 
inner room and repose, but they refused saying that they 
desired to return in all haste. And as the Monk reminded
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them that their horses could not bringf them to ..n AY*uud| t hey
asked that two new ones should be lent them. “ J wjjj J
and choose for myself two of the quickest.”  replied the
Monk, “ since you desire to return soon,”  Then nnc»oi;J *"u c u  u n s e a l i n g
a small bottle of wine, he added: “ I have heard that the 
wine which the Druids drink is excellent, but I doubt 
whether you have ever tasted wine like this that I have re
served for the parting cup. Drink of it and upon my 
return we will finish the bottle together.”  He poured some 
amber wine into two small silver cups and left the two 
messengers together. A t about the end of ten minutes the 
Monk returned and found them with their heads resting 
upon their arms crossed upon the table. The silver cups ‘ 
were empty and the two men slept profoundly. The Monk 
corked and sealed the bottle of the amber wine. “ The sun 
will rise and set before you awake from your lethargy,”  he 
whispered, “ no messenger will return this night or to
morrow to the Isle of Oaks.”

* * * . -.1*1 
The Druids assembled in the enclosure of the Temple 

rejoiced at the approach of Ion and welcomed Alianah, 
when cries were heard outside. They looked, then those 
who guarded the south entry rushed into the circle of the 
Great Temple, crying: “ Athwohl, we are surrounded by 
armed soldiers! The Druids who are against us, led by 
two of the four who had not been called to the solemn rites, 
have repulsed us who guarded the four roads which we 
watched, and they advance towards the Temple by the 
south entrance notwithstanding our resistance.”  Athwohl 
drew the Hermit aside: “ Save Ion and Alianah, you alone 
know the narrow and dark way which leads to the sea.”
But Ion, guessing his intention, said: “ No, no, it is upon 
us now that falls the care of your safety and we shall live 
or perish together.”  Athwohl looked at Ion and saw that 
his eyes were smiling, but his mouth expressed resolution.
He spoke again in a low voice to the Hermit, and directed 
his steps towards the southern entry of the Great Circle.
Ion went to rejoin Athwohl but the Hermit placed his
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hand upon his arm. “ L isten/’ he said to him, “ you are 
not at this time sufficiently developed to protect Alianah 
by means of your physical strength, still less to save the 
Sacred Order, consequently to attempt it would be to de
liver you and Alianah into the hands of the enemies who 
so diligently seek you. You can upon the contrary by 
Psychic force (which once evolved lasts for ages) save the 
Draada who are with us and of whom the Queen of the 
Iceni is not the least. You know, Ion, that I speak the 
very truth. The way is open; will you not be wise and 
follow me? No person here will abandon A thw ohl;you  
will not be here in your actual physical state, but as a 
united one in the multitude, whilst you and you only in 
Duality of Being, can, if we are conquered, receive, pro
tect. and support the Draada who are our sacred trust.”  
“ You are right,”  said Ion.

With a grave countenance he followed the Hermit by the 
narrow and secret way which led to the sea. Athwohl had 
advanced within the south road, and was standing, silent 
and motionless like a living rampart, in the way by which 
the enemies approached. Suddenly the form of his father 
stood before him : “ Resist not, my son, my first-born, for 
the soldiers have formed a double cordon around our 
Temple and woe is me that I should live to utter the words : 
The members of our own Order, who are our enemies, sur
pass us in number.”  “ Avaunt, deceiver! It can only be 
that you have succeeded in taking the exterior envelope of 
him whom you assassinated, but you cannot succeed in 
deceiving m e!”  Then without saying a word, the Dis- 
equilibrator surrounded Athwohl with his terrible embrace 
and the vitality escaped from his being, as water escapes 
from a porous vase. It was a matter of a few seconds 
only. The traitors rushed in trampling the inanimate 
form of him who had guarded the way, until Ion, guided 
by the Hermit, had been carried far from the shore by the 
strong oarsmen.

Next commenced the carnage. The Sacred Hierarchy 
was literally hewn to pieces by the traitors of the Order

l|g
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aided by the soldiers. Not a man left bis post or knew 
fear; the enemy perhaps would have been conquered if it 
had been only human foes, but the Disequilibraled and 
Reich-Malek, in the form of the father of Athwohl and the 
Monk, drew off the vitality of all. That night the Arch
bishop of St. David, with the smile of triumph upon his 
thin lips, saw from his window the forest of the Isle of 
Oaks in flames. By his side stood the Monk who had 
unsealed for the messengers the amber wine. “ Perish thus 
all our enemies!”  said he, extending his hand towards the 
lurid gleams which lighted up the heavens.

* # *
Standing upon the bridge, the crew of a vessel in the 

South Sea also saw the lurid gleams. In the midst of the 
vessel was Ion, his right hand leaning upon the forehead of 
the sleeping Alianab. The Hermit saw the dual Aura ex
tend over the waters as far as the shore; he saw the Draada 
enter within the Aura, who became visible as they entered 
it, and when he perceived the form of Boadicea he knew 
that the flames had reached the Cedar of Lebanon. It was 
he who had planted the Cedar and sown the acorns; he 
had seen them grow, he had seen the Draada enter within 
their place of temporary repose.

At the time of the greatest carnage, the Hermit with the 
help of Heatane reincarnated, had carried the body of 
Athwohl into the rocky caves by the secret way, and no 
enemy in the form of fire or man had followed them. He 
vainly employed all known means to reanimate the vital 
force of Athwohl, in vain, because in his cruel embrace the 
Disequilibrator had drawn the life force from tlie centres 
of his being. Then tenderly, reverentially, they bore the 
body within a small cave which penetrated far towards the 
coast of the Gauls, from the vault of which constantly 
dripped in long stalactites a water which by degrees cover
ed with crystal all on which it fell. They watched there 
sadly and at the end of the eighth day Heatane asked : 
“ What news of Athw ohlf "  The Hermit replied: “ A l
though he may have been stripped of the Degree of Nervo-
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Physical being in this his second reincarnation, he has not 
vet howerer left the earth ; he retains individuality in the 
Mental Degree of his being, in the most rarefied extension 
of the earth’s atmosphere. Who knows, therefore, if rein
carnated anew, he may not be able to return with the full 
memory of his past, or at least develop it .”  “ If this is the 
citse, what a glorious victory!”  “ Who knows? It is the 
consummation towards which we aspire ere the time comes 
when the mortal shall attain immortality.”

The ninth night, when the Hermit and Heatane pro
ceeded from the grotto, they found the forest reduced to 
ashes, the sculptures of wood and stone, the glorious and 
beautiful tapestries, the works of gold and silver destroyed 
or burnt and blackened. The gigantic stones that the fire 
had been powerless to destroy or to cast down, alone re
mained, and other fires which still burned in the distance 
testified only too forcibly that the destruction of the Sacred 
Order was not confined to the Isle of Oaks. As tears flow
ed down the pale cheeks of Heatane, at the sight of these 
ruins, the Hermit placing his right hand upon his shoulder, 
said to him : “ Take courage! Although the jSacred Hier- 
arqhy may be persecuted in all the countries of the world 
by the Personal Gods and their faithful, no visible or invis
ible enemy, whatever may be their ardour of hatred and 
persecution, can shake their pillars and supports, for the 
cement which binds them is Wisdom and under their 
foundation is found the priceless treasure of T r u t h . ”

* * #
Thou art no longer beautiful, poor little Isle of the Sea. 

Fields of wheat and meadows extend where thy grand oaks 
arose, beasts graze where thy Draada dwelt. Here and 
there however stand on end the gigantic stones of thy 
Temples and the tombs of thy heroes, eternal witnesses for 
thee in the time of the Restitution. Neither the generality 
of thy inhabitants, nor the strangers who visit thee know 
thee, but we know thee; we know that the Druid Queen 
and Martyr awaits in the waters of Oceanus the epoch 
when thine own will lead their Brothers, not to a bloody

IO7
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victory, but to Psychic and Intellectual triumph 
thou art not like as others little Isles o f  the S p-» • m

’ ine voicesof th y  Draada and the notes of the harp ininuU«,:,u .. . * wiiti tlie
voice of Oceanus, either as it murmurs sweet lullabies 
when it thunders forth powerful paeans. The Pa luce* o f 
thy Princes is in ruins, but the body o f A th w o h l reposes in 
the grotto, and the crystalline waters, in harmony with the 
waters of the world of clouds, carry to him from the planet 
in whose A ura are preserved sounds— on the earth Ion 
since forgotten— the voices o f the D raada. N o w  and then 
also the feet of the K in g  of Justice stand upon thy soil, the 
K in g  of Justice without beginning o f days or end of time, 
therefore thou art pot like the other Isles, our Mona 
daughter o f Ocean, little Isle o f the Sea. F u ll o f victory is 
the m ingling of the voices o f Oceanus and the Draada, 
when at the appearance o f the M orn in g and E v e n in g  Star, 
M alek-Zadek reposes upon thy shore. Thou art for ever 
holy, our M ona, little daughter o f O ceanus, and the hand 
which plants an oak or cedar o f Lebanon upon th y sacred 
soil is blessed.

T H E  L IL IE S  O F  T H E  V A L L E Y .

FOURTH R E - IN C A R N A T IO N  OF T H E  C H A L D E A N .

I t  is a pretty day in M ay ; a warm but strong wind  
blows upon the shore; the waves of the Atlantic rebound, 
tossing their spray upon the little isles to the west of Cape 
Finisterre, they break upon the yellow sands o f the sea
shore, with a monotonous noise and die away near by the 

uneven line of dry sea-weed and shell-fish, which marks the 

boundary of the tide. Just above this line a woman of 
almost twenty-one years of age is seated by the side of an 

old fishing-boat, her eyes fixed upon the vast and unbroken
liquid plain, save the greater and lesser islands, as the%
beams of the setting sun which gild the crest of the foam 
ing wave6, form a pathway of golden splendour, apparent
ly reaching from the distant horizon to the waves which 

break at her feet. A  young girl of about four years of age
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runs here and there in search of shell-fish and sea-weed 
treasures, hoarding up carefully her finds in her little blue 
serge dress, gracefully relieved by a short crimson petticoat, 
from which emerge her little naked brown feet.

No stranger would suppose that that blond woman with 
golden hair and blue eyes was the mother of the little 
brunette with black eyes, but the fishermen of Finisterre 
remembered well, that six years before, an Indian vessel 
had been wrecked and that the sole survivor, a strong 
swimmer, had been picked up by the life-boat. They 
remembered that three months afterwards, the fairest of 
the fishermaidens, the orphan child of the captain of the 
life-boat, had married the young stranger, that she had 
since then successively lost her father, in saving a wrecked 
vessel, and her husband who perished at the time of the 
last storm which ravaged the merciless shore. They knew 
therefore why Eah resembled not the other children of the 
fishermen of Finisterre, why, supple and vivacious, she 
differed from those by her black hair and dark eyes.

A  fair fisherman with hair like ripe barley, tanned by 
the sun and the sea, approached, leaving the marks of his 
naked feet upon the wet sand, and the shadow of his body, 
lightened by the setting sun, lengthened upon the strand; 
he approached the old fishing-boat, walked up the sandy 
slope, turned round, coming near to the young widow 
absorbed in her reverv. “  Asanatha 1”  “ You havere very. ••/isanatnaj " io u
startled me, C id .”  “ I am come because I need to speak to 
you alone, Asanatha. Is it true that you have resolved to 
leave us, to go to the great town? you who were born, who 
have grown, in the midst of us the fishermen of Finisterre, 
who prize you the beloved daughter of the captain of the 
life-boat, you, who are a cherished child of the sea?”  “ It 
is true, Cid, perfectly true.”  “ Why then are you going to 
leave us? What are you going to do in the great city? 
Are you to bring the child also? Have you thought how 
sorry she will be when she will have left our shores for the 
streets of Paris? Reflect well, Asanatha!”  “ I have re
flected, I have pondered, my head and heart are broken;
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but I want to see no more, to hear no more the sea. 
The implacable and cold sea has swept off my father, I 
detest it; afterwards the sea brought a lover to me and my 
love for it returned, but now it has retaken him, and I 
detest it more than ever! I want to put miles and miles 
of land between me and it.”

The bronze countenance of the fisherman darkened and 
his eyes expressed sorrow. “ Formerly, before the arrival 
of Eaon, I thought that you loved me, Asanatha, my love 
for you never changed; I know that you cannot love more, 
but allow me to protect you, you and the little one, and I 
will follow you wherever you wish.”  The woman arose 
and placed her hand in the large square and callous hand of 
the seaman. “ To love you,”  she said, “ ah! certainly I 
love you! You are the best, the most faithful friend that 
wife or daughter can ever have. That is why you ought 
never justly to speak to me of love, never, never. Where 
is my lover? I know not. But in whatever place he may 
be my being is with him.”  “ I know, I understand. It 
shall be as you wish. But go not to Paris; you have never 
left this place for one single night and you know nothing 
of life, and, an d ... .Asanatha, you are too young and 
beautiful to be alone, without a protector! Set out and 
pass some time in one of our towns of Brittany, in the in
terior of the country, if you do not wish any more to see 
and hear the sea-waves; but do not accuse the sea ; it is not 
to blame, it was lashed into fury by the Spirits of the 
Tempests or by the witches of the caves.”

“ No, Cid, I need change of scene, 1 need life excitement. 
Do not try to make me change my plan; it is useless; I 
must go to Paris.”  “ The little stock of jewels and gold 
pieces that Eaon saved in his sash and belt, will soon get 
exhausted; how will you live afterwards?”  “ Our good 
old Cure, like you all, has spoiled me, he has learned me to 
read, write and sing. Perhaps I can gain my living. W ho 
knows? Besides this, he has left me some money, which I 
will leave with you, Cid, and if need be we can return, or 
otherwise; I do not wish to waste that which Eaon gave
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me; preserve it for us and I will take the money with me. 
All is in the trunk that you brought me from Brest; here 
is the key,”  and taking from her pocket a little bunch of 
keys, she selected one and gave it to her companion. Cid 
rested there, nervously turning that little key with his 
fingers. “ Do you think, Asanatha,”  6aid he, “ that Eaon 
will be pleased to see you thus leave your own people to 
go to the large city?”  The blond countenance of Asa- 
natha became pale. “ Listen,”  she said, “ last night I went 
to the mystic Rocking Stone and slept under its shadow. 
During my sleep the sea returned my lover. He called me 
by my name and spoke to me.”  “ Are you sure that it was 
not some evil genius who took the form of Eaon?”  “ Per
fectly sure. ‘Your people are not Eah’s people,’ he said 
to me; ‘go to the great city.’ When I awoke the day was 
breaking; I climbed up seven times on the Rocking Stone, 
so finely balanced, without causing it to rock; thus I know 
the child is chosen and ought to be set apart.”

Whilst they thus conversed, the young girl, always search
ing for weeds and shells, had gone a little distance away 
towards the W est; suddenly she felt something fall upon 
her shoulder, and in the midst of the noise of the waves, 
she heard this exclamation: “ What a devil of a wind!”  
Turning, she saw a straw-hat ornamented with a sea-blue 
ribbon, which had fallen near to her upon the sand, and 
looking up in the direction of the voice, she saw upon the
cliffs the form of a boy about twelve years who was look- %
ing over the steep cliff. “ Do not come down!” she cried, 
“ the rocks are slippery and the holes dangerous; go 
towards the cottages, I will climb up by an easy way and 
bring your hat.”  Ten minutes afterwards the young girl 
did as she said. “ What a dear little girl you are,”  said he, 
looking with admiration upon the child; then drawing 
from his purse a gold five-franc piece, he said: “ Take this 
to buy sweetmeats, or a doll, or whatever you wish.”  But 
Eah holding in her two hands the blue skirt which con
tained her treasures, replied: “ Asanatha says that 1 must 
not take money from a stranger.”  “ Who is Asanatha?”
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“ My mother.”  “ Very well, what shall I give you ? V  
have not only brought my hat, but you have saved me from 
the slippery rocks; I must give you something, and you are 
such a beautiful little th in g.”  The young girl looked up 
to his face. “ You are a very nice b oy,”  she said, “ and I 
love you. You can give me one of those fine little flowers.”  
And with one of her slender brown fingers she pointed to 
two Lilies of the V alley pinned to his button-hole. “ Take 
that one,”  said he, “ I wish it was something more durable. 
I will preserve the other as a souvenir. There is my 
respected Tutor calling me at the top of his voice! Good 
bye! B y the w ay, what is your nam e?”  “ E a h !”  
“ What a strange name, but it is a pretty one, good bye, 
E a h !”  The boy went running towards the large road 
where a carriage awaited him and when he had taken his
seat the horses set out quickly.

“ Eah, Eah! where are you, my ch ild ?”  Eah slowly
descended the cliff. “ The wind blew a little boy’s hat 
down to the foot of a cliff, and I went up with it to him. 
Look at the flower which he gave m e.”  Asanatha without 
replying, took the hand of the child in her ow n, and both 
went together slowly upon the sand which yielded to their 
steps, for the ascending tide had reached the line of sea
weeds and shells. The mother whispered in a low  v o ic e : 
“  ‘ Who wears the L ily, wears the crow n ,’ God grant that 
it may not be a crown of suffering!”  N ext, taking from 
her shoulders a woollen shawl, she tenderly covered the 
head and shoulders of the child, for the sun was set and the 
wind which blew over the sea, was cold. Three days 
afterwards the morning train from Brest brought the young 
-mother and her child to Paris.

*  * *

In one of the most aristocratic Clubs of Paris tw o men
0

were seated together, absorbed in a game of chess as deeply 
as if their future depended upon the turn of the game. A t  
the end of about twenty minutes, the elder, after having 
gravely inspected the chess-board, said with resignation : 
“ I yield .”  “ Another game?”  “ Not to-night, I promised
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to the Duchess de Dromont to be present with her after 
dinner and to bring you with me; she wishes to see you 
particularly.”  “ W hy?”  “ I do not know. You are her 
godson, I suppose that like a good Catholic, knowing you 
as an orphan, at the age of twenty years, left alone in the 
midst of Paris, the reigning queen of all the vanities and 
pomps of this wicked world, with a grand title and immense 
fortune, she considers it as a solemn and sacred duty to 
take care of you from time to time.** “ Very well, I will 
go with you, I love and respect the Duchess; she is devout, 
but conscientious as well and she loved my mother, 
although she looked upon her as a heretic.”  “ I also, I 
esteem the Duchess, but her fanaticism is insupportable to 
me as doubtless it wearies you.”  “ Not the slightest in the 
world. Raised by a father with rigorous severity, married 
at sixteen years to a brute, she could only obey the common 
la w ; every woman worthy of the name must adore some- 
thing; she pitched upon St. Michael, the warrior Arch
angel; her father and mother were probably only poltroons.
---- ”  “ Am I to understand that this Saint is her patron?”
“ I do not know; it is his altar always that she loads with 
precious gifts, costly wax candles and rare flowers. One 
day that I helped her to decorate the altar, upon the vigil 
of St. Michael’s day, I found under the leaves of a splendid 
white camelia a pair of very small knitted shoes. She 
noticed that I observed them and her countenance, gener
ally undisturbed, became covered with a sudden blush; 
large tears gathered in her cold grey eyes. ‘Those were 
the last which my little Michael ever wore.’ she said in a 
low voice, ‘every year upon this same day, I place them 
upon the altar of his Tutelary Angel.’ I love the Duchess 
much.”  “ She returns your affection. Come then with 
me in the evening.”  They left the Club together and went 
out in the evening. Upon the way to Pont-Royal, the 
elder of the two stopped to purchase from a young flower- 
girl a flower to place in his button-hole. “ Strange idea,” 
said his companion to him, “ to buy a simple Lily of the 
Valley when you have so many rare flowers in your con-
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servatories.”  “ I always buy from this little merchant 
Have you noticed it?”  “ No, why?” - I t  is simply because 
she is the most beautiful child I have ever seen. My 
friend, Charles, the A rtist, has a foolish desire of having 
her as a model for his ‘Dream of Psyche,’ but she obstinate
ly refuses, although she is as poor as a Church mouse!”

* *  *
A s soon as courtesy permitted, Count Edward of Brit

tany left his young companion with the Duchess. Scarce
ly had he shut the door when the Duchess, quickly draw
ing her chair to the fire-place where a fire of wood burned, 

d to her guest: “ Come near to me, I have to speak tosai
you seriously.”  The young Marquis obeyed and during 
several moments they remained silent, looking at the 
strange figures which seemed to settle in the midst of the 
lighted cinders. The Duchess was first to break the silence. 
“ Ernest, a few months only separates you from your ma
jority ; you ought to think seriously upon marriage; your 
illustrious name, your princely fortune require it and 
your uatural gifts and your careful culture allow you to 
choose whom you wish. Have you seen any young lady 
whom you might desire to make your w ife?”  “ N o! as 
you know, during the two years that have passed, I have 
travelled through the capitals of E urope; very w e ll! every
where I bave proved that the pretty debutantes are like the 
feet of the middle class Chinese women, compressed in an 
unnatural mould. Brown, chestnut or blond, girls of 
sixteen and women of six and twenty, all bear the same 
stamp. Byron has said that Nature had broken its mould 
after having made Sheridan; I still await her for whom 
Nature will have broken the mould.”

“ It is precisely because I have found such an one that 
you have sought, that I sent for you to-night. To-morrow 
night the Princess Rienzi gives in the Hotel of the Avenue 
du Bois a soiree, when a young niece of her Royal Highness 
must make her debut in the world. She is a Creole, im
mensely rich and supremely pretty. Rumors of the beauty 
of this semi-Indian have preceded her and the Paris world
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of high life is in expectancy. Besides, the Princess Iowa 
— such is her name— two celebrities of the season will also 
be present; the young and noble Italian Adelina Caviani 
and the American millionaire Miss Goldenvie. And then,”  
added the Duchess with her prematurely white hairs, affec
tionately leaning her hand upon the arm of the young man, 
“ it will be very pleasant for me to have your mother’s son 
with me.”  “ I will certainly accompany you, Duchess, 
not only for the pleasure of being with one whom I esteem 
so much and to whom I owe so many good attentions and 
counsels; but also because I know that the entertainments 
of the Prince and Princess Rienzi are renowned for their 
splendour and spirit; one is always sure of meeting in their 
saloons, by the side of the mundane elite, that of the 
artistic and intelligent world. As for marriage!”  and he 
shrugged his shoulders which expressed more than words.

The countenance of the Duchess became serious: “ I 
regret that the thought of marriage has never smiled upon 
you, my dear Ernest. The Princess Iowa is, according to 
reports, worthy of partaking your high rank. Her father 
was an Indian Prince, but her mother was Italian; she has 
lived a long time in Europe and she speaks the European 
languages w ith ‘much facility. Of the three young ladies it 
is Iowa that I prefer; I have only seen her but once, and I 
have already a great affinity for her. But tell me, Ernest, 
why you show yourself so rebellious to marriage?”  “ Love, 
you see, Duchess, is an old play now, and marriage without 
love, appears to me an abomination. Then the present 
state of our society seems to me not to fulfil the conditions 
of happiness, and I have no desire of taking the responsi
bility of existences that I am incapable of satisfying. This 
is why I am rebellious to marriage and paternity.”  “ But 
if all men took your advice, in one hundred years the world 
would be left to, t o . . . . ”  “ To animals different to men! 
No, there is no danger of that, Duchess. In all the degrees 
of the social scale men will marry; the more elevated and 
the richer to augment their fortune, to add to their comfort; 
the less favored, the most numerous, so that their shirt
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buttons may be stitched on, or their meals well cooked and 
timely. Women of the world marry to better their destiny, 
to take in society, the place refused to those who are not 
married, to be free to take alternately as many lovers as 
they desire. In the inferior classes the ladies marry because 
it is natural for them to be married and to have children * 
the most of them make themselves the slaves of man, not 
from reason but from instinct.”

The Duchess sighed and preserved silence for several 
moments. “ I understand yo u ,”  she said, “ but that is all 
the more reason that you should marry, and that before or 
on the day of your majority.”  “ W h y ? ”  “ Because accord
ing to the will of your paternal uncle, also a bachelor and 
an eccentric, you w ill inherit your immense fortune only 
upon condition of being married before your m ajority.”  
“ I know that clause; but my personal fortune is sufficient 
for me to live largely, without that inheritance, and even 
should it not be so, I would prefer to gain m y liv in g  rather
than to sacrifice my liberty, or to act contrary to my feel
ings.” “ It is not this; if you do not fulfil the expressed 
conditions, the money and estates will pass to the nearest 
relative Armand Bralansac, one of the most villainous and 
unscrupulous amongst the scoundrels of bon ton. You  
have no right, in my opinion, to allow your ancestral home 
and estates, and even your own people, to fall into such 
hands as his. It would be a profanation. It is your duty 
to protect your own.”

