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The Theosophical Society, as such, is not responsible for any opinion
or declaration in this magazine, by whomsoever expressed, unless con-

tained in an official document.

THE0SOPHY AND MODERN PROBLEMS!

THINK that all the members of the audience realize that this

I lecture is a part of the Theosophical Convention,—the annual
Convention of The Theosophical Society. I remember President
Hadley’s saying once that he thought the function of a University

was to establish and to maintain standards of education. One view of
The Theosophical Society is that its purpose is to establish and to
maintain standards of spiritual and moral life; not generalities or vague,
wide statements, but principles which shall be entirely practical, whether
for the organization of religions or nations, or for the conduct of daily
life—the daily life of the individual, whether it be typesetting or house-
keeping or anything else—to establish a spiritual standard which must
be conformed to, if those great or small tasks are to be rightly done.
As to the more particular topic of this afternoon—Theosophy and
Modern Problems—Ilet me explain just how it came to be chosen. Some
of us were discussing the debates in a legislative body concerning a
subject then very much in the public mind—Ilet us say it was the
Parliament of the Chinese Republic. We came to the conclusion that
the participants in that legislative discussion might be divided into two
groups : those who were quite clearly and palpably supporting the wrong
side, and those who were supporting right things for entirely wrong
reasons. They were united by the fact that there was practically a
complete absence of moral principle in them all. (In some ways I am
very fond of China, so I will tell you the truth, that this body was not
Chinese.) There was that flagrant fact—not a particle of moral principle
in the whole thing from beginning to end. One asks oneself, very natu-
rally, where do we find moral principle in public life to-day. What
policies can we indicate, what movements can we name, which are quite
consciously resting on a clear moral principle which is absolutely sound;

1 Notes of a lecture by Charles Johnston, on April 25, 1920, on the occasion of the Con-
vention of The Theosophical Society.
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or where are we to find a statesman, or the leaders or the organizers
of some undertaking, who are consciously seeking the fundamental moral
principle implied, and founding themselves on that? You then realize,
I think, that there is an appalling absence of moral principle in the world
at this time. I think that is the great modern problem.

I am going to try to elucidate that statement, but the elucidations
are not at all so important as the fact itself,—the crying need for a
recognition of moral principles to begin with, then a clear understanding
of these moral principles, and lastly a firm determination to carry them
out in action.

I am going to take an illustration somewhat far away, because it is
not expedient that anyone speaking to a representative audience on
Theosophy, and as a part of the Theosophical Convention, should take
examples so close at hand as to be suspected of partisanship. So while
taking a distant example, I ask you not to infer that there are no examples
closer at hand. There is no lack of them. But I cannot do them justice,
for the reason already given.

So we shall begin a good many miles away, in Bolshevik Russia.
I think we realize very clearly that the theories and motives of Bolshevik
Russia came from German Socialism. In reality they go back much
further. The Socialism of Karl Marx has a fundamental moral defect
and a fundamental scientific defect. The moral defect is that it is the
expression of envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness. I think one
might say that its fundamental scientific defect is that all its theories are
wrong; and one reason for that is that the man who founded them had
not a glimmer of an idea of evolution. He published his most notorious
book in 1850, nine years before Darwin made public his first discoveries.
The system of Marx is the deadest thing from that point of view that
could be conceived of. It has no conception of evolution. This false
philosophy is the origin of the Russian movement. Lenine—I believe
his real name is Ulianoff; he is of an old Russian family and ought to
know better—came by way of Berlin, from Switzerland, to go to Russia.
I will not say anything about the Russia to which he came or the first
revolution which had taken place before he arrived, in July, 1917, to be
welcomed by the moderate Socialists. I am not going back at any great
length to the breaches of principle of which they had been guilty in their
absolute disloyalty to their sovereign and to the Allied cause, and to the
flood of lies they put into circulation, to the effect that the Emperor
was going to conclude peace with Germany, and that therefore they
ought to have a revolution. There had been, in all this, a grave breach
of moral principle.

And this is a point on which I wish to lay stress: a breach of moral
principle is invariably two things,—a piece of moral treachery to begin
with; second, in the result it is invariably calamitous. The working out
of that law may not always be immediately evident, but I am quite sure
that moral compromise means first moral treachery and then physical
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disaster. The moral compromise of the first Russian Revolution was
moral treachery, which came nigh to bringing defeat to the French,
British and Belgian Armies in France, and which brought complete
disaster to the first Russian revolutionists.