“ I have only lately returned to Paris, that Arm and Bra
lansac is therefore completely unknown to me. Your  
advice however, Duchess, must be taken into consideration ;
if I  cannot augment the happiness of humanity, I ardently 
desire, at least to contribute nothing to the augmentation 
of its misery; besides, in the present state of society, mar
riage pledges no great thing; and then morphine, hysteria, 
or too tight corsets will render my scruples very probably 
superfluous upon the subject of children.” “ You are bitter
ly sarcastic, my child, you bid fair to become a mis
anthrope at forty.”  ” 1 express no bitterness, but 1 am
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accustomed to see things such as they are; if I live unto 
the age of forty years grief will probably save me from mis
anthropy.”  ■

* * #
The marvellous Hotel of Princess Rienzi wa6 brilliantly 

lighted; the elite of aristocracy, of riches and of talent 
rapidly filled the superb suite of reception-rooms, when the 
Duchess entered and presented Ernest to the host and host
ess. The latter regarded him with evident satisfaction, 
touching him lightly with her fan, she said to him : “ You 
know the cotillon, no doubt? I propose you lead it with 
the Princess Iowa.”  “ This will be, Princess, according to 
your and her desire. The Duchess has specially recom
mended me to be useful and amiable especially.”  A t this 
time a young lady of twenty years advanced upon the arm 
of a tall man of ripe age. “ In the meantime allow me to 
present you to Mr. and Miss Golden vie.”  After several 
minutes of general conversation, Mr. Goldenvie rejoined a 
group of politicians, whilst his niece took possession of 
Ernest in the American fashion. “ Come with me to see 
the orchids, they are splendid! Not that I care for orchids 
but I want to talk to you, or rather to hear you talk. Oh! 
have no fear; I will not carry you away because you are 
the grand prize of the season; I feel myself very nice as I
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came here, instead of going to hear the new opera, ex
pressly to see you.”  “ That is very kind upon your part.”  
“ Not at all. I belong to the Liberty Circle, a feminine 
Circle; now, last week, we read your brochure upon the 
true part of woman ; I have taken the resolution to be the 
first to see the author, and here I am.”

Ernest regarded his companion with a playful air. 
The young millionaire was of pretty stature; a Juno, 
although bust not yet completely formed. Her physiog
nomy was gay and energetic, her hair had been dyed golden 
red, which was the delight of certain painters; her robe of 
richest satin, of the color of young oak leaves, was height
ened by a few large jewels, but her good education and
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natural perfection saved her from vulgarity. “ Your 
pamphlet has perfectly electrified us; where the devil did 
you get those ideas?”  “ Those ideas are not mine; they 
are very old; I have simply related the life that certain 
Passives (women) of antiquity led, and I have only had to 
make some comments upon that life of old to apply it to 
the present question so much discussed; th e*‘Rights of 
W oman.’ ”  “ The work is extremely strange; we were 
surprised to learn that it was written by so young an 
author, but if the ideas therein are ancient it is no more 
astonishing. L ily  Rivers, a dreamer, has been impressed 
up to the shedding of tears, by the picture which you made 
of life, such as it ought to be for the queen of the hearth, 
and of the happiness which Duality of Being can engender. 
What do you think? L ily  is poor and an orphan, and her 
uncle who is on the Stock Exchange— or rather the wife of 
her uncle— has worried her until she has consented to be 
married to a Manchester cotton-spinner old enough to be 
her grandfather!”  “ Poor child.”  “ O h! L ily  will be all 
right; it would be much better to be the w ife of a rich old 
man than to slave like a governess! But I beg of you not 
to interrupt m e; I have so many things to ask you and they 
may call us in a minute. W hy do you call woman the 
Passive?”  “ This is the ancient name that they gave to 
the Pathetised in contradistinction to the A ctives who are 
Pathetisers.”  “ I understand; you mean by that what we 
call the Magnetised and the Magnetisers.”  “ Not precisely, 
but very nearly so.”  “ W e have no time to be precise. 
Do you believe that women could be happy if they were 
‘ sheltered from vulgar contact and concealed in the sanct
ity of home,* to employ your own strange expressions?”  
“ I believe that is their only and true happiness, their pre
eminent right.”  “ Now our ideas (Club Women) ara 
altogether different. I am President of the Liberty Club, 
and I hope to reach being President of the Universal R e
public; this is my ambition, the same ambition as P rovi
dence Grey has for becoming champion Jockey of the 
world; as that of Delphin Dubois is, to be one day gener-
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alissimo of the armies. It is just as you say, how impos
sible it will be for us to realise your ideas, so new for us. 
Y et this is strange, we all wish to see yo u ; the Secretary of 
the Club, Lizzie Clerdon, has even said, to my surprise: 
‘ If the author feels that which he writes, I would like well 
that he would marry me.’ Lizzie is always original. But 
here my venerable Uncle and Guardian comes in a fluster. 
He is, it appears, instructed in detail upon the fiery will of 
your Uncle, and he is afraid that there might be some com
plication in your financial affairs.”

Then holding out her gloved hand to the old man, she 
said good-naturedly: “ Fear nothing, Guardy, the Marquis 
and I have only been quietly discussing the rights of 
women, and I have had no time to ask him in marriage.”  
A nd whilst the young millionaire leant upon the arm of 
her Guardian Ernest bowed to her, then crossing the con
servatory, returned to the reception-room, at the entrance 
of which the host and hostess stood to receive their guests. 
But seeing that the Duchess conversed with a group of 
friends, he w ithdrew  to a bay window, shaded by palms, 
plants, and flow ers; from there he watched the weary 
figures, not only of the matrons and chaperons, but even of 
many of the ladies, and his heart was oppressed. He was 
awakened from his revery by the arrival of the Duke of 
Melton and the Princess Iow a, whom they announced, and 
by the simultaneous appearance of the Duchess of Dromont. 
“ I saw you hide yourself,”  said she, “ come with me, I 
wish you to be the first presented to the Princess Iowa, but 
take care of your heart, for she is simply wholly superb.”  

The hostess smiled meaningly to Ernest as he approached 
her; he noticed that the buzz of conversation ceased, and 
that all eyes were directed towards the entrance. When 
they saw Iow a advance leaning upon the arm of the Duke, 
her maternal uncle, who wore the uniform of an admiral, 
a low murmur of admiration was heard; admiration cer
tainly legitim ate. Iow a was sixteen years but appeared 
about two years older; dark, small, of exquisite form, her 
face had the perfection of Oriental beauty enhanced by the
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Valley very much,”  said Ernest with kindness, “ and I am 
happy that you are contented.”  Afterwards speaking to 
himself he said : “ The face of that young girl seems famil
iar to me; I must have seen her somewhere? in a dream 
perhaps.”  He crossed the bridge quickly and a few 
minutes afterwards he was seated at his desk. The letter 
to the Duke and Duchess de Melton was the work of a 
moment, but that which he wished to write to Iowa was 
not so easily done. A t first his letter-paper appeared to 
him as too common; he rememberod that the Duchess

4!
Dromont had shewn him a little time before that, a mar
riage request written upon much more elegant and perfum
ed paper. Suddenly he recollected that about eight or nine 
years ago, when accompanied by his tutor, he had travelled 
about the west coast of France and England during the 
summer vacation, he bought at Brest a very fine box of 
paper for the Duchess de Dromont, and that upon his re
turn he had laid aside that box and had forgotten it since
then.

He rung; a valet entered: “ Have you chanced to see a 
small leather valise with a Finisterre label upon it?”  
“ Yes, my Lord, it is in the lumber room.”  “ Bring it to 
me.”  The valet 60on returned with the small, valise. 
Upon searching through the box of paper, Ernest found a 
pocket-book. “ My impressions of the distant past,”  said 
he with that tenderness which affectionate and lovely per
sons accord so willingly to old remembrances. After 
placing the box of stationary upon the table he opened the 
pocket-book, and as he did so, close to the L ily  of the 
Valley, whose fragrance perfumed the room, a pressed Lily 
of the Valley flower fell from it, a dried Lily, renewing the 
mysterious chain of remembrances. Taking the flower in 
his hand he cried: “ How strange! I remember now 
where I have seen the little flower-merchant who sold me 
this evening her Lilies; she is the little one who brought 
me my hat, upon the shore of Finisterre and who, refusing 
the money which I offered to her, begged me to give her 
my Lily of the Valley. Poor little child of the sea, by

12 4
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what strange coincidence do you find yourself here?”  In 
the meantime, depositing the two Lilies, after having 
chosen a sheet and an envelope from the elegant box of 
stationery, he dipped his pen into the ink and prepared to 
write his first love-letter, when suddenly, upon the soft 
rose-tinted paper appeared the luminous form of a man’s 
hand. It was as small as are the objects seen through a 
reversed pocket telescope, but so clearly defined that the 
joints of each finger were visible upon the paper. Rising, 
he looked round him to see if anything might explain this 
strange apparition, but all in the room was normal, except 
the Luminous Hand. Ernest placed the letter into his writ
ing case, put back the paper and envelopes into their box, 
and said : “ I will write to-morrow to the Princess Iowa, but 
not to-night, not to-night.”

T H E  LU M IN O U S H A N D .

F O U R T H  IN C A R N A T IO N  O F T H E  C H A L D E A N .

It is night. In the distant West, within the depths of a 
mighty forest of pines, far from any frequented road, three 
men are collected, stretched upon the ground, and silent. 
They are the Chiefs of the Cherokee, Seminole, and Choc
taw tribes of American Indians, Hierarchical Chiefs, known 
only amongst themselves; no special costume distinguishes 
them from the other Chiefs of the tribes; they carry only a 
small particular sign upon the front of their short tunic 
which does not reach the knee. Covered with their large 
cloaks, rpotionless, they appear like richly coloured statues.

An approaching footstep breaks the silence and a fourth 
person appears. He can scarcely be distinguished from the 
others save that his strong sandals, fastened by richly cross
ed straps, his high round head-dress of a particular form, - 
denote simply that he is a traveller. The three men rise and 
welcome him with several words that may be translated 
thus: “ A ll hail 1 A ll hail!”  He replies in his turn: “ May 
the plenitude of good be with you.” Afterwards the four 
seat themselves face to face and are again .silent. The
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breeze moves the lofty pine needles, the stars in the heavens 
shine and twinkle here and there amongst the dark branches. 
A  whole hour is thus passed. Afterwards one of the three 
looks with full and calm countenance into the restful face 
of the last comer and says : “ W hat do you see?”  “ I see a 
small blue light as blue as a pure sapphire, as radiant as the 
morning star.”  “ Where?”  “ To the west of the eastern con
tinent whose shores are kissed by the Great Ocean.”  “ In the 
little Isles of the Sea?”  “ No, upon the mainland even to the 
south of the little Isles of the Sea.”  “ O f what nature is the 
light?”  “ It is Passive and of our A ctive origin.”  “ Is 
the light incarnated?”  “ Y es, I see around it that which is 
like a soap-bubble, very transparent, of a clear crimson 
colour.”  “ Perhaps it is the daughter of the young Chief 
who went towards the East over the ocean in search for one 
of our greatest, who is incarnated. If this is the case, in 
her is the light of the Great Spirit, and in her may our 
Morning Star arise!”  “ There is one who watches: He 
who knows neither beginning of days nor the end of tim e!”  
Afterwards from the lips of the three Chiefs come the 
response: “ The King of Justice! M alek Z ad ek !”

Silence reigned anew. It was broken by this question : 
“ What do you see?”  “ I see everywhere upon earth, from 
the East to the West and from the North to the South, the 
Personal Gods reign, seeking to suppress Psycho-Intellect
ual Man, as they have already exterminated and rooted out 
the forests of the Draada. Even at present their partisans 
unite in invading our original country, the realm of our 
great ancestor, Vofhi, which they hope to conquer province 
by province, as they have chased us ourselves, stealing, an
nexing, and contaminating with their vices all that they 
occupy. They thus accomplish the will of the Personal 
Gods, those rabid enemies of man, whose only thought is to 
extinguish the light of Wisdom and Truth by destroying 
the ancient Sacred Hierarchies; they know very well that 
it is with them alone that are found the knowledge and 
power necessary for the Restitution of the earth and man. 
A las! everywhere men of good will themselves personify
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and symbolise the One Indivisible and Impenetrable, not 
understanding that all personality, all symbolism hinders 
the Infinitude and Supremacy of the Unthinkable, whose 
Union with the Forces of Universal Matter constitutes Cos
mic Equilibrium.

“ I see the Personal Gods in the Degrees of Nervous 
Being, in the Auras of men incarnate upon earth, as the 
Seven Plagues, whose Adepts of the Personal Gods have 
made A ngels, according to their custom by substituting Devo 
or Doh, the author of inadjustment, for Brah Elohim and 
Aoual. Over the whole earth the fire of discord is kindled; 
everywhere it bursts in lightnings, in thunder, in spiritual, 
psychic, nervous or physical earthquakes. Launched over 
earth by the C h ief of the Hostiles, is the prelude to human 
dissensions, m ultiplied like frozen hail, blinding and 
bruising; everywhere hatred spreads like an infectious 
vapour, through the shedding of blood; more than a third 
o f the ch ief H ierachical vitality is thus dissipated! Precip
itated from the abode of the Hostile Principalities and 
Pow ers, Spiritual W ickedness throws itself down upon 
W isdom , like a flood o f devouring lava upon the waves of 
the destruction o f man by man, and well nigh every wave 
o f his so-called progress vomits forth upon hi6 habitation a 
pile o f errors and miseries. * ^

4‘Besides all this, the Hostiles pursue the Draada, those 
beings w^o are in the water, to compel them to abandon 

the Nervous Degree the same as they compelled them to 
abandon the Physical, and Nervo-Physical Degrees of 
being. They terrify those who watch over the Draada, 
and they do all they possibly can to poison the Passivity, of 
which water is the symbol, so that man die6 from that same 

thing which ought ever to be his sustentation. His Pas
sives are &truck by the Hostile and obsessed more, for the 

cry : ‘W oe  I W o e ! W o e ! to the inhabitants of the earth,1 
is the motto o f the Personal Gods. From the obscure 

depths of religionism and mysticism it always ascends, 
like smoke from an unwholesome furnace, and the pure 

source of Intellectuality, or Light, the very Aura of man,
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is more and more darkened. From those depths ascend 
superstitions as mischievous as the locusts and scorpions of 
the earth, destined to sap all that lives of its vitality, with 
the exception of the recognised Adepts of the Personal 
Gods, who will seek death for the sake of its torments.

“ Ornamented with crowns which seem to be of gold, the 
Inimicals reign under the form of very feeble men to all 
appearance, but in reality strong as lions, and their King 
is the Chief of the Abyss. So the third part even of 
Psycho-Intellectual man thus perishes, burned by the fire 
of discord, suffocated by the sulphurous smoke of mysticism, 
blinded by darkness and ignorance. The time approaches, 
however when the Voice will be heard by the tribe of the 
Lion (the Hierarchies), as that of a roaring Lion ; swearing 
by the Eternal, the God-Formator who reposes in His for
mations; the Voice which will declare that there will be no 
more time, which will proclaim earthly Im m ortality! A l
ready the power of the Hostile is broken. From one side 
of the Abyss to the other, the Lions crowned with the 
rainbow and the Lions amongst men, crowned with thorns, 
speak and answer together: Who shall prevent the con
struction of the bridge for transit? From the East to the 
West, from the North to the South, and in the Isles of the
Sea, scorpions have stung, locusts have devastated the earth, 
fire has consumed, smoke has blackened and sulphur spouted 
from the Abyss of the Hostile to suffocate; but from the 
East and the West, from the North to the South, the Light 
shall spread abroad— the Light of Wisdom and Truth—  
whose white and pure dawn already illuminates the horizon ! 
The calm light of the Passive that I see, the daughter of him 
in whom was manifested a double portion of the Divine 
Formator, shines in the heart of civilisation like a star in 
the darkness of night!”

“ Do you see other stars?”  “ I see twelve stars in one, 
and each differs in glory from the other. Who will veil 
our Star of Light in the shadows of crimson and violet?”  
Then one after the other, the three proclaimed: “ The stars 
and their veil of shadow will never change, otherwise con-
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fusion will reign.” “ It is only by the light veiled and 
overshadowed, that we can choose the foundation-stones 
for the construction of the bridge of transit.” Then silence 
took place *and the three passed from repose to contempla
tion in the most profound repose, but he who travelled arose 
whilst they reposed, and directed his steps towards the 
Great Ocean ; the Great Ocean whose waters surround Mona 
the little Isle of the Sea. And when his feet touched the 
waves the morning light illuminated the leaves of the forest, 
covered with dew and sparkled with the diamond glory of 
a pure prismatic spendour. Then those who reposed awoke 
and enveloped themselves in their large cloaks, and went to 
their respective tents.

*  *  *

A t the time when the four Chiefs had been assembled in 
the clearness of the stars amidst the silence of the pine for
est, Colonel-uncle and Guardian of Miss Goldenvie, Ameri
can millionaire met by Ernest at the Hotel Rienzi, smoke 
and tossed off the champagne with a group of officers and 
several demi-mondaines, within a particular closet of a well- 
known cafe in Jefferson City, Missouri. The Colonel as he 
emptied a pewter tankard, laughed clamorously and said 
in a voice that drink rendered thick and unsteady: “ To
morrow we shall place ourselves on the route for the Indian 
Territory, so as to have the pleasure of attacking again those 
scoundrels of Red Skins. Is it not a shame for the United 
States not to have extirpated them long ago from our 
country ?”  “ For my part,”  replied a young Captain, “ I wish 
only to smell the fire of the forests which shelter those sav
ages and their miserable wigwams. They are a stain upon 
a civilised country and especially upon a Christian country! 
Pass the champagne, my adorable!”  The Colonel stood up, 
filled the glasses and said: “ Here’s to the success of our 
arms! to the extermination of the RedSkins, men, women, 
and children ! Hurrah for our free States and our glorious 
Republic! Hip, Hip, Hurrah!”

Whilst the glasses tinkled gaily and were drained a Pro
testant Minister arose, with a hiccup and inflamed coun-
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tenance; steadying himself he adjusted his white neck-tie, 
and said solemnly: “ M y brothers and. . . .  step-sisters in 
Jesus, I have no need of recalling to you that lam  a soldier 
of the Lord; as such, it is my privilege and duty not only 
to re-echo your noble and patriotic desire for the extermina
tion of all Jews, Turks, infidels and heretics in general, and 
for that of those filthy Red-Skins in particular, but, to as
sure you, in the name of the Saviour who died for the 
salvation of all men, that even as the forests of these sav
ages will be burnt by our hands; so shall they themselves be 
burnt for ever in the fires of Hell by the hands of Devils. 
The burning of the pine forest will soon be extinguished, 
but the fires of Hell are inextinguishable! A m en !”  And 
one of the dcmi-tnondaincs who, having passed the spring
time of youth, began to feel herself inspired with religious 
sentiments, repeated solemnly : “ Am en.’ *

f  # *
The day following that upon which Ernest had seen 

the Luminous Hand cover the paper upon which he was to 
write to the Princess Iowa, he sat down early in the morn
ing at his desk, took a sheet from the old box of paper and 
recommenced his letter: “ W e have only met once, we have 
scarcely exchanged a few thoughts, and y e t . . . .  ”  The pen 
fell from his hands, for the little clear Luminous Hand ap
peared again upon the paper. The morning sun shone 
through the window which was open towards the E a st; 
Ernest arose and examined the room. Nothing, nothing; 
not even the hand upon the pale rose paper. “ I am a prey 
to some strange hallucination,”  said he in a loud voice, 
feeling that the sound of his own voice was companionship. 
“ I, a medical student, only waiting for the time to become 
a Doctor. W hy am I still sceptical?”  The thought of
Iowa occupied him no longer, he dreamed only about the
hand, and his countenance, generally gentle and sympathe
tic, became almost harsh. He sat down again, resumed his 
pen and continued the letter: “ And yet I feel. . . .  ”

Above these last words, “ I feel,”  appeared the luminous 
hand. He arose, hastily opened the window which opened
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upon the boulevard, and felt the need for seeing something 

human, or at least physical; his thought led him towards 

the young wolf-dog of the Pyrenees, which he had left on 

his estate in Haute-Garonne. “ I  wish that ‘King* was 

here. I have confidence in him, in his instinct and fidel
ity. ”  Throwing back with an impatient gesture his long 

hair from his brow, he strolled out on the balcony. Soon, 
without any knocking or announcement the door opened 

and admitted entrance to a man of athletic form, older than 

Ernest by about two years, fair, but bronzed by the sun. 
Advancing to meet him with hands outstretched, Ernest 
said to h im : “ Never, Llewellyn, was I  so glad to welcome 

you as n o w ; I  thought you was at Aberystwith, but lo! 
you are here.’ 1 “ I  have returned to Paris; but not entirely 

according to my w ill.”  “ I  do not understand you.”  “ I 
will explain to you my sudden return. In my retired 

dwelling, which I love so well, which is at least my place 

of refuge and tranquillity, I  am no* longer alone.”  “ Are  

you married then?”  “ It is not that; my companion is 
neither man nor woman.”  “ A  ghost?”  “ No, a Lumin
ous H and, a hand which always points to me in this direc
tion. Before the persistence of that apparition I felt my
self alternately serious, amused, sceptical, or the contrary, 
but I finished by yielding, and here I am in Paris. I arriv
ed only last night and came to find you early in the morn
ing. Perhaps you have not breakfasted.”

The countenance of Ernest turned pale and his dark eyes 

were luminous. “ W h y ,”  he asked, “ have you come straight 
to me?”  “ I do not know w hy ; but I know you are a 

dreamer, of a race of dreamers, and for some unaccountable 

reason I have established a connection between you and 

the Luminous H and .”  “ A re  you fatigued?”  “ No, I have 

been seated for hours in the train and cab and I have slept 
w elh”  “ Let us go out together.” “ W illingly, however 
strange it may appear to you, I  feel that the hand follows 

me.”  Ernest put on his hat and overcoat and they went out 
under the shadow of the trees of the wide boulevard. Upon 

approaching the Seine, Llewellyn perceived a group of
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people at the river. “ There must be the commencement 
* of a fire or some accident/’ he said. A t the same instant a 

gentlemanly man, of aristocratic bearing and middle age, 
stopped before them, and raising his hat to Ernest, said: 
“ You are sl Doctor, I believe, Sir, some one has just been 
taken out of the water and laid upon the ground apparently 
lifeless, but with the drowned there is always hope where 
there is life in the centres. W ill you please come?”  “ Cer
tainly/’ Llewellyn and Ernest ran in the direction of the 
spectators. “ Give place to the Doctor, turn aside!”  cried 
Llewellyn authoritatively, when they reached the spot. 
The crowd turned aside before Llewellyn who followed 
Ernest. “ My God,”  cried the latter, “ it is the beautiful 
child who sells the Lilies of the V alley .”

It was true, stretched out at his feet apparently lifeless 
lay the body of the young flower-vender, who the evening 
before, had offered him her fragrant Lilies of the V alley; 
the sash which bound her poor navy-blue and thread-bare 
dress still bore a lily. Whilst Ernest knelt down, turning 
aside her wet and loose golden hair, he placed his 
hand upon the heart of the child, and Llewellyn said to the 
Commissary who had arrived with two Police agents: 
“ Call a carriage, my friend is a Doctor, or at least a Med
ical Student, and he has in his room all the apparatus for 
restoration.”  “ Lose no time,”  said Ernest, without rising, 
“ but go immediately and seek another Doctor who can help 
me.”  A  few minutes afterwards the flower-vender, mute 
and motionless, was stretched out upon a bedstead in the 
room of the ground-floor where Ernest was accustomed to 
receive company. “ Let us carry up the couch and place 
the child in my study,”  he said to Llewellyn, “ in the room 
where I also have seen the Luminous Hand.”  Llewellyn 
gave the order, then said to the Commissary : “ You are not 
onh^vefcpifie, Sir Commissary, but your presence is desir- 

y/fhave the goodness to dismiss all those who have 
entered the hall without permission and order your men to 
admit no person except the Physician whom you have sent 
for. ’ “ And I .”  Llewellyn looked up and saw that he
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who spoke was the gentleman who had announced the 
accident or crime to them. When their eyes met, it seemed 
to Llewellyn that the face was familiar to him and he cour
teously, replied: “ Y ou  are at liberty to remain Sir, for it is 
to you that we owe the occasion of saving, I hope, the life 
of the young g irl.”  <

The Physician soon arrived but it was only after two 
hours of continual and watchful care that the dark eyes of 
the young girl opened. The stranger approached with a 
little unsealed bottle and a glass in his hands : “ The danger 
is past, her life is saved,”  said he in a voice which trem
bled with em otion; and he presented the glass to Ernest, 
adding: “ Give her to drink of this pomegranate wine, 
whose seeds are like fine rubies.”  Ernest stood and looked 
at the stranger attentively : “ I do not remember having 
seen you until this morning,”  said he, “ and yet your words 
and voice seem familiar to me.”  The stranger did not 
reply. Ernest held the wine to the lips of the young 
flower-girl, and as she drank it he saw the colour return to 
her lips and the light of life illumine her eyes whilst she 
drank. “ Do you think all will go well now?”  he asked 
of the Physician that he had taken aside. “ I think and 
hope s o ; nevertheless the effects of the shock and chill are 
to be guarded against; supervision therefore is necessary 
for twenty-four hours yet and complete quietude is recom
mended. I would prefer, if possible, that she do not leave 
your house.”  “ Certainly, she can rest here; but a sick 
nurse is indispensable; would you please find one?”  
“ C ertain ly; a person in whom I have confidence will 
within half-an-hour be with her; I will give her all neces
sary instructions.”  “ V ery w ell,”  said Ernest. Afterwards 
addressing himself to Llewellyn : “ W e shall go and pre
sent our respects to the Duchess de Dromont,”  he said, 
“ and I w ill pass the night at her house. No muddy stain 
must soil the L ily  of the V alley, not even in thought.”

The two Doctors left the house and Ernest and Llewellyn 
directed their steps to the hotel of the Duchess. Notwith
standing the calming potion that the Doctor had ordered,
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Eah could not sleep; yet the shock and chill had no trouble
some effect; upon the contrary the blood circulated in the 
veins quicker, and a joyful excitement, followed by a 
delicious languor full of dreams had penetrated her being. 
A  Sister of Charity in a grey robe and white head-dress 
watched, seated by the side of the bed. Eah was the first 
to address her thus : “ Please let us talk together,”  she said, 
“ it is useless for me to remain stretched out with eyes 
closed, when sleep refuses to come.”  “ Be it so ; tell me 
dear child how it was that you fell into the water?”  “ I 
did not fall in. Three men attacked me when I was going 
to my lodgings; I called for help, but they placed their 
hands upon my mouth and threw me into the river. I 
immediately struggled and when I came up the third time 
to the surface I tried to call for help, then I became uncon
scious, but before that I had a pretty vision !”  “ That 
frequently happens to those who are drowned; please relate 
your vision to me.”  “ I saw a Lumjnous Hand, afterwards 
the sea. Then it seemed to me that I had become a little 
infant; I walked hand in hand with my poor dear mother 
upon the strands of Finisterre; the tide came up on u s‘and 
we were in danger of drowning.” “ That was not very 
nice.”  “ No, but suddenly a little boy whom I had seen 
upon the cliffs, a long time ago, came and carried me out 
of reach of the tide and showed me a little shell and a Lily 
of the Valley which I had given him. In Finisterre the 
young girls believe in an old legend which says that if you 
dream that a man saves you from drowning, it will be either 
as a blessing for you, or a malediction, according to the 
position of the moon and that of the planets. But I have 
forgotten what the planets are which have a good or bad 
influence. I was only four years of age when we came to 
Paris and it is three years now since my mother left for the 
land of shadows. Her life was hard here, she attached no 
great value to it, except for love of me.”

“ And what since then?”  “ I sell my baskets of flowers 
and arrange to live thus. We had a little money but it has 
been spent upon medicines.” “ Poor child; your life must
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have been very sad during those last few years.** “ No, I 
am often hungry and cold; sometimes I lie down in some 
corner to sleep, having nothing to pay for a night’s lodging, 
but at all times I never cease to feel in myself the light of 
the sun ready to pierce the clouds.”  “ Perhapsit is the 
light of the Holy Spirit which is in all those who have been 
received within our Holy Church. Who knows? 
you a vocation?” “ What is that?”
special work of the Holy Sp irit; it drives those who 

|  practice it into voluntary poverty, the abnegation of one’s 
self and virginity; it is what we call the Evangelical Coun
sels.”  “ Involuntary poverty is terribly hard, I have 
practiced it during four years; the life of the poor is all 
abnegation and I am not married, perhaps I have a voca
tion. A n d what then?”  “ If you follow it you will 
receive a hundred-fold in this world and eternal life in the 
world to com e.*’ “ Life in the country of shadows?”  “ No, 
life in Paradise with the A ngels.”  “ And if one is rich, 
married, and happy, then what?”  “ Often after their 
death, those remain a long time in Purgatory, if they 
escape the Infernal. A s for marriage, it is not precisely a 
sin, but there is a holier and more perfect state— that of a 
religious celibate.”  “ If you are not married, why do you 
wear a wedding-ring on your finger?”  Because I am the 
spouse of Jesus, that union distinguishes the ordinary from 
the religious celibate. A ll those who embrace this holy 
state are brides of Jesus, at the hour of death their union is 
confirmed. W e abandon all, knowing that He will provide 
for our w an ts.”  /  -vi

“ H e must be very rich to be able to keep so many
persons, but I do not feel envious to be one of the number.” 
“ W h y  not?” “ I have the feeling that I would rather love 
to be the one wife of a man, however poor, however 
humble he might be, rather than to be one of the numerous 
wives of a K ing. Moreover, there is something very 
gloomy in the thought of marriage at the hour of death.” 
“ It is not necessary that you be a Nun, although it is much 
better; it suffices that you be admitted by baptism into the
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Roman Catholic Church, and that you follow her laws.”  
“ I have not been baptized.** The Sister started, and made 
the sign of the Cross. “ It is truly fortunate that you did 
not remain drowned in the water, if you had been drowned, 
no Priest would have interred your body in consecrated 
ground, and your soul would have been forever with the 
Demons in the fires of the Infernal.”  “ I do not under
stand. I am very contented to be alive, but if I had been 
drowned I would have gone towards my father, as well as 
with my mother, and we would have been all three 
together, in the Kingdom of Haa-Hea-Ma. ”  “ In the 
kingdom of what, my child?”  said the voice of a man.

The Sister arose : “ Here is Father Ambrose, our spiritual 
director, who is come to see you.”  Upon a sign from the 
Priest the Sister retired. Eah saw before her a man dressed 
in a black soutan and bearing a black square cap. He was 
tall and thin, his countenance, pale and intelligent, bore 
traces of an ascetic life. “ The Kingdom of Haa-Hca-Ma is 
that to which certain persons pass upon leaving the earth, 
Sir.”  “ Who told you that?”  “ M y mother; she held it 
to be true because my father had told her.”  “ W here were 
you born, my child?”  “ A t the seashore in Finisterre. 
“ I know the history of the inhabitants of Finisterre and 
their original legends, but such a belief is no part of 
theirs.”  “ Perhaps not. I left the seaside at the age of 
about four; but my father was not a man belonging to 
Finisterre.”  “ Where did he belong to?”  “ From the land 
of the forests, in the far-away East, there where the trees 
are full of Draada.”  “ I do not understand.”  “ The 
Draada are those who, after having left their earthly bodies, 
can live in the sap of the trees or in the great waters.”  
“ M y dear child, be sure that such things exist not.”  
“ How do you know?”

The Priest turning quickly round saw that three men 
entered the room. They were Ernest, Llewellyn, and the 
man who had entreated them to come to the assistance of 
Eah. It was the latter who spoke. “ May I ask if you are 
the proprietor of the house?”  said he in addressing E rnest;
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“ in that case perhaps no apology is due. You understand 

that it is our duty to render service everywhere where there 

is sorrow and sickness. Having learned of the grave 

accident which happened to this young girlf I  came 

without delay.” “ You are no intruder,” replied Ernest, 
“ we esteem all those who go where duty calls them, and I 
know you, Sir, by name and reputation, but you see 

yourself that the plunge in the water will have no lasting 

effect. Since you are here, you must certainly accept some 

refreshment with us.” Before leaving the room with 

Father Ambrose Ernest said also to the Sister of Charity: 
“ W hat would you wish, Sister, that I send you for break
fast?” “ Nothing,” she replied, “ our rule does not permit 
us to take nourishment between meals or in the houses 

where we attend the sick, except with special permission.” 

“ I will send a double portion to Eah, then,” said Ernest, 
smiling. “ Let us speak no more now, I beg of you,” said 

Eah to the Sister; “ perhaps I can sleep.” Then speaking 

to herself, she said: “ Where have I heard his voice and 
seen his face?”

The two strangers, the Savant and the Priest, detained 

by Ernest, lunched with him. Soon the conversation lost 
its general taste by a question of Father Ambrose: “ Can 

some one tell me the exact signification of the words H aa- 
H ea-M a.” “ I don’t remember having ever heard those 

words pronounced, nor of having seen them written,” said 
Ernest, “ and yet they seem familiar to me.” “ And to me 

also,” said Llewellyn, “ but why I do not know.” “ These 
words, I believe, are of supposed Celtic origin,” said the 
Savant, “ and signify: 4Look, lik e watery but many of those 
antiquated words have their root in the Sanskrit, or Chal
dean language. May I ask where Father Ambrose has 
seen or heard these words?” “ The child that was taken 
out of the water and brought here said to me that if 
she was drowned, she would be with her father and mother 
in the Kingdom of H aa-H ea-M a.” “ I understand; it is the 
6tate of the human being next to the most material envelope 
— the ‘similar to water*— in certain conditions that part
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finds protection and sustentation in the sap of trees or in 
the waters.” “ That idea is as strange as absurd.”  “ Your 
creed consigns to fire those who leave the earth, the creed 
of the ancients destined them to the waters, many people 
understand the dead to be there., preferring the ancient 
belief; they love better to await the restitution of the body 
in the vitality of trees, in the depths of the forests, or in 
the still bottom of the tranquil waters, rather than be tor
tured by Devils in a fire which is never to be extinguished.”  
“ Our Lord Himself has spoken of this everlasting fire of 
Hell.”  “ Or rather those who, two hundred years after 
the confinement of His mother, spoke and -wrote in the 
name of the Son.”  “ No matter; the authority of the 
Roman Catholic and Apostolic Church is all-sufficient in 
matter of faith and practice.”

“ A ll those who observe the signs of the times,”  replied 
Llewellyn, “ remark that the Church works here and there 
in her ramparts— impregnable in the dark ages— by loop
holes through which she can, if she is compelled, escape by 
transforming herself. It is evident also that her Incarnate 
God removes farther and farther away from the Divinity 
those 1900 years; to develop in proportion to the intellectual
ity of the progressive man. The picture which the man of 
the present time makes of it recalls only the distant past, 
when the Gospels were given to it, and very often those 
modern pictures bear no resemblance, even although they 
have been made by members of the Church. But the 
Church now is less a religious society than a vast social, 
political, and financial association, whose aim is material 
rather than psychic power.”  “ Although a Priest and 
Monk, I must grant that there is much truth in your 
remarks; from year to year the Church applies herself less 
and less to her spiritual, or psychic influence, as you call it, 
than to her material and present influence. The weaken
ing of her prestige over the people and her ever increasing 
tolerance impress many Christians either within her bosom
or outside of it.”  I

“ The Chiefs of the militant church,” replied the



S avan t, “ are able gen erals; their tactics resemble those of 
the peew eet w hich  diverts, by her movements and cries, 
the attention o f those w ho search for her nest. T h e Church 
is capable o f m o d ify in g , transform ing, or even abandoning 
her cu lt and L ord  who form s a portion o f her principal 
m ystery— the T r in ity . She m ight even under certain 
circum stances, abandon her kn ow n  riches, but there is 
an inner treasure w hich she w ill never renounce so long as 
one stone w ill rem ain stan d in g upon another; tw o cordons 
guard this treasure w hose inestim able value she k n o w s .. . . ”  
“ A n d  this treasure? T h ese cordons?”  “ T h e y  are her 
S e n sitiv e s; /.<?., the P assives o f her contem plative religious 
O rders, the E v a n g e lica l Counsel o f V ir g in ity ;  next the 
C o n fessio n a l.”  ,j

W h ils t the savant spoke thus the door opened to g ive  
access to tw o  yo u n g  people w ho w ere nearly about the age 
o f E rn est. T h e  latter arose to receive them and introduced 
them under the names o f Louis Lebrun and Fabian Laton- 
ie r ; tw o  C o lleg e  fr ie n d s.”  “ In F ab ian  L ato n ier,”  said 
F ath er A m b rose to the S avan t apart, “ I recognise the 
yo u n g  so-called A p o stle  o f Free T h o u gh t. D o not con
tinue, I beg o f you, our conversation before him for he is 
no philosopher. Y o u r  conception o f the Church interests 
me and if  you w ill a llo w  me, I w ill accom pany you when 
you go  a w a y .”  “ W ith  pleasure.”  ~ A  silence almost pain
fu l, w hich had fo llo w ed  the arrival o f the new-comers 
produced a certain sensation o f uneasiness; it w as inter
rupted by a burst o f laughter from Louis Lebrun. “ Y o u  
look at me w ith  an unfavorable eye, E rn est,”  he said, “ is 
it m y dear self or m y com plete and ready-m ade suit w hich 
shocks the refinem ent o f your taste?”  “ N eith er the one 
nor the other, I w as th in k in g  upon the article w hich I read 
yesterday in the journal, and w hich I believe you are the 
author o f ; I w as curious to k n o w  if  you said w hat you 
th o u gh t.”  “ C erta in ly , I regard man sim ply as an anim al, 
and in fact he is only a m echanically anim ated m achine. 
W hen the m otive force is w ith d raw n , there remains nothing 
o f him but a corpse. I w illin g ly  grant that, compared
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with Typhoid Fever; I have seen him weep like a child at 
the death of his dog!”  A t these words the Savant left 
Ernest. The Priest arose and said : “ Our way lies in the 
same direction; if you permit me, I will accompany you.”  

Then addressing himself to E rnest: “ I am ignorant of 
your intentions as regards the little flower-girl; but if she 
needs rest and change, the Sisters will be very happy to 
receive her, upon my recommendation, as a free boarder, 
in their home for convalescents; there the air is pure and 
the gardens are extensive and magnificent. W ith your 
permission I will speak to them.”  “ I regret that profes
sional prudence does not allow me to accede to your desire. 
After the shock which she sustained, quiet and repose are 
absolutely necessary; I will take care of her myself.** 
Father Ambrose and the Savant directed their steps 
towards the Latin quarter. Passing along, the former said : 
“ You are doubtless, Sir, of the number of those whose 
most ardent desire is to uproot and destroy the Catholic 
Church, and along with it all Christian sectarianism.”  
“ My most ardent desire is, upon the contrary, to avoid all 
such destruction, I would wish to transform all society by 
development of the truth which it contains.”  “ You admit 
then that the Roman Catholic Church contains a portion of 
truth.’* “ How could it be otherwise since she has lived 
during so many centuries? Just as in the organic world 
everywhere where there is a retention of individual form, 
there is life; it is the same in a society or group, wherever 
there is continuity of life there is truth.”  “ Then you 
recognise the necessity for a creed and c u lt; you under
stand that if we freed man from all religious constraint, 
if we left him liberty of action, which he speaks so much 
about, this would be unlucky for collectivity. It would 
not be liberty which would reign, it would be licence which 
would be used by all the people of evil will to the detriment 
of those who are of good will. Believe me it is the salutary 
fear of Death, of the Last Judgment, of Purgatory and the 
Infernal which puts the most powerful check upon criminal 
passions.”  T .
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“ A'violent ana sudden transformation is incompatible 

ith justice and charity; besides this, evolution i6 effica- 

ous only when it is gradual. So long as men feel the 

*ed for so-called religion, it is much better that each pre- 

trves his own. In every country, however arbitrary the 

prm of government may appear, the real and effective 

ower resides in the collectivity as surely as veritable riches 

in the ground, however great may appear to be the 

pvantages of a large city. If this is the case, collectivity 

nil always have the freedom for which it is ripe, and the 

ply means for preparing individuals for freedom is educa- 

on in the true sense of the word, /. e., the development of 

ie individual capacities, by teaching the proper means to 

bntinually perfect these capacities. At this time the posi- 

lon of the people is pitiful in the extreme, the power 

hat is given them serves for nothing, since it fails in the 

tidispensable knowledge for utilising i t ; man is in the 

ptuation of a beast of burden, whose forces are usurped by 

lersuasion. By their honeyed words, their unrealisable 

iromises, many astute tyrants persuade him to carry 

turdens for them which they themselves would not touch 

krith one of their fingers.”

“ And what would be the result of your Utopia if it was 

ealised?” “ All sectarianism would cease, humanity 

rould be unified in the unity of the Divine Impersonality, 

: which Collective Man is the Sanctuary.” “ And thus 

ligion would be consigned to oblivion?” “ No, no, 

digion signifies simply the act of binding; and the 

owledge of this fact that Collective Man is the Clothing, 

Manifestation of the Divine Impersonality, that the 
.itude thut his perfection is boundless, would bind, unite 

lanity in such a manner that it would soon proclaim that 
lond age where universal peace would reign. Natur- 
and justly, all men of sound mind resist the 'last enemy 
h will be destroyed by man’—Death. But that the 
>f the Last Judgment, a Purgatory or an Infernal can 
nt crime, we see not how that can be. The most 
flooded, ungrateful assassin endowed with coolness

*43
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can easily, if he pleases, feign contrition, and then he will 
not only be treated in prison with indulgence, but with 
respect even, he will afterwards obtain plenary absolution 
for his faults; and when he marches to the scaffold, in the 
midst of the people, the prison chaplain will precede him, 
crucifix in hand, ready to deliver him a passport to the 
Kingdom of Heaven. The unity of the Collective Man by 
his union with the Divine Impersonality which resides in 
him ; here is the only and veritable basis of all sociology, 
and so long as a cult will be rendered to some Personal 
God, this union will be impossible/*

“ We differ completely upon this point. The Holy 
Scriptures themselves, Old as well as N ew , the teachings 
of the Apostles and Fathers of the Church, are all with me 
and against you.** “ The Holy Scriptures are like piles of 
sand, under which are concealed pearls; people withdraw 
some precious pearls from them, but the others are so much 
covered with gangues and concretions that they are almost 
unrecognisable; there, however, where a pearl o f  truth has 
been preserved its lustre is with us.** “ I do not know the 
signification of your words; give me, if you please, some 
instance of an author whom I can recognise as a Catholic 
Christian.** “ Saul of Tarsus says to the Initiates : ‘There 
are neither Greeks nor Israelites, there is neither Scythian 
nor Barbarian, there is neither slave nor free man, for the 
Sacrificer is one, and being in you all, you are one also,* 
and again: ‘How do you say one to another; I am of Saul, 
and I am of Peter, I am of Caiphas, and I am o f Joshua, 
since you have been prepared for Initiation by those men ? 
Is the Divine Sacrificer divided? Have you been Initiated 
in the name of Saul? Did Peter sacrifice himself for you?* ** 
“ I recognise the passages you quote but they are strangely 
transformed.’ * “ M y citations are from the original.”  
“ Y our interpretation is inadmissible. Saint Paul— or as 
you call him, Saul of Tarsus— proclaims himself at the 
commencement of all his Epistles, the servant and Apostle 
of Jesus Christ, and says precisely that he has been chosen 
to announce H im .”
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Upon the reply of Pere Ambrose the Savant stopped an 
instant, then renewing the conversation, said: “ Not so, 
doubtless Saul declares that he is delegated, but that means 
to say that he has been Hierarchically sent to teach to the 
Initiates of the schools of divers nations that principal 
truth evidently neglected: Brah offered Himself voluntarily 
as a sacrifice, a sacrifice of His personality, so as to be able 
to infuse the Divine Forces within the Forces of matter 

Icapable of receiving them. Take, for instance, the phrases 
by which he opens his Epistle to the Initiates of Jerusalem: 
‘The Cosm ic Cause who, at divers times and in divers 

I manners, had been manifested in this last epoch by Brah, 
I chosen to be the Possessor of all things and by whom have 
I been formed the earths (/. e.r the Material, or Physical 
I State, in contradistinction to the Seven Heavens which 
I had been formed by Elohim at the time when Brah was 
I still within the Attributal Region).”  “ This is still a very 
I singular transformation.”  “ Excuse me, it is the vulgar- 
I ised translation which is transformed.” “ Believe me, it is 
I the first time that I ever heard your strange interpretation. 

If you have a knowledge that we do not possess, prove it 
so that the Roman Catholic Church can utilise it.”

“ She would not, even if she could. That which you call 
the Church is now a vast political society which is con
scious of not having kept pace with the continuous and 
irresistible march of progress. She may be compared to 
some of those buildings that children construct by means of 
wooden cubes. When one of her formations is displaced 
the whole will fall to rise no more. This is why, since the 
time of Galileo up till now she is opposed to every move
ment that would shake her infallibility. The status quo is 
her safeguard; the waves of progress are for her like the 
angry billows for an old and rotten vessel. She veils her
self in obscurity for fear that the light of reason might 
show too clearly the stains and wrinkles which disfigure 
her.”  “ Where is perfection found? Is she any worse than 
the schismatic cults which cover the earth?” “ No schism,



/. e., nothing of that which is based upon personality, and 
consequently upon division, is capable of perfection, for as 
we have already said, Catholicism and Mohammedanism are 
particularly objectionable, for the reason that they seek the 
monoply of the Unspeakable; they constitute themselves 
the Cossacks of God, the guardians and portals of Heaven. 
A ll the exterior cults, without exception, are the cause of 
which the degradation of man is the effect, and the forma- 
tors or transformators of cults deteriorate with time; this is 
inevitable; so that the truth becomes always more and 
more veiled. The time will come when the Temple of the 
formations of Brah, the Divine and Impersonal Holocaust, 
who is one, will be one likewise as Him. Truth alone is 
immortal and the duration of a cult is in proportion to the 
portion of truth which it embraces. A  long time after all 
modern 9isms will have disappeared within the dreamy 
vistas of Mythology, the Magi, the adorers of the Light, 
and the Order who interrogated those who were presented 
to it for Initiation: Brah-me? (Brah-what?) and who
received this reply : Brah-ma (Brah-that which) ; the end 
of the phrase being spoken mentally, will endure. Those 
to whom have been confided the triune words of truth will 
exist as long as human Intelligence or Light, which is the 
first garment and manifest action of Brah, as long as Brah 
is '‘that which is clo th ed as long as our - Ego or Superior Self
hood is God.”

The two men walked for some time in silence, each 
evidently absorbed in thought. It was the Savant who 
spoke first. “ Here is my lodging,” said he, “ I must bid you 
adieu, unless however you wish to do me the honour to 
enter with me.” “ Not now, thank you; pressing affairs 
call me otherwise; I will hear you with pleasure at a more 
convenient season.” The two men shook hands and parted ; 
the former ascending to his rooms on the first floor, and 
the latter entering the doors of the Convent of the Sacre 
Cceur (Sacred Heart).

* * •
When the Savant returned home, there was presented to
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him a card upon which was the name of Fabian L \  
Half-an-hour afterwards Latonier himself entered  ̂
Savant’s study. “ It may seem to you indiscreet,” Sv, 
he, “ that I should present myself to one whom I have only^ 
known for two hours, and whose name even I do not 
know.” For a response the Savant held out a carte-de- 
visite to him which bore the name of Merlin Sadoun. 
Fabian placed the card in his pocket-book and said: “ I 
am, Sir, one of the numerous individuals who suffer 
because they give up the question in vain : What is Truth?
I have read as many books as I could and no end of old and 
contemporary manuscripts, but nowhere have I found a 
sufficiently solid foundation upon which to construct any
thing useful and practical; it seems to me even that if ever 
knowledge and wisdom have existed amongst men, that 
era is past. The age wherein we live discovers here and 
there just enough of light to show the darkness with which 
we are surrounded; that light may be compared rather to 
6heet-lightning than to daylight. The words which you 
told me this morning: ‘The Divine is within you and your 
true Selfhood of which you may be unconscious of at pres
ent, is the first clothing thereof/ have strangely impressed 
m e; in those hours of meditation I was indeed conscious of 
capacities and aspirations of which I had no lasting or 
precise knowledge. It is for this reason that I have aban
doned my career both as a literary man and lecturer; it is 
useless to augment the number of those who write and 
speak, not because they have something to impress or say, 
but to see their name in print and to hear the sound of their 
own. voice; my resources are fortunately sufficient, so that 
I am not obliged to work for a living like the greatest 
number. I come not (as in American fashion) to interview 
you; I am a thirsty man; I run with eagerness towards the 
verdure which shews a spring where I can hope to appease 
my thirst.”

“ You are very welcome.” “ Thank you, if my request 
is not indiscreet, will you explain to me your theory, your 
new philosophy ?M “ Certainly, but I cannot say it is new;

___
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our philosophy is, upon the contrary, as old as the form a
tion of man. It may be summed up in a few  w ords: 
When Brah, the Impersonal A ttribute proceeding from the 
Cosmic Cause, had assumed' personality in the Person of 
Elohim, His Second Em anation, and sacrificing that P er
sonality by diffusing itself in the A zert form ations, K ahi 
(M an), the masterpiece o f these form ations heard within 
him a voice proclaiming m entally: ‘ l:7ie Ego is your God, 5 
and from time to time the same truth has been proclaim ed 
to the Grand Initiates, notably upon M ount S in ai. The 
Divine Love, L igh t, L ife , P ow er and U tility  w hich are in 
us (as in all formations o f Good W ill)  according to the 
capacities of reception and responsion in each is our God ; 
when the faculty o f reception and responsion w ill be 
universal, the Cosmic U nity which is E quilibrium  w ill be 
consummated. In other words the perfection o f m atter, 
the same as the perfect m anifestation o f the Im penetrable 
and Indivisible One, depends upon the diffusion w ithin  the 
forces of eternal matter— in all its degrees o f rarefaction 
and density— upon the faculty of responding to the D ivin e 
and Eternal Forces. It is by this generalisation only that 
Cosmic Sociology can be realised.

“ Such is the basis o f our Philosophy, the foundation- 
stone of W isdom and Truth, the central root o f the tree o f 
knowledge, while the K abala may be com pared to the 
roots which descend and the branches w hich ascend there
from. Herein there is no m ystery. T ruth  is a lw ays 
simple a6 it is im m ortal; it is contained in three w ords that 
a child can understand and which only can satisfy all our 
being. Other sure foundations can no man lay , than that 
which was laid from the formation o f m an, and every 
edifice which is not constructed upon this foundation can 
not be durable.51 There was silence, then P abian  arose : 
“ I  thank you with all my heart; you have opened up 
before me an unknown perspective; life may yet be w orth 
the trouble of liv in g .55 T h e  Savant shook hands w ith  the 
young man and they parted.

14  8
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Upon the evening of the day when the flower-girl had 
been saved, Ernest was again in private conversation with 

the Duchess de Dromont. “ Have you written to Iowa?19 
“ N o .19 "B u t you had almost promised me to do so. Why 

have you changed your mind?” “ I  have not changed my 

mind. The letter for her parents is already sealed, but I  

am not in the habit of acting hastily, especially upon a 

circumstance which concerns my entire life." Whilst the 

Duchess and Ernest conversed together, the Sister of 
Charity sent for Ernest’s maid-servant; who before her 
marriage with the valet had been in the service of the 
Duchess de Dromont. “ It is not necessary that I remain 

longer here,”  said she, “ there is no sign of fever, no 

abnormal weakness with the young girl; she has eaten well 
and needs only a good night’s rest; please have the good
ness to tell your muster that if Eah desires to enter our 
Boarding-School at St. Joseph, Father Ambrose can obtain 

admission for her as a free pupil. It is a pity that one so 

young and beautiful as she is, should be exposed to the 

temptations of life in the streets of Paris.” “ Willingly, 
my Sister; may the Holy Virgin, Mother of God, persuade 

the poor creature to accept the kindness of the Reverend 

Father.”  Then drawing a franc from her purse and hold
ing it out to the Sister, she added: “ Burn, I pray you, a 

wax candle for this vow, before the altar of Notre Dame.” 

A s soon as the Sister had left the house, the faithful 
Michelle rejoined Eah in her room. “ Come, my dear,” 
said she, “ with kindness, the master has given orders that 
you sleep in the blue chamber which was furnished for the 
young sister of M . Llewellyn, when she came here with her 
mother and brother in May last.”  Eah arose and followed 
Michelle to the room situated upon the same story, the dull 
light of a lamp provided with a shade already lighted it. 
“ I have no time to remain with you, my child,”  said the 
maid, “ but your bed is made and you will find all that you 
need and a night light; do not forget to extinguish the



T H E  C H A L D E A N .

lamp; Monsieur does not like electricity and the odour of
, a good

sleep to you, do not forget in saying your prayers to thank 
the Holy Virgin Mother for your escape from drowning; 
thank her also for all the good things which she may 
reserve for you in the future. Shut the door, but do not 
lock it, there is no person in the house but my good man 
and me, and it is bad to lock one’s self in .”

After this wise advice Michelle went down stairs quickly 
to prepare dinner for herself and her husband. When the 
latter came in smoking a short pipe and was seated at the 
table, she placed a tureen of good broth before him. “ No 
person can be compared with our good master; sometimes, 
however, he is a little strange; only think, has he not 
ordered me to prepare the blue room for that little gipsy, 
as if she was a Princess? Did he not tell me to give her a 
dressing-gown trimmed with genuine lace, and the blue 
velvet slippers which he brought from A lgeria! If it was 
any other gentleman, I would ask w h y; but as for him! 
well, if it was not for fear of seeing the ancient race extinct,
I would present my faith-offering in a wax candle to Saint 
Theresa every day of the festival, for my wish.”  “ W hat 
wish?”  “ That he might enter the Monastery of our Lady 
of Carmel.”  “ Our Lady of Fiddlesticks! our young 
master has as much taste for the life of a Monk as I have 
for the life of a jockey. There is no person better dressed 
in Paris than he; or one who possesses a finer wardrobe, 
from his books to his chimney pot, and from his silk socks 
to his silk-lined overcoat, there is no danger that he change 
his silk shirt for a haircloth one, his scent bags and delicate 
perfumes for the smoke of three-franc incense!”  “ Y ou do 
not know, my love; it is M. Llewellyn that selects all for 
him, and it is you that takes care that he wears such 
properly, just as I see that he gets proper food and every
thing in season, upon the table. If we allowed him to take 
care of himself, our young master would be perfectly cap
able of wearing an old morning-gown and slippers the 
whole year round, and of dining upon potatoe soup and

parafine is not good where one sleeps. Good night
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fried w h it in g s .”  “ Som e day M . L le w e lly n  w ill perhaps 
choose a w ife  for h im .”  “ D o  not 6peak such nonsense, 
P eter. I c le a rly  understand from  w h at the D uchess de 
D rom ont says, that our future lady is ch osen ; it is no less 
a person than the P rin cess Io w a  whom  all ‘ high life* jour
nals are so foolish over. B y  the w a y , I forgot to tell you 
that the co n cierge  has let the tw o  large rooms upon the 
ground-floor, on the other side o f her room s, w here there 1*6 
a door o p e n in g  upon the street.”

“ W h y ?  since the y o u n g  M aster has hired the entire 
house.”  “ O n e day the con cierge said to M onsieur that she 
had a d au gh ter w ho had been abandoned by her husband, 
a lo n g  w ith  five ch ild ren , and she begged  him  to allow  her 
to  receive them in the spare room s; M onsieur told her that 
he did not w ish to have children in the house, but that she 
could  rent the rooms to a single respectable male tenant 
and use the price o f the rent to hire some place w here she 
could shelter her daughter and fam ily . I have seen her 
re n te r ; he is a m an o f about fifty  years o f age w ho looks 
every  inch a gentlem an. T h e  con cierge told me that he 
had no person to attend to him , but that he passed all his 
tim e in s tu d y .”  “ H as he brought his furniture and 
b o o k s?”  “ N o th in g ; o n ly  a cam p bedstead, a ch air and a 
ta b le ; but he has paid three m onths in advance, conse
qu en tly  the good M m e. V audon  is not u n easy.”

m * •
A  b rillian t fire o f w ood burned in the fireplace when 

E ah entered the room. Sh e shut the door and rem oved the 
silken shade from  the lam p. “ H o w  lovely  this is ,”  said 
she. M an y yo u n g  g irls  raised from in fan cy  in luxury 
w ould have uttered the same exclam ation. T h e  furniture 
w as o f m aple ornam ented w ith  rich g ild in g , the curtains' 
w hich concealed the tw o  w in d o w s and w hich hung down 
from  a crow n  o f white^ alabaster, and gold , the bed-hang
in gs, the chairs and arm-chair6 w ere o f very  pale blue 
satin, edged w ith  pale w ild  roses, and the 6ame pretty and 
delicate flow er w as sprinkled here and there in bouquets 
and garlands, as if  throw n from the hand o f an artist.

i n
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Upon the floor the noise of the foot was deadened by a 
thick velvet carpet imitating the moss of the woods. Eah 
remained motionless, as if bound by a spell, when she saw 
her own image in the bevelled glass of the wardrobe of 
maple and gold, the image of such a poor little creature 
dressed in a short blue cotton dress, with an old red hand
kerchief and heavy shoes.

“ What a fright I am !”  she cried, and turning herself 
very quickly from the long and large mirror she removed 
her shoes and blue stockings. She went to bed under the 
thick but suitable coverings, when her eyes fell upon a 
white dressing-gown, ornamented with lace and pale blue 
ribbons, upon which were scattered here and there sprays 
of wild roses; near to the pillow there was also a long 
night-dress in white cambric, ornamented with lace. 
With true feminine instinct, in a few moments she crawled 
out from under the bed-covers and dressed herself in the 
fine night-dress, over which she threw the graceful dressing- 
gown. She again stood before the mirror and a smile of 
happiness illuminated her countenance. In reality the 
figure which she reflected, with her abundant pale golden 
floating hair, her large piercing eyes and olive complexion, 
was of rare grace and beauty.

“ Now we are in tune,”  she murmured in seating herself 
in one of the rich arm-chairs, quite happy at feeling the 
heat of the brilliant fire of wood, since she was restored 
from the effects of the chill. Eah sat down with a feeling 
of happiness and comfort hitherto unknown, and looked to 
see in the fire a face which seemed familiar to her, but 
remembrance of whom had escaped her, it shewed itself in 

_ the midst of the burning ashes; at this sight a sensation of 
ineffable calmness possessed the child and she slept.

That night when the large city clock sounded eleven the 
new tenant of Mine. Vaudon, the concierge, was standing 
in his miserably furnished room, his countenance, '"'ion 
which pearled drops of cold sweat, was set, his right 'd
was extended and in his left he held the old deep 
ribbon sash which Eah wore when she was taken out of i

r 5 2
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water. This was Merlin Sadoun. When midnight sound
ed the door opened slowly and Eah entered, like some one 
who walked in their sleep; she crossed the room and placed 
her two hands in those which Merlin held out to her. The 
sleep of Peter Alton and his brave wife accompanying with 
vigorous snorings the tic-tac of the alarm clock, was so deep 
that they had not heard the bare feet of Eah, when she 
crossed the outer apartment. Silently and with great 
gentleness the man covered Eah with a long dark circular 
cloak whose hood he let down over her head, then passing 
his hand under her arm, he led her to the door which 
opened upon the side 6treet; he opened and shut it without 
noise and directed his steps towards the opposite house, in 
front of which he opened a door with a latch-key.

When he entered within a room on the ground-floor 
whose thick curtains and closed window-shutter6 allowed 
no light to be seen from the street, a woman of about thirty- 
six years of age, whose sea-blue eyes and fair hair con
trasted pleasantly with her very simple black costume, 
uttered a gentle cry of joy and tried to rise from the couch 
upon which she reclined, supported by pillows. Merlin 
Sadoun put his Anger on his lips as a sign of silence and 
said in a low voice: “ Your joyful cry tells me that I am 
not mistaken; that child is certainly your Eah, the child 
that the accident and the consequent loss of memory has 
left without protection. Through the love which you have 
for her, remain very still, a sudden awakening might do 
great evil and miscarry all our plans.

He poured out a glass of wine and placing it in her 
trembling hands: “ A ll depends upon you, my child,”  said 
he, “ and I know that you will do all that you can.”  She 
drank the wine; Merlin led Eah to an arm-chair, then 
seated himself by the side o ' the sick woman, whose hand 
he took in his own, giving her thus all the strength which 
she could receive. Several minutes passed thus, then the 
door opened, giving entrance to Llewellyn who brought 
with him a man, tall in stature, in the prime of life, and 

I his face bronzed by the sun. This man wore a coarse suit
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of navy blue serge and held in his hand a box covered with 
paper. It was Cid, the fisherman o f Finisterre, to whom 
the woman who had been the love o f his life , had confided 
the jewels and ornaments that Eaon carried in his belt. H e 
brought them to land with him w hen, after the w reck o f 
the vessel from the distant O ccident, the pow erful waves 
had cast him upon the shores o f Finisterre.

W hen Cid saw the pale countenance and w asted form of 
the woman which he loved, they heard a sob in his bare 
throat, but he suppressed his em otion, and holding her out
stretched hand in his own, he sa id : “ Y o u  sent for me, 
Asanatha, here I am .”  “ H ow  good you are, C id ,”  said 
she feeb ly ;”  your look is like a breath from the sea-breeze 
and your voice seems to bring w ith it the sound o f the 
waves which break upon the shore.”  “ I w ould like  to 
bring you back health and strength. I f  you could only 
recover strength sufficiently to return to your old home, 
perhaps you might regain your h ealth .”  “ N o , no, C id ,
I shall soon be with Eaon amongst the Draada, but since 
we are one, perhaps we may be able to reclothe ourselves, 
perhaps Eaon may take his place amongst those who 
struggle for the Restitution of the earth and man? W h o  
knows?” She closed her eyes and remained very tranquil, 
as if plunged in deep reflections. Eah came afterwards 
as by intuition, and seated herself upon the floor by the 
side of the low couch. She leaned her head upon her 
mother’s breast atid soon the emaciated hand of the sick 
person lingered affectionately amongst her fine wavy hair. 
“ Our child, our Eah! our darling!”  “ M y  mother, be
loved mother!”

Upon his arrival Cid had given to Merlin Sadoun the 
small box, and said simply : “ 1 have brought it to you such 
as I  found it ; the key has never left me, day nor night.”  
He now stood at the bedside looking at the mother and the 
child, and from time to time passing the back of his square 
and strong hand across his eyes. During this time Merlin  
Sadoun and Llewellyn examined the contents of the box 
that Cid had brought. They at first found a handful of

*54
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unmounted gems partially cut and polished, as if the finder 
or purchaser had hurriedly tested their purity and value.
They afterwards drew from the box several 6mall bracelets, 
gold ear-rings, then a strange and very precious necklace, 
made with pearls, opals, and moonstones set transparently; 
it was fastened by an ancient clasp of white gold, upon 
which certain characters were engraved, and the pendant 
of which was made of the half of a large clear moonstone 
mounted transparently.

There were other precious stones besides, unmounted, 
and a considerable quantity of old money in gold. At the 
bottom of the box was a small fiat case in silver bronze. It 
was Merlin Sadoun who took out the contents of the box, 
one by one; when he took out the curious necklet he mur
mured : “ This is the necklet of Sheba-Ma, which was 
found on the neck of Alianah, in the Druid Temple, more 
than twelve centuries ago.”  Then addressing himself to 
Llewellyn : “ You see this moorfstone, if, as we shall know 
soon, Eah is Alianah reincarnated, Reich-Sheba-Ma is also 
doubtless reincarnated upon earth, and it is she who has 
the second of the dual moonstones.”  Llewellyn took the 
necklace, examined the pendant minutely, then said in a 
troubled voice: “ 1 have seen somewhere the duplicate of 
this stone; it was worn, if I remember rightly, by a woman 
whom I met in a large assembly, but where and when I 
cannot recall.”  Memory will perhaps return to you, but 
be this as it may, do not forget my words, and as you have 
ever done in the past, take care and keep a good watch.”  
The hands of Merlin Sadoun which held the small casket 
in silver bronze trembled slightly. “ The old casket is 
fastened,”  said Llewellyn, “ and Cid gave me no other 
key.”  “ There is no key needed,”  replied Sadoun, in 
passing adroitly his finger over the casket. As Llewellyn 
stood watching him with profound interest, the lid opened 
slowly and uttering in a low voice an exclamation in an 
unknown tongue to Llewellyn, Merlin Sadoun bent over the 
open casket.

 ̂ It contained an eagle with three heads mounted openly
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in sapphires; the eyes were of rubies and above the third 
head, whose long neck penetrated a cloud in mother-of- 
pearl, was a flat star made with twelve points in brilliants. 
“ All goes well,”  he said in a voice broken with emotion-; 
“ this Royal and Hierarchical insignia has been confided to 
one person only. Eah is his child and A lianah!”  In 
saying those words he replaced the ornaments, the pieces 
of money and jewels, within the box, locked it with the 
key and replaced it in its paper covering. A s he tied the 
string which bound it, Cid touched the arm of Llewellyn; 
upon turning round, the latter saw that he was grave and 
that his lips were blanched. “ Mr. Llewellyn, Asanatha is 
gone to the regions of the Draada.”

The three men approached the couch. It was true! 
Asanatha, with a smile upon her lips and her fingers in the 
fair curls of her child, had left the earth upon which she 
had loved and suffered so profoundly. Merlin placed his 
hand gently upon the bowed head of Eah, which still 
reposed upon the heart of the inanimate mother. “ Come 
with me, my child.” Next addressing Llewellyn : “ W atch 
over the body of Asanatha.’ ’ Obediently Eah arose and 
followed Merlin Sadoun. They both left the house and 
entered into the rooms which he had rented. Then Merlin 
Sadoun placed his right hand upon the forehead of Eah 
and said to her: “ Go gently to the room which has been 
prepared for you and go to bed. When you awake 
remember nothing which ha6 passed since the time when 
you slept in the arm-chair before the fire.”  Then he knelt 
down and tenderly, reverently kissed the border of the 
white dress floating upon E ah ; she afterwards went out as 
she had entered in a somnambulic state.

When they were alone with the still, white and calm 
form upon which a smile still lingered, Llewellyn said : 
“ You yourself cross the hands of Asanatha upon her brea6t, 
for of all beings who are upon earth, it is you who loved 
her the best.”  Then the fisherman of Finisterre went 
towards a side-table upon which his felt hat was deposited 
and returned with a bunch of Lilies of the
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brought them to offer her,*’ he said gently, “ this is the 
flower which she preferred, they are rare in our parts, per
haps they may still prove a pleasure to her.”  W ith hands 
crossed the child of the sea held once more the Lilies of the 
V alley placed therein by the strong hand of the fisherman, 
of whom she had been the only lover.

T H E  E N E M Y . : | l

A t the time when Eah fell asleep in the easy-chair before 
the fire of wood which burned in the blue room, the Duch
ess de Dromont was seated in another easy-chair before the 
fire which burned briskly in her private room, and chatted 
with her favourite godson Ernest. “ It is a pleasure to 
have you near me, Ernest,”  said she m ildly; “ when your 
eyes encounter mine, they make me think of that which 
might have been.”  Ernest, who was standing near the 
fireplace, approached, and as he stood with his arm resting 
upon the back of the chair of the Duchess, the latter placed 
her hand in his. Looking down upon the prematurely 
white head, he tenderly, reverentially pressed the hand of 
t^ ^ p ^ h e ss, for he knew that her happiness was to have 

k s> her one whose eyes recalled to her the reminiscence 
j  v ie child that she had lost. For some time neither spoke 

.d the gentle tic-tac of the bronze timepiece alone broke 
the silfence. The Duchess was the first to speak.

“ Ernest,”  she said, “ when Iowa places in your arms 
your first-born son, he w ill be my heir through love for 
you, for her and my own darling who is no more. Have 
you written to her asking if she is to be your w ife?” “ N o, 
not yet.”  “ W h y ? ”  “ Marriage for natures such as mine, 
is a very solemn affair, and notwithstanding my esteem and 
admiration for Iow a, I hesitate to ask her whom I know so 
little, to make the journey of life with me, which under the 
best conditions, is so painful and unsatisfactory.”  “ Those 
words from a man of your age prove, my child, to a person 
such as I  am, that you do not love Iow a.”  A n d  fix in g  a 
keen glance upon him she added: “ Moreover, my mental
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intuition— call it what you please— foretells to me the fact 
that the image of some other young girl prevents that of 
Iowa from reflecting itself in your heart and mind. It was 
my dream that my two favorite god-children should be man 
and wife, but that will not prevent me from rejoicing if 
you have found another young lady, to whom you have 
offered or will offer your name.”  “ I have a heart entirely 
free, so far as I know.”

A t the time when he pronounced these words, the image 
of the child of Finisterre, the flower-girl of the streets of 
Paris, arose between him and the bright fire, and the 
Luminous Hand, brilliant and white, like melted iron in 
the furnace, stood once more in the flames of the fire. 
Again all was silent and as the timepiece struck the mid
night hour the Duchess arose, then placing her lips upon 
the forehead of Ernest, who bowed down to kiss her white 
jewelled hand : “ May Heaven bless you, my child,”  said 
6he, “ whatever you may do, or wherever you may go, my 
wish is that your life may be happy.”  She afterwards 
retired to her bedroom where her chamber-maid awaited 
her. Ernest went to his own room which looked out upon 
the gardens of the*Hotel de Dromont. "*use

The night was splendid; the lilacs, the acacias 
hyacinths perfumed the air which penetrated fresh Eah 
pure through the window. H aving no desire to sleep cn 
went out upon the balcony. Immediately, between him 
and the dark mass of venerable trees grouped at the further 
end of the garden, he saw the young flower-girl rise up, 
pass from the room that he had prepared for her, clad in a 
white dressing-gown and small slippers, and he was con
scious that she walked asleep. A s she reached the clump 
of trees she turned towards him, and their eyes met in a 
long and earnest gaze, then the vision disappeared as 
suddenly as it had come; only at the foot of an oak whose 
branches partly overshadowed the balcony where he stood, 
upon a bed of lilies rested the Luminous Hand.

Ernest re-entered the room, shut the window, drew the 
curtains and sat down before the fire which already smoul-
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dered. “ M y god-mother has divined rightly with her 
fem inine instinct,”  said he, “ it is certainly the remem
brance of Eah which prevents me from asking the hand of 
Iowa, although I did not know it until our eyes met.”  He 
disposed himself to sleep, when through a small opening in 
the curtains he saw the morning dawn. “ I also must have 
been asleep when I saw the vision of Eah,”  he 6aid.

Afterw ards changing his evening dress for that of morn
ing he descended to the breakfast-room; but found it 
occupied by a servant who was sweeping the Axminster 
carpet; he now directed his steps to the beautiful conserva
tories which formed a continuation of the reception-room6. 
It was the habit of the Duchess de Dromont to sit up late 
and to rise late and although he felt a strong desire to 
return to the house where he had left Eah, he determined 
to wait and make his adieus, and this more especially, that 
he may give Eah time to leave the house ere he entered it. 
A rrived under the fan-like foliage of the large palms he 
sat down near to the oval basin where the white lotus 
flowers floated. A  feeling of rest and happiness penetrated 
him, and the thought of absolute liberty which he enjoyed, 
and which permitted him to choose for a wife her whom 
he wished. “ To-morrow,** he thought, “ if all goes well, 
I w ill tell her that I love her, I will ask her to be my wife, 
and I will take her to England where marriage requires 
few  form alities; then we will conceal ourselves in the dis
tant Occident. W ithin a year we shall return and her 
beauty will be the admiration of Paris during several 
w eeks; but I need my beloved for myself during one year.”  

Fatigued by the sleepless night and lulled by those happy 
thoughts he fell asleep under the palms. During his sleep 
he had a dream which troubled him. He still saw once 
more the form of Eah such as he had seen her pass amongst 
the group of trees, but this time she walked upon the 
waters o f an undulating sea; a hazy form erect and oval
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as if the first time she becarfte conscious that she was 
followed, turned round, and Ernest saw that her eyes were 
rivetted as by fascination upon the sea-green luminous eyes 
of the Being who followed her. Afterwards uttering a 
dull cry she fell back and sank beneath the waters. “ Fear 
nothing, I will save you,,, he cried and became half-awake 
by the sound of his own voice, he tried to rise; but it 
seemed to him that small invisible hands grasped his throat 
and he made desperate efforts to disentangle himself.

“ Aw ake! aw ake!”  Strong hands grasped his own and 
upon looking up he saw Merlin Sadoun. “ I have inter
rupted you in the midst of a morning nightmare,”  said he. 
“ It was more than a nightmare.”  In a few words he 
related to Merlin Sadoun what he had seen. “ T ry  and 
remember if you ever saw any woman resembling her you 
saw in the fog.”  “ Her face does not appear unknown to 
me, yet I cannot recall when, or under what circumstances 
I have seen her, or whether it was in life or in a picture.”  
“ It is not to speak of dreams that I come; I need to con
verse with you privately, in a place where no one can hear 
us. Here some person might be concealed in the midst of 
those plants.”  “ Come then into my room.”

A s the two men left the house of palms, the head of a
woman emerged from a group of plants; the face
was of a strange beauty, the eyes similar to the bluish-green 
of the deep sea, were large, of almond shape and luminous,
the hair reddish with golden reflections, red lips allowing 
small pearl-like teeth to be seen. When the door was shut 
behind Merlin Sadoun and Ernest, the form glided out 
rapidly and noiselessly. “ Ernest, Marquis of Manatean,”  
said she in a low and mocking laugh, “ or whatever other 
fantastic name you are called, you have sufficient affinity 
with me Jo feel my presence in sleep.”  And taking from 
her b ^ c*t an ornament that was suspended round her neck

of gold, she added: “ The street gipsy 
'-trpon a bea&*-L^£^ ^  the sacred Moonstone, but I have

Ernest re-entere<Tt^*$ nine points of law, a 
curtains and sat down below JLm-t*

ht is
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stronger than right. This time it delights me to be myself
■ - ■ i f

She then glided swiftly out of the greenhouse by another 
entrance. As she disappeared, a man of powerful, but 
slender and extremely agile form, emerged from another 
group of trees; his hand upon the back of the seat where 
the hand of the woman had rested, he remained standing 
motionless as a statue. He afterwards left the greenhouse. 
It was the fourth and last comer of the Chiefs who had met 
in the forest of the far distant West.* | |

As soon as Merlin and Ernest had entered into the room
where Ernest had the vision of Eah and the Luminous 
Hand, Merlin said to him: “ This morning when Michelle 
went to awaken Eah she found the room empty; the clothes 
which she wore when she was taken out of the water were 
in the room, but the white clothes had disappeared.” 
“ Perhaps she found herself sufficiently strong to return 
home.”  “ I passed over the bridge where she was in the 
habit of selling those flowers but she was not there.”  The 
expressive eyes of Ernest were troubled. “ What do you 
think about it?”  he asked. “ I think that if Eah had left 
your house to purchase flowers, she would have put on her 
own clothes, and if she had set out to the street in a white 
lace dressing-gown and slippers, that she was not herself. 
I think therefore that she has been lured away by persua
sion or carried away.”  • v'\/ai

The countenance of Ernest became pale and a new light 
illuminated his deep eyes, as he said in a low voice: “ I 
would give all that I have to And Eah.”  Merlin looked at 
him attentively: “ Why?” “ To gain her love and present 
her to the world as my wife.”  Then Merlin with his 
right hand placed upon his shoulder related to him all 
that which had taken place the preceding night. “ I 
understand,”  said Ernest; “ my dream was no chimera and 
the form which pursued Eah was Reich-Sheba-Ma. Who 
can say whether she was incarnated or not? But Llewellyn



162 T H E  C H A L D E A N .

remembers having seen a woman who bore the half 
Moonstone!”

* * *
A  month afterwards, four men were seated in a neigh

bouring room to that where Cid the fisherman of Finisterre 
had deposited the Lilies of the Valley upon the breast of 
Asanatha; they were Ernest, Llewellyn, Merlin Sadoun 
and the Chief of the far-away Occident, whom we shall 
call Akowtah. The face of Ernest, generally cheerful, 
expressed sorrow and fatigue. A ll the day long he had 
sought for the flower-girl but his search had been in vain. 
Merlin looked at him with compassion. “ Be not dejected 
with grief,”  said he, “ at present it is decided that you go 
to the far West with Akowtah and that you pass there the 
Third Initiation, we await with confidence the discovery of 
Alianah.”  “ H ow?”  “ There are those unknown even to 
those around them, who have not only preserved intact 
their twelve senses, but who have developed them in such 
a manner that time, space, opacity, nor distance is no more 
for them. These men are One in the Unity of the Impene
trable and Indivisible One, pre-eminent Manifesters of the 
Divine Holocaust! W e hope good things for you; but 
your Initiation will alone prove if our hopes are well 
grounded or not. You have done all possible in an adverse 
surrounding, to develop yourself, what can you not accom
plish in a Pathetic medium?”

“ It is true; one thought alone disturbs me, it is that the 
Ocean will separate me from Eah, and that I cannot pursue 
my fruitless but persistent search for her.”  “ Banish that 
inquietude; it is without foundation; Psycho-Intellectual 
Man is not what he appears to be at this present time. He 
has been formed in the Divine Similitude to be as the 
Living Sanctuary of theSupreme Holocaust. He is a com
posite being clothed in his present state with a Body or 
Physical Degree of being which, in order, is itself fourfold. 
It is a fact that some Psycho-Intellectuals seem to be ignor
ant o f : that the more rarefied states of the Being of man 
are not imprisoned in their denser material envelope, but
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th a t  in  o r d e r ,  n o t o n ly  e a c h  S ta te  b u t e v e n  e a c h  o f th e  fo u r  

D egrees  o f  e a c h  S t a t e ,  c a n  b e  d e v e lo p e d  in to  an  in d e p e n d e n t  

p e r s o n a li ty . T h u s  to  ta k e  a n  in s ta n c e  o n ly  in  th e  P h y s ic a l  

s ta te , ju s t  as  in  o u r  D e g re e  o f  N e rv o -P h y 6 ic a l  b e in g  we see 

c le a rly  th e  D e g re e s  o f  N e r v o - P h y s ic a i  b e in g  o f  o u r  s u r 

r o u n d in g s ;  so e v e n  th e  N e r v o u s , P s y c h ic  a n d  M e n ta l D e 

g re e s  o f  o u r  b e in g , d u ly  d e v e lo p e d  in  p e rs o n a lity , d isc o v e r  

th e  N e r v o , P s y c h ic  a n d  M e n ta l  D e g re e e s  o f b e in g  o f th e ir  

s u r r o u n d in g s . T h e  w o rld  w h ic h  g iv e s  to  its e lf  th e  title  o f  

‘c i v i l i s e d /  h a s  fo u n d  i t  c o n v e n ie n t  to  ig n o re  th i6  t r u th  a n d  

a ll i ts  c o n s e q u e n c e s  f o r  a lm o s t tw o  th o u s a n d  y e a rs , so th a t  

w ith  v e ry  f e w  e x c e p tio n s  n e a r ly  a ll th e ir  S ta te s  a n d  

D e g re e s  o f  b e in g  a r e  im p ris o n e d  w ith in  th e  N e rv o -P h y s ic a i  

D e g re e  o f  th e  P h y s ic a l  S t a t e ; a n d  m en  d e file , m a ltre a t a n d  

n e g le c t  t h a t  p r is o n , d e n y in g  in  a b o d y  e v e n  its  n a tu ra l  

r i g h t  to  I m m o r ta l i ty .  F a r  w o rs e  th a n  th is , th e y  tr y  to  

d o m in a te  b y  d e c e it  o r  v io le n c e  a ll th o se  w h o  a re  n o t lik e  

th e m s e lv e s ;  th e y  m a k e  a  c o n tin u o u s  w a r  o f e x te rm in a tio n ,  

m o ra l a n d  p h y s ic a l , a g a in s t  th o s e  w h o  ig n o re  o r refu se  to  

a c c e p t th e i r  C r e e d , C u lt  a n d  C u s to m s , k n o w in g  n o t n o r  

d is r e g a r d in g  t h a t  s o v e re ig n  t r u th  : th a t  in te g r a l  h u m a n ity  

is th e  T e m p le  o f  th e  D iv in e  I m p e r s o n a lity , o f th e  D iv in e  

H o lo c a u s t .”

“ O n e  t h i n g  is  p e r p le x in g  to  m e ,”  6a id  L le w e lly n , “ a n d  

i t  is  th is  : “ I f  th e r e  a re  th o s e  w h o m  I  d o u b t n o t , w h o  h av e  

d e v e lo p e d  s u p re m e  k n o w le d g e  a n d  p o w e rs  s u p e rio r  to  th o se  

o f  th e ir  a s s a ila n ts  a n d  p e rs e c u to rs , w h y  d o  th e y  n o t em p lo y  

th e ir  fa c u ltie s  fo r  th e ir  o w n  d e fe n c e  if  n o t fo r r e tr ib u tio n ? ”  

“ B e c a u se  th o se  m e n  d is c e rn  th in g s  not such as they appear to 
be, but such as they are; h e n c e  it fo llo w s t h a t  th e y  k n o w  th a t  

e v e ry  m a n  is  th e  c lo th in g  a n d  d w e llin g  o f som e D iv in ity  

t h a t  h e  m a n if e s ts , a n d  t h a t  a m o n g s t th o se  w h o  a re  d ev o ted  

to  th e  w o r s h ip  o f  th e  P e rs o n a l G o d s , th e  Im p e rso n a l is 

g r a d u a lly  re p la c e d  b y  th e  P e rs o n a l G o d s as y e t h o stile  to  

th e  D iv in e  I m p e r s o n a l . T h e re fo re  th e y  d e v e lo p , u n k n o w n ,  

in  s ile n c e , a n d  a w a i t / 9 “ A w a it  w h a t? ”  “ U n til  th e  way  

o f  c o m m u n ic a tio n  b e tw e e n  th e m  a n d  th o se  w ho la b o r a n d  

su ffer fo r th e  sa m e  c a u se  as th e m  be im m u ta b ly  e sta b lish e d ,
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a way which will throw its arch over the region of the 
Hostile that so few men only can traverse. Unity— one 
with the Impersonal— by far surpasses in power the sec
tarian Hostile, but up to the present we are separated from 
one another by the region of the Hostile. It will soon be 
otherwise : we see it by the engines of destruction that we 
are always perfecting, the strategetical means that man pre
pares for the massacre of his fellows, the immense armies, 
for the recruitment of which obligatory military service rob6 
from the paternal home the young men, to make thousands 
of early victims of mortality, such as that same war 
destroys. How many of them are rendered incapable of 
being husbands and fathers, or what is still worse, placing 
only morally and physically unhealthy beings into the 
world. If a band of healthy young men were forced to pass 
three days in a lazaretto, popular indignation would know 
no bounds, but the wholesale compulsion to pass three of 
the most precious and most important years of their life, in 
barracks, which are almost lazarettos, is tolerated stoically. 
Yet in the first case the Nervo-Physical Degree of being is 
alone affected, in the second case the Psychic, Moral and 
Mental Degrees of being are touched by it.”

The young Chief who was seated upon the ground, said: 
“ I see armies in repose, upon the eve of the day of 
slaughter. They awake at daybreak but lo! all their can
nons are spiked, the swords and spears are broken asunder; 
the horses refuse to allow their riders to mount. Other 
troops, at their signal, advance to their a id ; but the waters 
of a river are turned from their course and those troops 
cannot pass over; a torrential rain mingled with hail falls 
upon them. The armies besiege a town so far distant that 
the besieged cannot assail them, whilst the besiegers are 
ready to launch from early dawn their projectiles against 
the doomed city. The day dawns, but the camp is covered 
with an impenetrable icy fog, so dense that a man can 
scarcely discern the hand which he holds out.

“ A  large army encamps near to a fertile valley full of 
pleasant dwellings, rich in fields of wheat and orchards
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covered with fruit-trees, or before a virgin forest inhabited 
by the Draada and their guardians. At sunrise the sound 
of trumpets will awaken the multitude and troops will 
advance, like a cloud of locusts, to accomplish their work 
of destruction. Before daybreak one of the Initintes 
accompanied by other four, beholds the armies, and the 
light of mercy illumines his countenance. ‘Why should 
the innocent atone for the guilty?’ he says. These beings, 
our fellows, have they not been condemned to choose be
tween the obligation of drenching their hands with human 
blood and the ignominious prison and public disgrace? 
Are not their Chiefs the simple marionnettes of the tyran
nical Gods, enemies of the earth and man? These unbal
anced Divinities refuse to enter into repose to know, 
because knowing they would become One with the Imper
sonal? Strange how all sleep!

“ We pass over to the multitude of sleepers and upon all 
countenances we read repose, upon many joy. The first
born dreams that he is at home, in his village, the widow’s 
son, and he clasps his mother to his heart; the betrothed 
believes it is the day of his marriage; the father sees his 
wife and little ones run to meet him uttering cries of joy. 
I see them awake after a long rest; they have forgotten the 
hatred of their fellows, forgotten that those who gave them 
to eat and drink are not of the same race, forgotten all the 
bad education which prevented them from believing all 
that which is noble, but which has developed all that is 
savage and coarse in their nature. lie who rendered them 
assistance said to them : ‘Integral Man is One in the Unity 
of the Impersonal. Let us unite as one single being for 
the subjection of the enemies of the earth And man/ soon 
they feel a cord—so long mute—and they answer: ‘All 
men are brothers!’ vibrating within them/9

“ Do you estimate, then,” said Llewellyn, when the Chief 
bad finished speaking, that the Restitution will be effected 
without violence, without effusion of blood?” “ W e know 
that if we were all-powerful, it would be effected thus, 
but under the most favorable circumstances, it can not be

|J
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a way which will throw its arch over the region of the 
Hostile that so few men only can traverse. Unity— one 
with the Impersonal— by far surpasses in power the sec
tarian Hostile, but up to the present we are separated from 
one another by the region of the Hostile. It will soon be 
otherwise : we see it by the engines of destruction that we 
are always perfecting, the strategetical means that man pre
pares for the massacre of his fellows, the immense armies, 
for the recruitment of which obligatory military service rob6 
from the paternal home the young men, to make thousands 
of early victims of mortality, such as that same war 
destroys. How many of them are rendered incapable of 
being husbands and fathers, or what is still worse, placing 
only morally and physically unhealthy beings into the 
world. If a band of healthy young men were forced to pass 
three days in a lazaretto, popular indignation would know 
no bounds, but the wholesale compulsion to pass three of 
the most precious and most important years of their life, in 
barracks, which are almost lazarettos, is tolerated stoically. 
Y et in the first case the Nervo-Physical Degree of being is 
alone affected, in the second case the Psychic, Moral and 
Mental Degrees of being are touched by it.”

The young Chief who was seated upon the ground, said : 
*4I see armies in repose, upon the eve of the day of 
slaughter. They awake at daybreak but lo! all their can
nons are 6piked, the swords and spears are broken asunder; 
the horses refuse to allow their riders to mount. Other 
troops, at their signal, advance to their aid; but the waters 
of a river are turned from their course and those troops 
cannot pass over; a torrential rain mingled with hail falls 
upon them. The armies besiege a town so far distant that 
the besieged cannot assail them, whilst the besiegers are 
ready to launch from early dawn their projectiles against 
the doomed city. The day dawns, but the camp is covered 
with an impenetrable icy fog, so dense that a man can 
scarcely discern the hand which he holds out.

“ A  large army encamps near to a fertile valley full of 
pleasant dwellings, rich in fields of wheat and orchards
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covered with fruit-trees, or before a virgin forest inhabited 
by the Draada and their guardians. A t sunrise the sound 
of trumpets will awaken the multitude and troops will 
advance, like a cloud of locusts, to accomplish their work 
of destruction. Before daybreak one of the Initiates 
accompanied by other four, beholds the armies, and the 
light of mercy illumines his countenance. ‘ W hy should 
the innocent atone for the guilty?’ he says. These beings, 
our fellows, have they not been condemned to choose be
tween the obligation of drenching their hands with human 
blood and the ignominious prison and public disgrace? 
A re not their Chiefs the simple marionnettes of the tyran
nical Gods, enemies of the earth and man? These unbal
anced Divinities refuse to enter into repose to know, 
because knowing they would become One with the Imper
sonal? Strange how all sleep!

“ W e pass over to the multitude of sleepers and upon all 
countenances we read repose, upon many joy. The first
born dreams that he is at home, in his village, the widow’s 
son, and he clasps his mother to his heart; the betrothed 
believes it is the day of his marriage; the father sees his 
wife and little ones run to meet him uttering cries of joy. 
I see them awake after a long rest; they have forgotten the 
hatred of their fellows, forgotten that those who gave them 
to eat and drink are not of the same race, forgotten all the 
bad education which prevented them from believing all 
that which is noble, but which has developed all that is 
savage and coarse in their nature. He who rendered them 
assistance said to them : ‘ Integral Man is One in the Unity 
of the Impersonal. Let us unite as one single being for 
the subjection of the enemies of the earth and man,’ soon 
they feel a cord— so long mute— and they answer: ‘A ll 
men are brothers!’ vibrating within them.”

“ Do you estimate, then,”  said Llewellyn, when the Chief 
had finished speaking, that the Restitution will be effected 
without violence, without effusion of blood?”  “ W e know 
that if we were all-powerful, it would be effected thus, 
but under the mo6t favorable circumstances, it can not be
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so, because of the influence or obsession of the Hostile. 
Even should we be capable by so-called Occult means, 
by a Knowledge and Power generally unknown, of defend
ing ourselves against those who are against us, they would 
attack and kill one another and this of necessity.”  “ W hy 
of necessity?”  “ Because our principal rule is: *3 e Thy- 
self: and that children thus educated from their youth are 
but mediums of little value for the Hostile. In proportion
therefore as our teachings are spread abroad, the enemies%
of the earth and man will find more and more difficulty in 
retaining their prize, and in their wrath they will destroy 
man everywhere they can, by the sword, fire, famine, 
plague; everywhere where they can, they will take posses
sion of the bodies whose Degree of Nervous Being w ill be 
expelled. It is for this reason that all those who under
stand and are able will seek the protective Auras of the 
Initiates, whom one of old time speaks in prophecy, say
ing : ‘In that day a Man (an Initiate) will be as a refuge 
during the tempest, as a shelter during the storm, as the 
shadow of a great rock in a dry country!’ ”

Then Llewellyn said to M erlin: “ Apart from Occult 
Knowledge and'Power, there are amongst us certain seri
ous men who fear that which they call the ‘Y ellow  Pearl.’ 
They affirm that as soon as the Y ellow  Races seize a 
European idea, they improve it, and consequently that by 
their activity, sobriety, ingenuity and perseverance, Euro
peans are unable to compete with them. H ow do you ex
plain their numerical increase, their aptitude and superiority 
of life and manners (when they are not touched by so- 
called Religion and Civilization)?” “ Principally by the 
state of perfect calmness in which their mothers lived 
during the time of gestation. A s soon as a young girl 
reaches the age of maturity, she is married to a man to 
whom she is generally betrothed from early youth. Every 
young man and woman favorable for marrying together are 
assured of their union; instead of exhausting themselves 
mentally, nervously and physically through the indulgence 
that people have for certain passions and abnormal vices,
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they accomodate themselves tranquilly to the peaceful home 
life regulated according to their taste, happy and congenial.9'

“ Nevertheless this system of precocious and prearranged 
marriage in advance abolishes that natural selection that 
many persons admit, and which seems to me to be the key 
to the course of evolution," answered Llew ellyn. “ N o, 
n o !"  replied M erlin, “ evolution or the special development 
of certain species of formations has been, at least during all 
historic time, the work of a small number and not of the 
mass, which remains such as it was before the selection of 
the more developed of the race or species. Special sexual 
selection is essential for the well-being and happiness of a 
small number, not for that of the many. Those who have 
lived on good terms with the organic formations otherwise 
than man, so as to be able to stand them, know that it is 
only w ithin a certain degree of development that the desire 
for special sexual selection is manifested, and that there 
must be a degree of development much more elevated, so 
that such a selection may be permanent. I have seen a dog 
refuse to couple with any other than a fine Danish dog, 
who was the father of her young. W hen she died, instead 
of dragging herself aside like other animals, she drew near 
to those who were the most attached to her, and whom she 
loved the most, and died peaceably at their feet, after having 
gone into the garden to pass her last night near to her 
Danish dog, an d " he added, as if speaking to him self: “ it 
is a terrible thing that the highest of a species or race should 
be subjected to suffering and death." There was silence 
for several moments then Lewellyn said: “ For my own 
part I have not lived long out of E urope; but I confess 
that the relatively free selection of men and women is more 
conformable with my ideas than marriage pre-arranged. 
The inculcation of the fidelity of the husband and wife 
towards one another appears to me a redeeming point in 
the Catholic instruction."

Merlin replied: “ This principle would be valid for 
Adepts really sanctified and trained by their Initiatory rite, 
60 as to be superior men and wom en; then monogamy
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would have its reason for existence. Unfortunately the 
present state of things shews that man tends more gener
ally towards his animal than his psychic nature; he conse
quently has a disgust for monogamy, it is thus that 
divorces, always more frequent, and adulteries, more 
numerous still, bear witness with a force far surpassing 
any words that I could say. Those who are sufficiently 
developed are faithful to one another naturally and through 
true selection ; those who have not reached this Degree of 
development refuse to obey that which for them seems a 
law against N ature; the prescription of Cults and Codes 
amounts to nothing; because they are in reality contrary to 
the nature of men whom anathemas or punishments are 
equally powerless to compel its observance. The law of 
Christendom in regard to monogamy produces thousands of 
deceivers, adulterers, and not a few murderers, but it is 
powerless to make of men and women real monogamists.

“ Under these conditions, although legal marriage before 
witnesses is a necessity for the well-being and order of 
society; although fidelity between husband and wife can
not be too much commended and encouraged, yet divorce 
through mutual and persistent desire ought to be costless 
and blameless. Union without love is profanation; it is 
the greatest violation of the law of Charity which imposes 
moral and social laws upon beings who are not sufficiently 
developed to observe them, laws which stigmatise as crim
inals those who, without them, would have no idea of 
transgression. Thus as Saul of Tarsus declares : *If it were 
not for the law we would not know transgression, but now 
we have no cloak sufficiently ample to hide our trangres- 
sions.’ There is only one sin, it is the violation of the law 
of Charity.99

“ Because all my being yearns for her whom I love and 
have lost,,, said Ernest, “ union with any other seems to 
me wholly against Nature, but I know by experience that 
in the countries where divorce is easy and without reproach, 
the desire for separation is much less frequent than amongst
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except with great difficulty, the chain from which they 
suffer. Where there hns never been love, or where it hat 
died out, there is at least with those who are of good will 
some little respect, a mutual friendship and habit; that 
second nature, the presence of children, the community of 
common daily interests, indulgence, mutual concessions 
render ordinary life if not ideal, at least supportable, if it 
is from the first accompanied by a sense of freedom; if 
upon the contrary as soon as the first antipathy appears 
each feels: ‘Here I am, bound during my whole life!* the 
desire to be freed from other chains, to recover their liberty,

immediately born.
“ Reflect again, that as a rule almost without exception, 

the husband and wife manifest some fugitive attraction for 
another man or woman, the knowledge that the one can 
break off from the other to unite with another, under cer
tain conditions, will often suffice to calm the desire, to 
submit it to reason, which were it legally foiled would gain 
the ascendency over reason, and separation and infidelity 
be

The Chief smiled: “I am going,” said he, “ to relate a 
story to you. When I 'was residing in Arabia I made the 
acquaintance of a Cadi remarkable for his justice and ben
evolence. One day at his private court a man and woman 
presented themselves, about the ages of from 80 to 90 years, 
accompanied by a crowd of children, grand-children and 
great-grand-children. The countenances of the men were 
serious, the women wept scalding tears and many of the 
children wept through sympathy. ‘What do you want?* de
manded the Cadi, ‘by coming here thus weeping and wail
ing?’ It was the old lady who replied: ‘Please your 
Excellency; my husband and I have come to you begging 
of you to grant us a divorce, and our children up to the 
fourth generation—may Allah be with them—have followed 
us!’ ‘It is a little late to make that demand,’ said the 
Cadi. ‘What age are you? how many years have you been 
married?’ ‘May it please Allah,’ replied the old man, ‘to 
grant your Excellency prolonged days of health, I am 90
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years old and Khadouja confesses she is 85 although I do 
not believe she is a day less than me.’ ‘Do not listen, 
Cadi, Djilalli is 5 years older than I am, I swear it, and I 
am not sure even but he may be 10 years older, but that is 
nothing, if you will order him only to give me the writing 
of divorce which I have wanted since the second month of 
our marriage; that is about 70 years ago!’

“  4 W hy have you waited 70 years to claim a writing of 
divorce, my good Khadouja?* ‘V ery well, you see your 
Excellency, my mother and father persuaded me not to 
hurry, to wait a little, to have patience. Then when I was 
pregnant, Djilalli, who adored him, did not wish to leave 
him, and I did not want him to suckle from another 
woman, consequently I remained, and other sons and 
daughters were born. Twenty-two years afterwards, when 
my last daughter, my Zora, was weaned, I resolved to go to 
the Cadi, and ask a writing of divorce, but at that time my 
Aisha, whose husband was absent, and who remained with 
us until his return, was about to place in the world her first
born ; the thought of our separations troubled her, and I 
delayed until the time when her child would be born. A t 
this time we heard that her husband was assassinated. I had
not the heart either to leave her or the child which seemed

0

one of our own, then other grand-children came into the 
world, who would have in their time children; there was 
thus always something which prevented me, • but at 
present I am determined to demand a writing from Djilalli 
with whom it is no more necessary that I live longer.’ 

“ Then the women and young children of four genera
tions clung to the shrunk form of Khadouja, and the men 
of three generations prayed her urgently not to leave the 
father; at last, after half-an-hour of lamentations and pro
testations, Khadouja turned round towards the C a d i: ‘It is 
useless,’ she said, ‘Oh! Cadi, to struggle against ones des
tiny, Allah wishes that I waste the rest of my days by 
passing them under the tent of D jilalli. M ay the will of 
Allah therefore be done.’ She then veiled herself and pro
ceeded from the audience-chamber erect and bold, amidst

1 7 0



T H E  C H A L D E A N .

the cries of frantic joy of the men, women, and children of 
four generations. W e  have a proverb,”  added the Chief 
by way of conclusion : “ A  dog which strains his chain, 
rests by his kennel free.”

After a short silence Merlin said : “ W e  chat and each of 
us delays the moment of farewell, but midnight approaches 
and the morning train must carry away Okowtah, with 

you Ernest, from Paris to Brest, towards the far distant 
West. Llewellyn and I will remain in the great city ; but 
our mentalities and souls will not be separated.”  Then 
Okowtah drew Merlin apart and said: “ The centres rest 
and all that encircles them tends to them. Ernest is our 

centre; according to our affinity with him will his Aura
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and that which is therein be visible. 99 Then Merlin took
Ernest aside and said to him : “ Have you any command to 

give us; any mission to confide to us before we separate?”  
“ Never cease in seeking Eah ,”  said Ernest, “ by all the 

means in your power; spare neither time nor money. I 
recollect only one thing to tell you, which is that ere I 
leave France the desire of Okowtah and mine also is that 
you visit Finisterre, he has doubtless told you.”  “ Yes, 
the Great Chief and Seer thus poetically expressed his 

desire: ‘M ay my feet rest where the feet of the Chosen 

One of the Great Spirit have rested, so that my eyes may 

behold the land and the sea which his eyes last beheld 

before closing them for a time in the dense matter and 
opening them in the country of the Draada!* ”

When midnight sounded upon the clock of the great city, 
Okowtah and Ernest departed; Merlin and Llewellyn re
mained Mone. “ You  will be my guest, will you not?”  
said Merlhw “ It is for us to seek the half Moonstone for 

where it is, there is the Passive Hostile.”  “ Very willing
ly,”  replied Llewellyn, “ but if what you divine is true, we 
are known. N o w  there is only one stranger whom I sus
pect to be in sympathy with us, who can, by normal means, 
find that which Okowtah has pourtrayed, she whom Ernest 
described to us from memory, as he had seen her in the 
oval fog when she followed Eah. Do you know of any
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one to whom this difficult and delicate %ta6k might be con
fided?” “ Perhaps; I think to Fabian Latonier who is the 
new but as yet undeclared adherent to our cause. His 
social situation and intelligence give him access to the 
various centres of Paris; by his beauty, strength, and 
gentleness, he is the special favorite of the fair sex, his 
affection for Ernest is sincere and I doubt not but that he 
will be ready to do all that he can to aid us in the recovery 
of Eah.”

T H E  S E A R C H  F O R  T H E  M O O N ST O N E .

Eleven months had elapsed since Ernest left Paris, and 
no tidings had been received of him ; neither had any trace 
of Eah been found. The night of the anniversary day of 
the disappearance of Eah, as Merlin Sadoun crossed the 
bridge, at the entrance of which she had been wont to offer 
him the Lilies of the Valley, he found himself in the pres
ence of an oval mist. Stopping to look at it attentively,, 
he saw a Luminous Hand emerge from it, which pointed to 
the waters of the Seine. Upon following the direction of 
that hand he perceived, within a small boat which made 
towards the quay a dark man clothed in an ordinary cos
tume, but with a red woollen cap. Merlin followed the 
boat to the landing place where the stranger paid the boat
man, and^saw the former cross the quay, then stop to look 
at the right or left, as if he expected some one.

Merlin went up to him. “ You appear to be a stranger 
in Paris,”  he said to him. “ Can I direct you?”  For a 
reply the man presented to him a card and pronounced this 
single word— Okowtah. Merlin went to a lamp and read 
these words : “ The half of the Moonstone is at N o . . . .  Rue 
. . . . ,  Paris.” This was addressed to, the Convent of the
Sacre-----  where Father Ambrose had entered, after
having left him at the door of his apartment. Merlin put 
the card which was written in secret cipher into his waist
coat pocket, and returned towards the place where he left 
the stranger, but the latter had disappeared; , he recrossed



the quay, leaning on the parapet and looking into the 
lamp-lit waters. “ Pardon me,” said a voice, “ but if I tm 
not mistaken, you are Merlin Sadoun, the Savant whose 
conversation impressed me so profoundly when we met for ® 
the first and until now the last time.” Merlin turned and 
found himself face to face with the Director of the Con
vent indicated upon the card which he had received. 
Returning courteously the salutation of the Priest, he then 
said: “ You seek like myself the comparative solitude of

Yes, but it is not for pleasure that I am here this even
ing. The health of the venerated Superior of the Convent, 
of which I have the honour of being the Director, has been 
impaired those last few months, and the Physicians had 
ordered her to go to the country for rest and change of air. 
Unfortunately the remedy has proved ineffective; and I 
have come to administer to her this evening the sacrament 
of Extreme-Unction, and to bid a last farewell to one of 
the most devoted and selSacrificing ladies that I have ever 
met; her loss will be felt not only by the community, but 
by many poor and unfortunate people also.” “ Poor lady, 
her benevolence extends beyond the walls of the Convent, 
and it will not be easy to fill her place deservedly.n 
“ Alas!”  replied the Priest, “ but time fails me and 
however great is my desire to renew our conversation, I am 
obliged to bid you adieu.” H

Next morning Llewellyn presented himself at the Hotel 
Dromont. The Buchev - gave him a warm reception, for 
after having treated him t first simply as a friend of her 
godson, she finished by appreciating his frank, benevolent, 
and courageous nature. “ You came just at the time when 
I had need for sympathy,” said she, “ my poor friend the
Superior of the Convent o f---- left us yesterday to receive
the recompence of her ardent works and devotion.” "I 
have learned with regret the news of her departure.” replied 
Llewellyn; “ every person ought to honour the memory of 
her upon whom people bestow the pretty title of ‘Consoler 
of the Afflicted,’ tl e ‘Friend of the Poor and Suffering.’
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It will be difficult to find another worthy of replacing her.”  
“ V ery  difficult, but I believe I know that she who will 

be elected will be a young- Nun of rare intelligence, and 
whose beauty and fascinating charms have made a sensa
tion in the circles where she appeared only before shutting 
herself up behind the veil; it is the Sister Annunziata, 
otherwise Cutalini Sancheza.”  “ The name is familiar to 
me, but so far as I am aware, we have never met.”  “ Y our 
memory is at fault, my frie n d ; I remember well to have 
heard you make a remark to Me de Menton which might 
be found a little too ungallant, who rallied you upon the 
earnestness with which your eyes followed Catalini. ‘That 
which I adm ire,’ said you, ‘ is not the lady, it is the M oon
stone which is on her neck ; it appears to me to be of very 
rare antiquity and I have never seen its equal/ ”  “ I do 
not know how to sufficiently thank you, Duchess, for having 
recalled to me the circumstances under which I saw this
rare jewel, I am an ardent lover of ancient jew elry and I 
would give much to be able to examine closely that M oon
stone. Do you think this might be possible?”

“ Not only possible but probable, almost certain even ; 
the Sister Annunziata has offered to the Charity Bazaar all 
her magnificent jew els which are useless to her now, and 
the Moonstone will be found there. It w ill be offered, in 
my opinion, for tw enty-five thousand francs.”  “ A n d  
when w ill the bazaar open?”  “ In about three or four 
m onths.”  “ Could I immediately buy that stone for the 
sum dem anded?”  “ I believe so, however, I must soon 
present my respects to the new Superior and only then can 
I g ive  you a definite reply.”  Ten hours afterwards, as 
M erlin Sadoun wrote in his study by the light of a shaded 
electric lamp, L lew ellyn  entered the bright room, his face 
radiant w ith joy. “ The Duchess Dromont has placed in 
my hands the half Moonstone,”  said he, “ and I have 
brought it immediately so that we may compare it with that 
which you have.”  O pening a worn-out casket which he 
took from his pocket, he presented to Merlin a magnificent 
half Moonstone, an exact reproduction of that which was
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in the box brought by the fisherman of Finisterre, After 
having examined it attentively, Merlin left the room and 
returned with the other half of the stone. Both were 
mounted' transparently, in such a manner that the two 
halves could be easily reunited, thus together forming one

“ Does it belong to you? Have you bought it?” asked 
Merlin. “ It is virtually mine, i.*.f I have not yet paid the 
price demanded; it might be offered for twenty-five thou
sand francs, but the Duchess, after, having seen it, thinks 
that with that marvellous antique setting and its massive 
gold chain, it will be valued at still more; consequently she 
has begged me to get it valued.” “ In that case let us lose 
no time, I have an old friend who has passed his life as a 
collector of ancient jewelry set with precious stones, and I 
have absolute confidence in his judgment; nevertheless 
business is business, he will be good enough to make an 
estimate of it, but you had better afterwards have the

m

Duchess’s jeweller to value it.” '
Half-an-hour later the ornament was placed in the hands

of the collector, who was charmed by its rare beauty. “ We
are not come simply,’’said Merlin, ” to shew you this rare
old ornament, but to beg of you to have the goodness to
give us your opinion upon its value.” “ Ah! that is quite
a different matter. With your permission, I will go into
my work-closet to examine it carefully.” A quarter-of-an
hour afterwards he joined us. “ I regret that you will have
to tell the Duchess, that the ornament with its chain is
only clever imitations of the antique one; consequently the
value of it is simply that of any other European ornament
of equal beauty of design and execution.” For a reply
Merlin said but one word: “ Baffled!”

* * ♦

During one moonless night, illuminated by the stars, a 
man had entered up to the knees in the calm sea upon the 
coast of Finistcrre, in front of the Rocking Stone, upon 
which Asanatha had skipped many years before. It was 
Okowtuh. For clothing he had only a kind of crimson

P
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woollen scarf which was tied round his waist and hum?n
down as far as his knees; otherwise he was unclothed. 
His face, which’ was turned towards the East, expressed 
strength and mildness, his arms were extended, the palms 
of his hands turned towards the water, and a low monotonous 
and continuous song mingled with the murmur of the waves. 
The countenance of Okowtah became more and more 
thoughtful, and the chant with its lullaby rhythm was like 
a supplication as sweet as it was sad.

The waning moon arose over the 6ea like an enormous 
orange ball slightly impaired. She rose, brilliant in her 
silvery clearness, through the more rarefied and dry atmos
phere, casting upon the distant horizon unto the shore her 
luminous trail. Okowtah stood in that light chanting his 
evening hymn ; with countenance turned towards the place 
where the moon had risen, chanting always to the soft 
cadence of the waves. Then gradually the clearness of the 
moon seemed to gather within an oval radiance which re
mained stationary at about nine feet from O kow tah; he 
stretched out his arms towards it and changed his chant of 
supplication into that of command. In the mean while from 
every side of the luminous path a dark cloud gathered; then
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all of a sudden the rocks reverberated to a peal of deafen
ing thunder, as a forked flash of lightning lightened up the 
land, the sea, and the sky.

‘ ‘ A T H  A - E  A  O N -  A T H  A .”

At these words the oval of light came to him, and sur
rounding it with his powerful Aura he guided it by swim
ming towards a small natural harbour formed by the rocks, 
a shelter where the wild doves made their nests, and the 
delicate plants and flowers of the sea expanded themselves 
like fine lace. When they approached the shore, Okowtah 
remained up to the waist in the clear and calm water. 
From the oval of light there suddenly proceeded a Lumin
ous Hand, the fog afterwards gradually melted away, 
apparently mingling with the Aura of the Evocator, and 
in the upper part of the place where it had been, there was



THE CHALDEAN. I77

seen to successively appear the head, shoulders, arms and 
ban Ids of a young man. Above the bust the form was 
veined in a carmine mist which gradually thickened as far 
as »jhe water. The countenance was dark and beautiful, 
the. eyes shone full of intelligence; and the more the Aura 
of Okowtah became powerful, the more distinct became the 
being that he evoked. Afterwards at the accompaniment 
oil a low chant, similar to the trills of a nightingale, the 
man who had given the card to Merlin Sadoun emerged from 
toe rock. Upon a sign from Okowtah he stretched himself 
upon the sand and appeared to sleep. ■ •vmk

As he remained extended, silent and motionless, two 
men proceeded in their turn from the rocks and stood, one at 
his head and the other at his feet. A short time afterwards 
the Nervous Degree of being of him who reposed disen
gaged itself, and the two men furnished him with their own 
vitality. Okowtah remained motionless as a statue, whilst 
the Nervous Being of the man in repose passed towards him 
upon the calm waters, until it had entered into his Aura, 
until each molecule of the visible form of the evoked had 
clothed itself with the Nervous Form of the man in repose 
which was of a slightly greater density.

Okowtah afterwards spoke in the soft sweet language 
in which he had sung: “ Eaon, our own so revered, so 
tenderly beloved, I have called you from the depths of the 
waters, from which arise the great pure fountains, because 
Eali, who was part of your own being in its integrity, is in 
danger; we have clothed you with the Nervous Form of a 
man, so that you could thus return within our pathetically 
pre-eminent midst, you might be able to be clothed and 
take the form and nature of man by assuming a body 
prepared for you, a body not liable to suffering, to defile
ment, disintegration, such as is unfortunately at present 
the animated body of man, but such as it had been, formed 
in the likeness of the Divine Formator, a body which is not 
a prison for your States and Degrees of more rarefied being, 
but rather their earthly manifestation and sure refuge. Do 
not try to speak, for fear that the effort might exhaust you,
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but if you desire and wish to return to us, tf*press vour 
assent by a sign.”  j ,• / .' ^

An expression of profound happiness welkM into the 
dark eyes of Eaon, whilst with his right hand Ihe sketched 
a square upon his breast, commencing and finishing this 
sign at the upper corner towards the left. Tw elve lumin
ous circles appeared within the square; the higlpest, com
mencing at the left corner, had the appearance of\a drop of 
dew upon which the sun shone; the second resemibled snow 
in full light, and the third was as snow in shadow'. Withinral
the second row the brightness was similar to a rare andO
clear sapphire, a dark sapphire and a transparent and lum
inous lapis-lazuli, the third row resembled if yellow 
diamond, topaz, and cairngorm ; the fourth row, to a rose 
topaz, ruby, and crimson carbuncle. Then Okowtah closed 
his eyes and sang sweetly: “ Thy throne is forever Azert
matter. Equilibrium with its eternal forces is thy sceptre.

§ *
Having formed man of a more dense materiality than the 
inhabitants of the Heavens, thou hast crowned him with 
glory and honour, and placed him over all individual for
mations. A s a sign for ever of unity within unity is the 
twelve in the square.”

Whilst Okowtah meditated thus, a yacht with white sails 
glided rapidly over the sleeping waters of the ocean and 
cast anchor upon the coast of Finisterre. W hen the moon
light gave place to daybreak, the keel of a boat, rowed by 
four vigorous rowers, grated on the shore and soon after
wards it rejoined the yacht with the white sails. The first 
rays of the sun gilt its sails when they unbent to carry it 
away like a living thing, across the waves towards the 
Occident. Upon the bridge Okowtah and Ernest were 
standing with four men. Under a canopy sheltered by cur
tains slept the man in repose, and within the Aura of the 
young Chief Eaon reposed, clothed with the Nervous De
gree of the man in repose. They were carried by the 
breath of the winds over great Oceanus, the Ocean whose 
waves sing without ceasing, either the hymn of war or
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lullaby, upon the woody shores of Mona, the poor little Isle

IN I T I A T I O N .  I

More sorrowful than the voices of doves are the voices of 
the women who lament in the large forests; they weep for 
the warriors who had gone to meet the armed enemies who 
had marched against them, but who had never returned. 
The dull lamentations alone broke the silence of the night 
and their sadness accorded with the melancholy sound of 
the distant waters. Proud of his victory, the noble com
mander, surrounded by his Officers, drank to the success of 
the American stars and stripes, to the extermination not 
only of the Red Skins but of the Canadians who had offered 
them shelter. W ithin the Protestant Temple, in recogni
tion of the victory gained by the faithful over those who 
adored other Gods, the Reverend Pastor offered up a love- 
feast, a modern Agape, to his God who has said to himself: 
“ I am not come to bring peace but a sword.”

Whilst the sorrowful lamentations of the widows and 
orphans mingled with the tinkling of glasses; the 
“ Hurrah!” of the conquerors and the prayers or hymns of 
the faithful, broke the stillness of the night; one hundred 
and eleven men assembled within a grove in the heart of 
the forest. Around the centre left free, four amongst them 
are standing, motionless and silent like four living pillars; 
around them an interior circle is formed of twelve others 
who stand apart, leaving between each couple a space for a 
man. A  second circle is composed of thirty-six men who join 
hand in hand; within a third circle forty-eight men stand 
apart, so that there is a place for three men between each 
couple; and outside to the Edst of this third circle stands 
“ Maahnah,”  ''

As the setting of the waning moon announces the near 
hour of midnight, “ Maahnah” looks with solemnity 
through the perspective of trees, like some one who is in 
expectation. Then he says in a low voice: “ Aenosh 
Aanashem” and in the meatime the Neophyte Isal Magin,
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Ernest, Marquis of Manatean, comes within the glade, 
clothed in a red alb enveloped by a red belt. Maahnah 

advances to meet him and says: “ From whence do you 

come, Isal M ag in?” “ I come from cities and solitudes 

where I have met with the Hostile in man and in the world 

of the invisible.” “ Your presence proves that you have 

dwelt in the cities and solitudes unharmed, and that vou
M

have no need for our protection ; why then have you come 

here?”  “ I came here, so that one with you in the Unity  

of the Holocaust, I could take my place within the 

A n a s h e m h a r .”  “ Y o u  are welcome in proportion to 
your good will, and your value is in proportion to your 

utility. What is your wish?” “ M y  wish is to enter 

within the centre around which you circle, so as to take my 

place in the midst of the square.”  “ Your Aura of pro
tective power renders you visible to the most developed 

Seers amongst the Hostile and your entrance to the middle 

of the four pillars may be the signal of attack. A re  you 

capable of protecting those who surround you?”
“ My desire is to do so; no person can judge of his power 

before he has been put to the trial, for conceits are not 
deeds nor theories proofs.”  “ The union of knowledge 

and power is necessary for success, for power without 

knowledge is dangerous and knowledge without power is 
without practical utility. Do you know the significance of 
our Order of Reception?” “ The four human pillars 

symbolise the quaternary, i. e.% the equilibrium of the four 

Degrees; Physical, Nervous, Psychic and Mental of the 

Physical State; this quaternary in equilibrium is essential 
for the perpetuity of the life of man, without which no 

effective work can be accomplished.” “ Describe the four 

pillars such as they actually are.”  “ The Mental and 
Psychic Pillars are feeble but entire, the Nervous Pillar is 
infested by the Hostile, the Physical Pillar is stripped of 
its exterior envelope. The Hostiles can consequently pene
trate within the Nervous Pillar; all that which is hurtful 
to man comes from without. It is admitted that ‘Man is 
the saviour of the body.’ He who can restore to man the
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true Physical Degree of his being, which the Chief of the 
Hostiles had deprived him of, is the greatest of all the 
bearers of the sword and shield.”

“ Do you know the signification of the three circles of 
reception which surround the square?”  “ The inner circle 
of the twelve (/. e.t the ten and the two) symbolises perfec- 
tion in Duality of Being; the space of one between every 
two of the twelve signifies their power to subjugate the 
Hostile Chiefs who have entered within their circle without 
invitation, or the power that each of them has to evoke one 
of the Chiefs of the Hostile and to prevail against him. 
The second circle is of thirty-six. This number, or twelve 
times three, signifies the square of the double triangle, 
triangular perfection; the hand clasped in hand signifies 
the necessity for union as the only means of awaiting in 
safety through the triangular epoch the restitution of the 
quaternary. The third circle of forty-eight, or twelve 
times four, prefigures the restitution of the quaternary; the 
space for three which is between each couple of men of 
these forty-eight signifies that each of the quaternary, or of 
equilibrium, w ill be capable of subjugating three Ho6tiIes.”  

“ Since we are Initiates of the quaternary why are our 
Circles of Reception three only?”  “ As a sign that the 
place which the one hundred and forty-four will occupy at 
the restitution of the fourth circle, or twelve times twelve, 
is at present occupied by the Hostile; this circle represents 
the true Physical Degree of the Physical State, the restitu
tion of which will render man immortal.”  “ And presently 
we demand of you, Isal Magin, if you have the power of 
protecting your surrounding against the Hostile, will you 
render testimony, in the integrity of your being, to the 
truth of that which you said?”  “ I will bear this witness 
to you with all my being.”  “ Then all is well; the Divine 
Light is manifested by sincerity. Prove now your power 
of protection and enter within the fourth circle. In the 
office for which you prepare yourself, it is not enough that 
as one and alone, you pursue or subjugate one thousand 
Hostiles but one hundred and forty-four thousand.”

/
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The Neophyte of the sixth year stood erect and still for 
some time, then he entered within the fourth circle. He 
remained standing and motionless in front of the centre 
which was in the midst of the three Circles of Reception, 
with arms extended horizontally on either side, with the 
palms of the hands turned downwards. “ Maahnah said: 
“ I sleep, but I have my eyes open, and in the fourth circle 
I see a shadow glide with dark reflections, which is the veil 
of Aura of the Chiefs of the Hostile.”  “ W atch,”  said one 
of the four, “ and if you see an Aura with dark rainbow 
colours, warn Isal M agin.”  ''

Half-an-hour afterwards Maahnah said: “ The power of 
Isal Magin is very efficacious; not one of the Hostile who 
has entered the fourth circle has been able to abide therein. 
Truly is he a shelter.”  “ Scarcely had he said these words 
than he cried to the Neophyte: “ Take care! take care!” 
and at the same time a dark rainbow extended over half of

■ H

the circle, the centre of which was towards the South West. 
In the meantime from each of the circles, commencing at 
the inner circle, repeated by the outer, arose the c r y : 
“ Hosheyne! Hosheyne! Hosheyne! ”  Only the four who 
were in the centre preserved silence. “ Let the fourfold 
help m e!”  said Isal M agin. A s he was motionless, a 
splendour of pure white penetrated his being, and within 
the sapphire brightness appeared four beings in his own 
likeness, whose various Auras were of the colour of rose 
topaz, the blue of deep waters, golden and sapphire.”  

“ W ho are those who came at the call of Isal M agin?”  
was asked. “ Those are,”  replied one of the four, “ beings 
of his own being, beings from his Psychic, Mental, Essence 
and Light states that Isal Magin has developed upon earth 
to permanent personality in his former lives and in his 
present life, because beings of all the degrees of rarefaction 
and density can indeed repose and live in the light of the 
D ivine Impersonal, whose Temple is the integral formation 
of the Azert, and whose sanctuary is Psycho-Intellectual 
Man. They have responded to his appeal of Predilection to 
aid him, and he has great need for help, because it is the
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Chief of the Hostile who has entered within the quaternary

There was profound silence, during which they awaited 
with anxiety for the issue of the struggle. Immediately a 
sphere of veiled light, the colours of the rainbow, appeared 
in the midst of the quaternary, and upon seeing it the four 
grasped instinctively each other’s hands, for they recog
nised the light of the Chief of the Hostile. Meanwhile 
as all eyes were turned towards the rainbow sphere, they 
saw by Reflection an oval form in radiant rainbow colours 
enter within the circle and approach the white radiance. 
The form opened out like as the fruit of the almond opens 
when it is ripe, and in the midst of the half-open oval 
appeared a being resembling a young Oriental of perfect 
beauty. A ll heard a sad and melodious voice which said: 
“ Be not troubled, young Neophyte, every effect can be 
produced only by its cause; now the presence of the four 
squareness of your own being proves your equilibrium, 
and we can do nothing against equilibrium because it finds 
in us no response. It is only in the Divine Impersonality 
that response is universal, this is why the time will come 
when all its enemies will bow down before it, feeling 
sensible that the more they bow, the more they are exalted, 
— but. . . .  not y e t. . . .  I am exhausted. . . .  I will rest a little 
— I  will repose in the white light.”  Meanwhile all saw 
within an Aura of rainbow colours having reflections the 
Chief of the Hostile bow down in the immaculate white 
light, of the Impersonal, and sleep like a child who is 
weary.

The Being of Isal Magin was penetrated with a profound 
peace and he slept in ineffable repose, in the midst of the 
quaternary of his own being, which also reposed. The 
splendour of the Impersonal was diffused in successive 
waves and through affinity; first, upon the four, next upon 
the interior circle, then upon the middle one, and finally 
upon the exterior circle, which surrounded the young Neo
phyte. A ll reposed in intellectual repose, and this repose 
was for them like a revelation, for upon the boundary of
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«pT3ntral light, of pure whiteness, which concealed with 
^eavenly splendour Isal M agin, and the quaternary of his 
own being, the Chief of the Hostile reposed, and all at 
once saw the light and darkness. Three days and three 
nights passed thus away, but as to them in the twinkling 
of an eye. The Passives with whom the four pillars and 
the Circles of Reception were in Duality of Being appeared 
one by one under the cover of the great trees, and the 
immaculate light shed itself over them like the silvery light 
of morning. “ It is good for us to be here,”  they said 
softly, “ it is the light of the Great Sp irit.”

They accordingly also reposed. In the meantime the 
mothers who nourished their children returned with them, 
so as to bring them also in their arms within the outer 
circle of repose. Then the more aged of the chlidren 
said among themselves: “ Where are our fathers? where 
are our mothers? that they do not return?”  So they went 
to meet them in the forest and attracted by affinity, they 
also reposed inthe pure splendour. Towards the third day, 
i. e., just before the end of the second day, at midnight, the 
Chief of the Inimical awoke, he arose softly and passed 
without noise and without being felt, across the square 
formed by the four pillars, across the three circles, next 
through the double rainbow with which he had enveloped 
the exterior Circle of Reception, so that nothing Hostile 
might derange their repose. A s he proceeded towards the 
South, in going out from the double rainbow, he concealed 
himself in a dark cloud, in which there was a multitude 
of beings so small that they were invisible to eyes less 
perfect than those of swallows asleep in their nests, under 
the eaves of the roofs of cottages. He spoke not until he 
had reached the place of the recent carnage where the 
bodies of men, women, and children lay riddled by lead or 
in pools of blood, blackened by the smoke of their burnt 
dwellings still smouldering. He stopped for an instant 
to look at that sad spectacle and said: “ For the sake of 
Isal Magin who without fear allowed me to repose, I
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w ill ta k e  ven gean ce  upon those who, slaughtered this

H e a fte rw a rd s le ft the forests and passed through the 
tow n s and c ities  in  the N ervous D egree of his Physical 
b e in g . E v e r y  w here the-cloud, dense with a swarm of the 
venom ous m icrobes, fo llow ed  him. A t  the corner of a 
boulevard there w as a T em p le where the Protestant M inis
ter officiated , w h o , upon the eve o f the slaughter of the Red 
S k in s , had assisted at the orgie o f C ol. Goldenvie and his 
officers. T h e  C h ie f  o f the H ostile stopped at the foot of 
the steps w h ich  led to the m assive entry-door, studded with 
n a ils ; he a fterw ard s entered and took his place in the 
m iddle o f a fa m ily  o f Sensitives. T h e Reverend Pastor 
w en t to ascend into the p u lp it; he finished a prayer in 
w h ich  he asked  the A lm ig h ty  to grant him all that his 
heart d esired ; to deliver the earth in general, and himself 
in p articu lar, from  all those who did not embrace his 
special cu lt and creed, a fter w hich he thus announced his 
text w hich served  as the theme o f his sermon :

“ M y  dear friends and brothers in the Lord, in mounting 
the steps o f th is p u lp it, where I have so often spoken the 
w ord to you , m y intention was to take for my text the 
w ords that the L ord  pronounced through the mouth of 
Sam uel his prophet, upon the complete destruction, of the 
A m alek ites  by w h ich  men, women and children, and cattle 
w ere a lik e  deem ed to utter destruction; I thought of shew- 
in g  you h o w , w e your Pastors, represent the prophet 
Sam uel, and how the R e d  Skins represent the Amalekites. 
I  wish thus to w arn  you, as it is my duty to do, against certain 
Sauls w ho are am ongst you and who would wish to spare 
these savages, these cursed pagans, as they spared the 
A g a g s  and their beasts; they w ill lose, not a temporal 
kingdom  like k in g  Saul, but even the Kindom of H eaven; 
but w hen I  prayed, my Brethren, the Spirit of God 
descended upon me and inspired me to take for my text the 
words o f the prophet jo b : “ W hen the Sons of God came to 
present them selves before the Lord, Satan came also 
am ongst th em .’ A t  these words he stopped and several
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of the Elders of the assembly groaned and solemnly 
responded: “ Am en! A m en !”

“ Evidently they approve of the poet’s idea,”  said the
Chief of the Hostile. The Pastor afterwards enlarged upon
the patience of Job in the midst of the afflictions that the 
good God had sent him, in order to prove to Satan that 
there was one man upon the earth who would not curse 
him under any circumstance. The corner of blue sky that 
they saw through the narrow Gothic windows, upon each 
side of the Temple, changed into grey, then from grey it 
became black, and a dull rolling of thunder accompanied 
the voice of the Pastor. In proportion as the darkness of the 
South increased, a yellowish light overran the T em p le; the 
family of Sensitives were afraid, and as the repeated peals 
of thunder shook the building, they saw the blue lightning 
take a greenish tint in the yellow atmosphere. Meanwhile 
one of the young girls present, aged about seventeen years, 
a clairvoyant, whispered to her father: “ Bring me home, 
I beg of you, I am afraid.”

“ W ait a little, Prudence, the sermon has lasted a full 
hour, we shall go home together soon.”  The young girl 
placed her trembling hand in that of her father and fell 
asleep. “ I was a fool to be afraid,”  she murmured in her 
sleep, “ the microbes will neither touch me nor mine.”  
The Pastor pronounced this closing phrase: “ Y o u , the 
Elect, you are the Sons of God; take care that no Satan, 
•/. no pagan, presents himself amongst you,”  when a peal 
of dreadful thunder resounded, accompanying the forked 
lightning, meanwhile the congregation returned home with 
dry feet, for not a drop of rain had fallen. Three days 
afterward© the news spread through the vast city that Col. 
Goldenvie was dangerously ill, and in the same evening it 
was announced that he was dead.

“ Afterwards strange news began to circulate upon the 
subject, regarding the nature of the illness which had car
ried him off in twenty-four hours; people pronounced 
words of “ pest,”  “ black fever,”  “ infectious fever;”  black- 
coloured streamers or flags warning the people not to
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approach certain infected quarters, floated in the air midst 
a stifling heat. A ll those who could, quitted the city 
which was decimated by the unknown disease, which car
ried away at first the reason, afterwards the life, with 
alarming rapidity. The family of the Sensitives prospered. 
They were rich merchants and the youngest of the sons, 
about eight years older than Prudence, was a Physician. 
Although their neighbours fell like flies, not one of them 
was attacked.

One morning when Prudence descended for breakfast, 
she said that she had heard during her sleep, a voice which 
spoke to her thus : “ Tell Jonathan your brother, to remain 
this night in his laboratory, until midnight; he will derive 
great profit from it.”  Now that night, as Jonathan was 
seated in high spirits making notes from a rare and pre
cious manuscript that a friend had lent him, he grew 
suddenly drowsy and his pen wrote as of itself. The sound 
of the timepiece awakened him and he saw that two hours 
had elapsed since he had fallen asleep. He went to lock 
up his notes when he noticed some unknown writing, above 
which was written : “ Do this and all those whom you 
attend to w ill live.”

The prescription was very simple, it was composed only 
of whole ground wheat, to which was added a liquid, of 
specially prepared constituents, one of which, cyanogen, was 
of a rich and brilliant crimson colour. The young Doctor 
tried at first its effect upon a poor old man who suffered 
horribly from rheumatism, from having been exposed in all 
kinds of weather; his joy was great when he ascertained 
that after having taken a spoonful of that paste, within 
forty-eight hours he was not only cured of the pain, but of 
the rheumatism which was the cause thereof. He boldly 
tried the remedy upon other complaints, and all were cured. 
His renown soon spread and it became impossible for him 
to attend to the hundredth part of those who asked his aid. 
He consulted Prudence and said to her: “ Ask for me what 
I shall do.”

The following morning she arose much earlier than

IS?
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usual so as to find Jonathan before he had left the house to 
see his numerous patients, and she said to him : “ Here is 
what the voice replied to m e : ‘ In the present state of 
things money procures everyth in g; com forts, influence, 
progress, power; the quantity o f the remedy sufficient for 
forty-eight hours costs ten sous (five pence), sell it at ten 
dollars (two pounds) as the E lix ir o f Purification, in two 
bottles bearing the name of Jonathan, and add the profits 
to the dowry of Prudence. That which you w ill give for 
charity is your own affair.’ ”

The plague then ceased but no rain fe l l ; the fields o f 
wheat and orchards suffered; the believers invoked their 
Divinities in vain, the people assembled in the Churches 
and Temples to pray; so that the dryness m ight cease and 
that there might be nourishment for men and beasts. 
Things were at their worst and the parched earth was cracked. 
Upon a Sunday morning, during the suffocating heat 
of June, as the Protestant Pastor again went up into his 
pulpit, after a long prayer he said : “ M y friends and 
brethren, to-day I have taken for the text of my sermon this 
passage from the Book of G od; ‘A n d  he (E lijah) saw a 
small cloud no larger than the hand of a m an.’ ”  Prudence 
whispered to Jonathan : “ I see that small c lou d ; it is red !”  

Three days afterwards the journals were filled with articles 
which described a new kind of blight which covered the 
wheat, the pastures and the fruit-trees, so that people said 
they had been sprinkled with fresh blood. Upon closely 
examining the stains it was ascertained that they were 
produced by a quantity of small animalculae, which w ither
ed the plant or the tree upon which they fell. A  little 
later, Prudence strolled through the fields with her noble
betrothed lover; they looked at the red stains which cover
ed the drooping wheat fields. “ To me,”  said she in lean
ing upon the arm which supported her, “ that resemblance to 
blood may be a symbol of the blood of the Indians whom 
we have decimated and debased with burning alcohol, in 
order to slaughter them at pleasure.”  “ W hen first the 
invaders established themselves upon this great Western
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continent,”  replied her betrothed, “ the Indians formed a 
powerful people, brave and courageous. A t  present those 
who remain, in small number, are degraded and fallen, 
apparently hopeless; they say however that there are 
amongst them C hiefs, still free, who are great and power
ful in Occult know ledge. H owever this maybe, my belov
ed is without stain, and your people have always been kind 
to the natives.”  Prudence was comforted.

A  short time after the famine had sapped the country; 
the faithful assembled in the Tem ple and sang the hymn : 
“ W e march to H eavenly G lo ry !”  The Pastor, kneeling 
down in his pulpit, united the palms of his hands,’ raised 
his eyes towards heaven, and prayed: . ■

“Our Father who art in heaven, by whom all things are made and whose 
tender mercy is over all the works of thy hands, over the people who are 
here assembled before thee; by thy goodness, deliver us from all Jews, 
Turks, Infidels, Heretics, Schismatics in general and Red Skins in particu* 
ular. It has pleased thee, our Heavenly Father, as a proof of thy care for 
thy children (for the Lord chasteneth those whom he loveth) to send us 
the chastisement of pestilence and famine. From all plague and famine, 
as well as Jews, T urks, Infidels, and Red Skins.. . .  ”

He paused and the congregation replied: “ Good Lord 
deliver u s!”  .^§1B

“ I feel,”  said Prudence to Jonathan, “ that some one has 
entered into the Tem ple; he is very near to the Minister, 
but I cannot see who he is. Perhaps it is the Being whose 
voice I heard during my sleep and who wrote through your 
hand.” “ I do not see nor feel anything of the kind,” Jona
than replied. Upon a sign from the Pa6tor, who saw them 
whispering together, the senior Elder came to them and 
said : “ The Minister desires that you join yourselves in the 
response, ‘Good Lord deliver us,’ and that you do not talk 
together.”  “ Very w ell,”  said Jonathan. Then the Pastor 
continued: “ From sudden sickness and death,” and Jona
than and Prudence replied in a high and emphatic voice: 
“ Good Lord, deliver us.”  fcj

The youthful and pretty face of Prudence paled to the 
lips; “ I see,”  she said, “ a frightful shadow above the head
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of the Pastor,71 and as she leaned towards Jonathan, he said 
to her in a low voice : “ The short neck and swollen face of 
the Minister becomes crimson.”  “ Jonathan and Prudence 
Davis,”  he said in a loud voice, “ you are here to pray and 
not to talk, if you cannot join in the worship of God, go 
out.”  But his words seemed not to be heard by Prudence, 
who pressed close against her brother, fixing upon the Pas
tor her large open and astonished eyes. A n  instant after
wards he fell down dead in the arms of one of the deacons. 
The Doctors said it was the effect of sudden anger, which 
caused a rush of blood to his head ; but the following month 
several of the faithful died in the same manner, and the 
thoughtful said amongst themselves, shaking their heads 
ominously: “ Pest, famine, and sudden death succeed one 
another; what other calamity awaits us?”

Then everywhere was heard arise the appeal to prayer, 
not from sparkling minarets but from Churches, from Tem 
ples, from private houses even, and especially where they 
assembled for prayer, the black cloud with venomous mic
robes penetrated. A  new trouble was produced. One day 
after the excitement of an unusually ardent prayer-meeting, 
when the time for departure arrived, a young woman slept 
profoundly and no person could awaken h er; they carried 
her home, stretched her upon a bed and the Doctors 
applied their medicines. They used very long words to 
describe her strange case and sent for their learned col
leagues, with whom they held a solemn consultation; the 
patient died whilst they exchanged opinions.

After this, the epidemic of prayer and that of sleep march
ed side by side, each helping each other in the fatal cat
astrophe. Next the prayerful prayed God to condescend to 
assert His honour and glory by miracles. Those who prin
cipally prayed, especially the women, began to heal the 
sick through prayer, afterwards to resuscitate the dead, and 
more especially the dead who had passed away in sleep, 
and the number of those who had succumbed under lethargy, 
and those who resuscitated increased each day. A t  last the 
State interfered in the matter and enacted laws against
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healing and resurrection by prayer. The prayers, the 

healers, and the resurrectionists multiplied, because they 

were looked upon as martyrs, and there is nothing so flat
tering to human selfishness as to be a martyr without suffer
ing. Soon it became common to announce in public or 
private reunions: “ This is Mr. or Mrs. X, Resuscitator, or 
Resurrected.1’

When the noble betrothed of Prudence begged her to fix 

an early day for their marriage, 6he replied: “ I fixed upon 

three months from now for the time of our marriage, but I 
have changed my opinion and our marriage can take place 

as soon as you wish.”  “ In eight days.”  “ Good!” The 

mother and godmothers of Prudence were much troubled, 
for the trosseau of the young heiress was not ready, but the 

young lady was inflexible. “ I have given my promise,” 

said she, “ and I  will keep it.” It was only to Jonathan 

that she said confidentially: “ I  hastened the day of my 

marriage because I  will be very glad to cross the sea and go 

far aw ay ; those Resurrected that I meet everywhere 

frighten me.”  “ W h y  are you afraid?” “ Because I see 
other eyes looking through theirs when they encounter 
mine; because I feel a different touch when they touch me, 
and another voice is mingled with theirs when they speak. 
You  will remember that I  had a severe headache yesterday 

evening when I suddenly left the dance; you were alarmed 

to see me pale and trembling; I  will tell you why. In 

waltzing with Jeremiah Nichols, the last of the ‘Resurrect
ed,1 I felt that except for his preserved outer form, it was 

no more he, but some Being with great power of fascina
tion, who awakened within me a kind of troublesome pas
sion, mingled with hatred, and I was terribly frightened.
I don’t believe that any of those who fell into lethargy and 

present all the signs of death recover health; those are no 

more nor less than bodies possessed by semi-materialised 

Beings at the expence of super-excited fools who follow  the 

miracle-workers.
“ Before understanding this I  had been at several of their 

meetings, and I  saw a great number of similar forms, up to
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the waist, of men and women; now the greater the number 
and the excitement of those who prayed, the greater was the 
number of healers and Resurrectionists, and the more sub
stantial became those forms.” The countenance of Jona
than became grave. “ The last prodigy,”  said he, “ casts 
all the others into the shade.” “ W hat prodigy is that?”  
“ A t the banquet last night given in honor of the doers of 
marvels, as the guests awaited until the chairman had taken 
his place of honor, all saw in that place a form resembling 
Jesus at the Last Supper, such as is painted above the altar, 
in the cathedral. Moreover, they said— and eye witnesses 
have confirmed it— that He took bread, broke it and gave it 
to the resurrected, that He afterwards poured wine into a 
chalice and held it out to them, then disappeared amidst 
general astonishment and consternation to the greater part 
of them. But hush! here comes our mother.”

The betrothed took the hand of the young lady and said 
to her: “ Your mother is come to make a last effort to per
suade you to defer our marriage, so that the bridal-wreath 
and veil may have time to arrive from Paris, but I came to 
say to you, do nothing of the kind. W hat matter whether 
the flowers and tulle come from Paris or N ew  Y o r k !” 
“ That is not of the least consequence,”  replied Prudence 
with conviction. Then addressing her mother: “ Look 
here, Mamma, I do not wish for anything in the world to 
defer our marriage. Once that I am upon the deck of the 
yacht,”  said she aside to Jonathan, “ I w ill breathe freely, 
but so long as I am here, the thought of Jeremiah Nichols 
will haunt me.”

“ Jeremiah Nichols,”  said her mother, “ have I under
stood you to say Jeremiah Nichols? A  relation whom he 
had never heard spoken of before died in N ew  Zealand and 
Jeremiah is a millionaire. He spent more than an hour 
with your father this morning to try to persuade him to 
break your engagement and to grant him your hand.”  “ I 
will die rather than accept it ,”  said Prudence. “ W hy, my 
child, you are as white as a sheet! O f course marriage is 
out of the question, since you are betrothed, but we do not
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meet a millionaire every day, even here, and I thought you 
had some little affection for Jeremiah Nichols, at least as 
an old friend.”  “ Jeremiah Nichols be hanged!”  It was 
the betrothed who spoke thus and to the astonishment of 
the mother, Prudence and Jonathan replied vigorously: 
“ Amen ! Am en

That same night, when Prudence retired to her bedroom, 
small but pleasantly furnished, and when her shapely head 
reposed upon the pillow perfumed with lavender, her long 
chestnut hair, silky and abundant, floating upon the em
broidered coverlet, a sensation of fear took hold of her. 
“ I am afraid of Jeremiah Nichols,”  she murmured, bury
ing her face in the pillow. Nevertheless, sleep, which 
quickly comes to those who are young and happy, 60on 
closed her eyelids. A s soon as 6he was asleep, she heard 
the voice w hich called her by name: “ Fear nothing upon 
earth, neither above nor below it,”  said the voice to her, 
“ for you and yours, you are my assistants.”

W hen Prudence awoke a ray of bright sunshine passed 
through the half-open damask curtains. Upon dressing 
she felt herself as if relieved of a heavy weight; when she 
had put on her dressing-gown of pale blue zephyr orna
mented w ith large delicate rose lace, she opened her bed
room door, descended nimbly the large stair, and almost 
fell into the arms of her betrothed, who waited her for 
breakfast. W hen they entered the breakfast-room, her 
father who w as reading the morning journals near to the 
w indow , arose and kissed his favorite daughter. “ Ah! 
m y little P ru e,”  said he, “ you here already at half-past- 
nine ; when you have to direct housekeeping, you will have 
to rise w ith  the lark. Remember, my dear, that it is the 
m orning bird that catches the worm.”  “ If the worm had 
remained in its hole the bird would not have been caught,” 
replied Prudence in passing her arm around the neck of her 
father. T he tw o men laughed heartily. “ My opinion is,”  
said the betrothed, “ that the household should please the 
mistress and not the mistress the household; I am capable 
o f looking after everything, even my little wife included,
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whom I would wish only to be as happy as she expects.”
He was interrupted by the cries of newspaper-vendors 

who announced a new edition, containing the account of 
the new lethargy and death of the young millionaire, the 
touching end of Jeremiah Nichols, the discovery of the will 
made by the old constituent which made the sole heiress 
one of the prettiest young ladies of the town, and the bride 
of a noble Lord. Prudence trembled: “ Just heaven! it is 
I ,”  she said, in passing her clasped hands upon the arm 
of her betrothed. Eight hours afterwards the pretty yacht 
“ The Swallow’ ’ bore the new married couple over the 
great ocean, towards the ancestral dwelling which occupied 
the site of the ancient Abbey where Augustine of Rome had 
received the father of Athwohl in the remote past.

The first morning after her arrival in her new dwelling, 
as she breakfasted with her husband, Prudence said : “ Last 
night, whilst I slept, lulled asleep by the voice of the sea, 
a voice sweet and melodious mingled with the murmur of 
the waves, said : ‘Tlio-u art blessed, Mona, the place of 
rest, and those who, in Duality of Being, plant an oak 
upon thy sacred soil are blessed; and all will prosper with 
them.’ Let us go to Mona and plant an oak.”  “ W e will 
plant thousands if you desire it. There is enough room on 
our property upon the borders of the sea.”  They went 
there and planted an oak near the place where was the long 
since blocked and concealed entrance of the cave of the 
Hermit. Then Prudence clapped her hands: “ I know 
that all will prosper now,”  said she. “ I do not know if 
the fact of planting an oak upon the old Isle of Oaks w ill 
bring us happiness,”  replied her husband, “ but I know 
that the contentment and satisfaction of my beloved will 
give it to us.”
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Under an old house situated upon the left bank of the 
Seine, near to Notre Dame, an underground gallery of 
6ome three yards wide, conducted towards the river. Not
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one of the pedestrians who passed from morning to even
ing upon the road, not a detective even, knew of its exist - 
ence, and the guides who conducted the crowd of curious 
spectators through the crypts of the Cathedral, convinced 
that they knew every winding, were ignorant that a poised 
stone, so accurately fitted, that it appeared to be a part of 
the solid masonry, could be displaced to give access within 
that subterranean gallery. The ground-floor of the old 
house had been inhabited for many long years by the pro
prietor, who passed for a miser, probably because he was 
always seen in the same black suit worn threadbare, and 
the same high hat carefully brushed, but almost without 
nap. Nevertheless the rooms of the lofty house were let at 
a moderate price and kept in tolerable repair, he was by no 
means exigent as to the rent of the poorer upper storv 
lodgers, for which substantial reasons the house was full 
from the ground-floor to the garrets which were open to 
the roof. H is entrance was separate from that of the 
lodgers and his subterranean cave was separate from theirs 
also. Papers perfectly exact testified that he called himself 
Pierre P aul Deschaneles, that he was born in Alsace and 
had been an Apothecary of the highest rank, but to the 
lodgers and other acquaintances he was known under the 
name of Father Paul. Father Paul* occupied three apart
ments on the ground-floor; a bedroom which opened into a 
draw ing-room , and a small closet to the left of the entrance.
N o  person to see him, people knew he lived alone;
the black crape, tarnished by age, which surrounded his 
napless hat, celebrated the remembrance of his last relative 
w ho had departed this life. His rooms and linen were con
fided to the care o f an old woman whom he allowed in 
return the use o f tw o small apartments simply furnished, 
in the back part of the house.

E v e ry  day at eleven and six o’clock, he took his place 
punctually at the little table reserved for him at a modest 
restau ran t; an hour afterwards, at twelve and seven, you 
m ight be certain of finding him introducing his latch-key 
w ith in  the lock o f his door. His goings and comings were
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so regular that the neighbours had less faith in their 
watches than in the passing of Father Paul. Years ago 
some said he was an Alchemist, others that he was a Sor
cerer, but these reports had ceased for some time, and the 
few persons that spoke about him treated him only as an 
inoffensive eccentric. No suspicion weighed upon the old 
man ; one day the Police entered into one of his rooms to 
seek for an escaped convict who had disappeared in one of 
the old houses, Father Paul, breviary in hand, accompanied 
the agents in their fruitless search.

The subterranean cave was so damp that the walls were 
covered with a greenish slim e; the floor was mouldy, the 
farther end of it was paved, forming a stone platform about 
twenty centimetres in height. A t the time when this nar
rative commences, two large solid planks, about two metres 
in length, by half a metre in breadth mounted upon trestles, 
had been deposited upon the platform; an oil lamp placed 
in a niche in the wall shone with its feeble yellow light 
upon the form of a woman of olive complexion, and with 
ebony hair; to all appearance a Gipsy. Suddenly a low 
grating sound broke the silence; behind the rude platform 
a stone turned, it placed itself horizontally and gave en
trance to a woman enveloped in a long dark cloak, and 
having a diminutive hood upon her head. Once entered 
she touched a secret spring which placed the stone in its 
horizontal position and soon afterwards a man advanced 
through the darkness. It was Father Paul.

A s he clambered up the step of the platform, the woman, 
throwing off the hood of her cloak, unveiled the same 
countenance as she had shewn through the exotic trees in 
the conservatory of the Hotel de Dromont. The lamp 
which now shone upon Father Paul, disclosed a thin, 
ascetic countenance, having fine and delicate features; two 
steel-grey eyes, quick, penetrating, sparkling under thick 
eyelashes, which contrasted singularly with the white 
hair which flowed over his bent shoulders. T aking the 
little lamp, he filled it with oil, readjusted the w ick care
fully, then approached to the face of the Gipsy. T he
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body, apparently lifeless, was stretched upon the bare 
planks, and had the immobility of death, the orbital cavities 
were sunken and the mouth was shut. It was evident that 
the Gipsy was young but her extreme emaciation and the 
dryness of the brown drawn skin which covered her wasted 
features did not allow her age to be determined.

Disengaging the grey woollen covering which concealed 
the upper part of her body, he placed his right hand upon 
her heart “ A ll goes well,”  said he, replacing the covering, 
“ the beating of the heart is feeble but regular. Do you 
still persist in your fatal resolution?”  A  flash of light shot 
through the sea-green eyes of his companion. “ Do I per
sist! I do not understand you! Do you think that 
it is for an ephemeral caprice that I abandon the world and 
its treasures and enter a Convent? As you know and the 
Chaplain and Director of the Convent knows, I took the 
veil only upon condition for securing this young girl, for 
whom you and he are alone responsible. If you fail me, I 
withdraw all; my person, my fortune, and my influence, 
and I will turn them against you. But you will not fail 
now, come what m ay.”  >/

“ A re you sure of this? What if touched with pity for 
your innocent victim, I restore her and place you in the 
same state? Y our fortune would be safe in the treasury, 
and then there are drugs which give so perfectly the 
appearance of death that not one of those who might be 
assembled to render their last respects to your remains 
would doubt of your sudden death.”  “ Imbecile!”  she 
hissed between her clinched teeth, then in a calmer tone 
added: “ Do you think that I, Catalini, am a child ora 
dupe? In the safe hands of those who would give their 
lives for me and my race, there exist proofs not only of the

1v snare laid for this girl, but of a whole series of other facts, 
perfectly justifiable in your own point of view, admirable 
even who admit your adage that ‘the end justifies the 
means,* but you know well that in the eyes of law, those 
are crimes. A t any rate, on my death, unless I have time 
to reclaim my papers, a copy of my will will be opened, and
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the sealed envelope which contains it encloses also the inter
esting documents which I have spoken to you regarding.”

Father Paul smiled: “ You are worthy of your race, 
Mother Annunziata,” he said, “ and it is in your power to 
render us great service.”  “ Deeds, not words! Help me 
to execte my designs and all that which I can do I will do. 
This scheme consists in withdrawing from the Physical 
envelope of this child all her States and Degrees of more 
rarefied being, and of taking possession of her Physical 
form in her Mental, Physical, Nervous, and Nervo-Physical 
Degrees of being. I have attended in sleep the Initiatory rites 
by which Isal Magin will be adapted to be one in Duality 
of Being with the daughter of Eaon, Alianah. M y object 
in desiring and intending to take her place is twofold, first, 
‘Knowledge is Power,’ and it is only as the greatest visible 
Passive, as Alianah, that I can obtain that knowledge and 
wisdom Hierarchically desired and for which I still as ardent-
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ly thirst as in the lives of the past. M y second reason is 
that when I saw this young man asleep in the greenhouse 
amongst the palms, where I established rapport with him,
I conceived an irresistible passion for him. N ow  you know 
all that is necessary for you to k n o w ; it remains for you to 
declare whether you have the will and power to assist me.”

“ Our reciprocal situation renders your first question 
superfluous; as to the second, for the first time my power 
is baffled, doubtless the Nervous Degree of the Physical of 
this child inert and paralysed by my power which pene
trates it, for well nigh two months, and yet no Exteriorisa- 
tion is executed; her mentality is so strong, so vigorous, 
that she continues to hold it, through the Psychic Degree of 

, her Physical being, harmony with the exterior envelope, 
and that state of things might continue indefinitely, or 
rather until the so-called limit assigned to human existence, 
which under favorable conditions is ad infinitum, a6 we 
both know.”

A fer a short silence, Catalini plunged the light of her eyes 
within those of Father Paul and said : “ If this way is imprac
ticable, one other only remains to me. Can you, yourself,
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or any of yours fashion me a body in the similitude of that 
young girl, and afterwards sustain the vitality of my own 
body, from which I ought necessarily to Exteriorise, to take 
possession of the body that will have been prepared for me? 
they have already made me hope for canonisation, now with 
a little clever management, the trance sleep of the beautiful

t
young Mother Annunziata, who has renounced the world, 
the flesh and the devil, his pomps and his works, to become 
the bride of Jesus— a sleep which I promise Him will be full 
of prophecies, interpretations, signs—will be precious for 
warming up again the zeal, somewhat asleep, amongst the 
faithful, and what a windfall it would be for the fund of

“ It is well, considering your rank, that you should lose 
the habit of uttering such sarcasms.” “When I require 
your advice on my conduct, I will ask you; in the meantime 
I am here not to speak but to act. Can you, or can you 
not, help me to take the form of Alianah?” “So far as I 
know, there exists only one person in Europe who can do 
that which you desire.” “ And this person is?” “IsMer
lin Sadoun, upon whom disintegration has no power; he 
has lived through the centuries and has preserved the wis
dom of the remote past; he has added from age to age the 
wisdom of the present, or rather for him, all is one 
present.” H

“ A  Polar Bear might as well ask aid of him whose 
nearest and dearest relatives he has strangled, as to have 
recourse to that man, for any purpose, far less to supplant 
Alianah.” “ You speak like some one who has been rais
ed from infancy to subdue his natural passions; Merlin 

Sadoun is of a different order. Now I am not ignorant of 
my powers of fascination; with all veritable men, except 
such as you, we can excite their passions, capable at least 
for a time of dominating their reason. It is evident that 
you have not the power to aid me to realise my plan; it 
remains with me to see those who can. He who risks 
nothing has nothing. Adieu, Father Paul.” “Wait a 
little, I  beg of you.” “ What for?” “To describe to me
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exactly the present state of this child, as those only can do 
who are in a state to see the various Degrees of her being.’ * 
“ W hy should I not grant unto you that which you desire? 
It is to you that I owe her separation from Ernest, Isal 
Magin, the Marquis of Manatean, or by any other name 
under which he is known. The shock occasioned by the 
sudden attack and the fall into the river has troubled the 
Nervous Degree of her Physical Being, and it has been 
influenced before she has had time to recover by the Patho- 
Magnetism of our good Chaplain. Everything would have 
favoured my plan of Exteriorising her more rarefied States 
and Degrees of being, for me to appropriate her Physical 
state, if destiny, or some other directly contrary influence, 
had not caused Merlin Sadoun, to entrance her. It was 
possible for him to do so at a distance, because he was 
placed in relation with her, when she had been taken out of 
the water; his power is greater than yours; here is why 
you cannot influence her sufficiently to provoke the desired 
Exteriorisation, although you could penetrate her Nervous 
System so as to produce the partial severance of the 
Psychic and Nervo-Physical Degrees of being.”

“ She is inert and motionless. Can you tell me if she 
is conscious of her surroundings.”  “ Assuredly not; but 
all her Mental and Psychic strength is concentrated upon one 
all-pervading desire and will to preserve communication 
with her Degree of Nervo-Physical being; she is completely 
unconscious of her exterior surrounding, not because of 
any defect in her Degrees of Mental and Psychic being, but 
because of her intense desire and will to preserve her integ
rity of being intact.”  “ If then my power and influence 
were withdrawn would she become conscious of her 
surrounding?”  “ Certainly, but the Degree of Nervous 
Being is all subverted and the tension of resistance is so 
great that if your power and influence were suddenly w ith
drawn without being replaced by another Patho-Magnetic 
Force, it is probable that the child would not survive 
redemption; vitality would depart rapidly, even from the 
centres of being where in ordinary cases of dissolution, it is
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delayed more or less long; it is this, as you know full well 
which profits those who take possession of the body of 
persons who are believed dead.”  “ Thank you. Farewell/’ 
“ One word more before leaving. The child, under present 
circumstances is of no use; sequestration or any other action 
which would place the authors under the lash of the law, 
ought to be avoided. I advise you then to take her from here 
as soon as possible.”  “ How and where?”  “ You will pro
vide a strong and commodious packing case to which air is 
freely admitted. The day after to-morrow a cart will come 
for it whose conductors you can trust; you will address the 
case to the Manager of the Convent. That is all you have 
to do.”  “ Doubtless you can do no great thing. You have 
lost all the old occult powers; Exorcism, Substitution, 
Transubstantiation, Resurrection; all that remains with 
you are only pretentions, which are only credited by a few 
short-sighted believers. Nevertheless you may still be 
able to pack this child in a case and send her to us. 
Adieu.”

“ Farewell. Take care of your relationship with Merlin 
Sadoun.”  “ Fool! do you think that I am another red- 
riding-hood to go and place myself in the jaws of a wolf? 
No, no! experience has taught me that those who are deter
mined in success must help themselves; that which I need 
is the co-operation of a man full of vitality, not of a man 
raised in a fashion so as to be of no use to us like Merlin 
Sadoun, I want a young man, ardent, powerful, whose 
strong passions are still asleep; such is for instance the 
devoted disciple of Merlin, Fabian Latonier, the unwearied 
seeker of the lost Eah.”  “ W ell! but promise me one 
thing.”  “ W hat?”  “ Not to abandon me whatever 
happens.”  “ Before promising you that I shall demand 
from you a great proof of fidelity and power.” “ What 
proof? ask what you wish.”  “ To ask is one thing, to 
obtain is another. M y wish is that you evoke Devo him
self.”  “ You mock me; you know well that I cannot do 
that.” “ Alone, yes, but what would you say if I gave you 
*he secret of Evocation, or rather that of the Ceremonial of
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White M agic?”  “ That has always been my supreme 
desire.”  “ One thing alone is difficult to procure for this 
Ceremonial; it is the blood of a Royal V irgin. But after 
all, if you fail in c o u r a g e ....”  “ W hat? speak freely.”  
“ You know the Princess Iowa ; in her veins flows the blood 
of a long line of Royal ancestors; I have watched her close
ly and I know that since the departure of the young M ar
quis, ceasing to associate with the world, she has consecrat
ed herself to the care of abandoned and sick children. She 
travels through the low Quarters of Paris with only a 
m a id .. . .”  “ I understand.”  And Catalini muttered be
tween her small clenched teeth: “ Iowa loves him! I wish 
to be rid of all that which interposes itself between me and 
the object of my passion!”

As soon as the tall and thin form of Father Paul had dis
appeared under the dark vault, Catalini stretched herself 
upon the sleeper and placed her red and warm lips upon the 
pale and cold lips of the child. A n hour passed away when 
she rose again. “ A ll goes w ell!”  she murmured, looking 
upon Eah. “ Father Paul, I have substituted my Patho- 
Magnetic Force for yours. As to Merlin, it remains to be 
seen which of us two will be the strongest.”

* * *
Fabian Latonier was an artist painter, who during two 

years, had neglected his art to uphold by his writings and 
lectures the theory of Evolution, so boldly affirmed by D ar
win and his partisans. Since lie had touched the unknow
able, as he said himself, he had resumed his brush and 
palette, and by the advice of Merlin, was applying himself 
seriously to painting, as the increasing demand for his 
pictures successfully proved. A  modest income, but fortun
ately sufficient for assuring his existence, permitted him to 
choose his subjects and to treat them as he intended. The 
study of Cosmic Tradition afforded to his pencil original 
subjects, of great beauty. Already his picture of “ Tzere, 
the Queen of the Isles of the Sea, crossing the Sea,”  had 
attracted the attention and excited the admiration of the 
public, and now he was about to finish the sketch of “ M avb,



the Immortal”  in which the wild and beautiful child of Aob 
was seen resting upon the glittering snow which crowned 
the summit of a lofty mountain. The sketch had been 
made from memory after a dream which the artist had after 
reading the Tradition relating to this episode.

The young artist, eagerly impressed by the marvellous 
dark beauty which the Immortal offered him, sought 
ardently a model who might not be altogether unworthy 
of his ideal. Hitherto, notwithstanding the aid of his con
freres and the liberal price which he offered, nothing accept
able had presented itself and as he felt and knew that such 
a model was indispensable for him to properly interpret his 
dream, he concluded to abandon his project; he now 
attempted to paint a picture for the Exhibition : “ Gaia 
weeping for her children.” One evening as he worked, 
seated at his easel, the songs of birds heard through the 
half-open window recalled to him some detail of the dream 
pursued, he shut his eyes, and his thoughts became a marvel
lous vision. As he was absorbed in that revery, a noise of 
light steps wa6 heard upon the stair; the door opened and 
Louis Lebrun entered without ceremony. “ I have found the 
model which you sought so long! I have found your *Mavb 
the Immortal,* and what a M avb! I  did not believe there 
was such a perfect type of form and figure vouchsafed to 
dwell amongst us.”  Fabian rose. “ Are you serious? 
Where is she?” “ I don’t know. I found her in Rue du 
Bac, singing with an Italian, a player of a barbarous organ, 
who is said to be her father. By the magical contact of a 
piece of silver, I made his acquaintance, then, with precau
tion, I  prepared the way for some negotiations in your 
favor; but as soon as he understood what I desired, the 
father made a sign to the young girl who disappeared by 
running to a side street. I discoursed my best with him, 
but that rapacious man did not consent that his daughter 
should go to your study unless you gave her twenty francs 
a sitting; she would come alone and you could keep her 
as long as you wished, provided you maintained her. The 
wretch awaits me at the side of the street to know if you
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accept this, in the case of affirmative, when shall she come 
for the first sitting? W hat reply must I give him?”

“ In the first place it is necessary that I see the girl; I
will give her ten francs for her trouble, tell him next that
the sooner she comes and at an early hour, the better it will
b e; I am an early riser. If she is such as you say, take
care that she does not slip through your fingers. You
know that I always paint from the nude figure and that the
addition of sheen-like aura veils is a secondary matter.”
“ W ell, good bye.”  “ Good bye, and thanks.”  A s soon
as Louis Lebrun had shut the door behind him, the young
artist suspended at the further end of his studio a pretty
canvas, representing Alpine summits; he had it designed
and painted conformably to his dream, by a talented scene
painter. The scene reproduced Nature adm irably; the
round and white moon shed its clear light upon the white
world of immaculate snows and the icy summits reflected•/
in sparkling rays its iridescent splendour. A t the foot of 
the highest central peak the artist placed several folded 
counterpanes upon a low bedstead, then he covered it with 
the skin of an enormous Polar Bear and withdrew to the 
end of the study regarding it with satisfaction.

“ If only a model in some degree worthy of the M avb of 
my vision reposes upon that couch, I feel that this dream 
will be accomplished, immortalised,”  said he. Afterwards 
having cleaned his palette and brushes, he went to the 
Restaurant where he usually took his meal. The remainder 
of his evening was passed at the Odeon, in company with 
a friend. In passing by the end of the bridge where Eah 
had the custom of selling her Lilies of the Valley to him, 
Fabian stopped. “ Do you think the young flower- 
merchant has disappeared?”  said his friend to him, “ are 
you still without any news upon this matter?”  “ A lw ays! 
A ll trace of the child seems lost; and search appears hope
less. A ll that I can suppose is that she has been murdered, 
but by whom? and for what motive? I am incapable of 
guessing.”  “ About a month ago, a gossipy journal gave 
out cautiously that it was led to understand that certain
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Nuns and their Chaplain were suspected of causing her dis
appearance. '

“ This is simply malevolent gossip,”  replied Fabian; 
“ our Convents are not like as they were in olden times, 
closed against inspection, and nowadays they are specially 
looked after very closely. Besides this, the sequestration of 
a little flower-seller who could be of no service to them, 
would be such an act of folly as the good Sisters would 
never dream of committing. The ‘Liberty of the Press’ is 
an admirable thing, but licence to calumniate the innocent 
with ‘assurance of truth,’ is only an abomination; our 
modern civilisation authorises many similar falsehoods. I 
remember seeing, when we introduced Christianity and 

civilisation amongst the Hovas, an engraving in one of 
our principal illustrated journals, representing the unfortun
ate Queen Ranavolo. She was clothed as a wild woman, 
almost naked, and vociferating in the midst of her 
assembled warriors, and now the Boers, who are the off
spring of a cross between the native tyrannical Dutchwomen, 
for the most part of the low class, are represented as models, 
martyrs, almost Deified. Such abuse is terrible!”

“ It is true; the other day I described this to one of our 
principal journalists, an excellent and very intelligent 
young m an; listening to my advice he added: ‘I  do not see 
how the present state of things can be changed, unless we 
shut the shop.. W e  must write for the people and that 
which they demand is not truth, exactitude, but excitement. 
If we were to publish only facts, no person would read them ; 
that’s the truth.’ ” “ This is sad,” replied Fabian, “ so 
much the more so since it is not of the true people that we 
thus speak; their instinct and intuition are admirable. But 
the interest of certain politicians has for so long a time 
yielded to their machinations, that it is completely demor
alised. The only solution, here as in so many other 
difficulties, is in the education and development of the 
people. To-day in the name of liberty and fraternity, they 
are led like a flock of sheep to the butcher by those who 
live upon them as unlucky parasites, like the mistletoe upon
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the oak, and which deprives them of their strength, of their 
intellectual, physical and moral health; and that only with 
the aim of satisfying their own selfishness. The salvation 
of the people is not in licence imposed upon them, for they 
are too noble and patient to desire it for itself. A ll that is 
required is the means of excercising their faculties; for 
possessing that true liberty, it needs only conditions for 
assuring well-being, happiness and intellectual develop
ment. This radical change, this essential progress will 
happen only when the majority will be sufficiently instruct
ed and developed to know to choose wisely their represent
atives, instead of being as at present coaxed, deceived and 
utilised as an instrument of their ambition and the prey of 
avarice.”

“ Y et compulsory education has, it seems to me, rather 
augmented the general discontent and social suffering.”  
“ W e puss through a grave evolutionary crisis, in which for 
those who are in earnest, to study and to think is to suffer. 
Besides, to systematically encumber the brain is not to 
instruct. Let us learn every child to read, to write, and 
the first rules of arithmetic, and let all more extensive in
struction be open to all, gratuitously and internationally. 
Those who have taste for any branch of art, for science or 
literature, would thus be able to have the free opportunity 
of studying it, whilst the others would employ their time 
ajid energy in other works without class distinction or 
fortune, without the present 6trange anomalies, confusions 
and whims. The old proverb is very true : ‘Each to his 
business and the cows will be well attended to.* But we 
have reached our place— the entrance to the Theatre— ; 
the play that is to be enjoyed this evening is, they say, an 
attempt at the renovation of the ancient classic pieces; it is 
a difficult task, unless prolixity and dryness be avoided.”

♦  * *
The apartments of Fabian Latonier were upon the fifth 

story; his study was immediately above them. N o person 
was admitted there except a few friends. His rooms were 
attended to by the concierge and his w ife, that frequent
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and generous tips rendered manageable. A s soon as the 
last act of the new play was finished, Fabian and his friend 
left the Odeon and separated, their dwellings were in 
opposite directions. Fabian entered his room and lighting 
a lamp was about to enter his bedroom for the night, when, 
upon removing the curtains, he saw that the full moon 
shone with a brightness which appeared to be unusual. 
The desire soon came to him to see the effect of the Alpine 
landscape in the clear moonlight, and opening the door 
which led to the staircase, he went up quickly with a light 
step, into his study. H

The full moon shone very white through the glass win
dows from which the blinds were raised. Its rays inun
dated the studio with a pale and cold brightness which, 
falling upon the Alpine scene rendered it wholly like to 
snowy mountains crowned with glaciers. A  cry of admir
ation escaped from the lips of the young artist; a cry of 
surprise succeeded it. Upon the white skin of the Bear, 
at the bottom of the central glacier, the ideal of his dream, 
Mavb the Immortal, was stretched out, as she appeared to 
him in his unforgotten vision. She reposed with her beau
tiful head lying back upon her clasped hands, allowing her 
rounded throat to be seen. Her breast softly heaved and 
fell as her breath proceeded from her coral half-open lips; 
her long, silky and abundant hair, black as a crow’s wing, 
and one massive bronze torque which encircled her right 
upper arm formed her only covering and dress.

A t first Fabian doubted the reality of that exquisite form 
which was offered to his sight; he advanced towards the 
couch with precaution, without noise, persuaded that the 
sleeper would disappear as the vision had disappeared. 
But when he approached, this Mavb did not disappear, 
and when he touched her rounded arm, he ascertained that 
it was warm, with the warmth of youth and the fullness of 
life. He arose, locked the door of the study, then returned 
and knelt down near to the young sleeper, to contemplate, 
with the admiration of an artist ravished by so rare beauty, 
her countenance turned towards heaven. He was. thus
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t h e  CHALD>e f lo o d s  o f  p a ss io n ,

m a le  a n im a l  m a n ,  1
rd o u r  o f  l i fe  a n d

arm

sleep soundly,”  said he, “ I have, 
ed in this man a deep sleep.”
arrival at the boulevard, a bicycle art'st s
headlong speed, and a clear and frer r°u n(led
name. He stopped; several momes un( êr
active hands shook his, and an a g ita t^ ^  violence,
fixed upon him. “ Merlin Sadoun, h a ^ 1̂  Pass' on~
Latonier? Perhaps you do not remem  ̂ e sleeper

.* . j t i i j embraced hisvat ion i jo ldenvie  and I nave had a
l kA h !” .t j . . I • • ith was her‘ 1 dreamt that a shining ser.o i /

u ^ ssl° n rosearound him and withdrew his life.”
“ I gave him of my vitality and he returned 
that he lives in this street, but I am igieven in

he
a! my

ease
de,
.C-

number; tell m e!”  “ You have left your bi» 
the door of his house; you will find him in his 
the sixth floor, may your strength be accordir. 
desire.’ ’

He held for a moment within his hands the t 
which were placed upon his arm, then he saw the you 
American girl enter through the small door and disappea 
“ Love is stronger than death,”  he said, “ perhaps her rich 
vitality will touch and reanimate his vital strength, if it 
still lingers in the vital centres.”  The Savant continued 
his way, when a young man, who was seated upon a bench 
under the trees, arose and came to meet him. “ Y o u  have 
watched. Have you seen the organ grinder and his com
panion leave the street?”  “ Y e s ,1 but the Italian costume 
was covered with a soutan and the picturesque hat was 
replaced by a black felt hat with a large brim. The young 
girl, who was not her who sang those last few days in th 
streets, came from the opposite street; the man came from 
an adjoining street, a narrow lane leads from the one to the 
other. The man carried in his arms the form of a Nun ; a 
private carriage arrived and at the same time a Police 
A gent appeared in the distance; the man made a sign for 
him to approach. ‘S ir,’ said he, ‘ this Sister has watched 
all night by the bedside of a sick person and she has fainted