To come to the second revolutionary group, the Bolshevist group:
they founded themselves on the principle of tyranny, and of murder as
a means to tyranny (principles which come straight from hell, and I
presume will thither return with their votaries) ; tyranny of the most
infamous kind,—domination of the worst over the best, of the lowest
over the highest, with murder as a means to tyranny. So far as Russia
is concerned, the wheel has not yet run the full circle. But mean-
while I am going to speak on another aspect of that matter, as it concerns
the relation of other nations with the Bolshevist Government. There is
once more the point of moral compromise and moral treachery. Is it a
desire to get certain raw materials—let us say wheat, and platinum, and
flax, and what not—which is the real cause of this extraordinary
inclination to recognize the Soviet Government? Surely people who
advocate that, ought to read the mediaval legends about those who make
compacts with the devil. It is very easy to see how retribution will come.
It requires no second-sight or gift of prophecy to see what must follow,
if this supreme folly is persisted in. If we recognize that detestable
tyranny as a legal government, we do two things: we are guilty of moral
baseness, and we come under the legal obligation to recognize the Bolshe-
vist representatives, to receive them here and to give them diplomatic
immunity. The so-called envoy of Soviet Russia, who is a dyed-in-the-
wool German, has already shown what the envoy of a Soviet government
is prepared to do. To receive Bolshevist representatives is, of course,
putting dynamite under our own government and under everything decent
in this and other countries. If we recognize them, and receive their
representatives, we give them a free hand. Personally, I am not going
to underwrite any fire insurance to cover that liability. If we do it, we
shall get just what we deserve, and we shall learn that moral compromise
is moral treachery on the one hand, and physical disaster on the other.
I think perhaps things will move somewhat rapidly to give us that
valuable lesson, if we commit that extreme act of folly.

Now comes the question: if it be our duty to establish and maintain
moral standards, not in the abstract, but standards which shall be work-
able in the smallest details of human life, how are we to reach these
moral standards; how are we to formulate them? Precisely for that
purpose our work as members of The Theosophical Society exists. This
is what we have in view in our discussions, debates and studies ; precisely
to reach the fundamental moral principles of life. And recognizing, as
we do, that there are fashions in that, just as there are in other things,
subject to just as rapid changes, and desiring not to be at the mercy of
temporary fashions, we carry our thought over long periods of time and
try to include the best thought of the best thinkers of all nations through
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all time. That is the meaning of the second object of the Society, to
study the religions and sciences of all times and all nations, and to demon-
strate the importance of that study—its importance for our purpose.
We have no vague indefinite views, and we are not enamoured of glit-
tering generalities. We want something that we can make work; there-
fore we are seeking in the religions and philosophies of the world the
fundamental principles of human life in order to put them into action.

Perhaps I have told some of you the story of the Chinese politician
who was a candidate for office. A delegation came to him to find out
where he stood on some such question as the League of Mongols. Our
candidate was in the embarrassing position of not knowing whether it
was a delegation of the Yellows or the party of the Greens. He asked
the delegation to be seated. They said, “Mr. Candidate, we should like
to hear about your principles.” The candidate was greatly embarrassed,
because he did not know which party the delegation came from. If he
said he was for a high tariff on the Tibetan frontier, he was in bad
favour with the one party. If he advocated the Mongol League, he
offended the other. So he said: “Gentlemen, I have principles,—but they
can be changed!” Now I think he had a very decided advantage over
many contemporary politicians who have »no principles—though they can
be changed, also. To have no moral principles is pretty bad, but there
is one thing which has been exemplified, let us say within a hundred years,
which is that to have a lot of principles, not one of which is really true,
may be fully as calamitous. The emotional lower nature catches reflec-
tions from the spiritual world, and these reflections flash and flicker over
the lower mind; all kinds of topsy-turvy reflections of moral principles,
sprinkled about on the surface of the emotional waves. This makes up
much of what is called the new idealism. The psychic reflection of a
principle is about as safe to stand upon as, let us say, the reflection of
a bridge in the water. There is your real bridge, which is the spiritual
principle, and there is the water—the psychic nature—and in the water
is the reflected bridge. People who try to found their action on these
pseudo-principles, which look like real principles, are exactly as we should
be if we tried to cross that picture bridge in the water, and were not very
good swimmers. That is a danger which is a very real danger, a depend-
ence on things that look like moral principles and are not real principles
at all. It is a part of our work as students of Theosophy, to distinguish
the true principles, eliminating the bias of the day, all personal and
national bias; trying to take the spiritual testimony of all time and
deduce the principles from that.

What are some of the fundamental principles that we do find? Let
us say that we take, going back through the ages, works like the
Autobiography of St. Teresa, or the Imitation, or the writings of St.
Francis, St. Thomas 4 Kempis, or the best of the Church Fathers; or
going behind these, to their sources in the Gospels; or back to the ages
before, to the Tao-Teh-King, back to the far off Scriptures of India, to
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the Upanishads. There we have a wide and sufficient basis from which
to extract principles not coloured by personality, time, or national bias.
What principles do we find? What is the supreme principle? That
everything exists for spiritual life, which is destined to be everlasting.
Not only our human life, but the whole palpable and visible universe
exists for purposes of the soul, for spiritual life. Everything else is
to be subordinated to the spiritual principle, both in our understanding
and inspiration, and in our action.

There is a universal statement of the application of that principle
by an Indian Master of Life, in the letters in the Occult World and
Esoteric Buddhism, where that Master speaks of the vast progression of
humanity from the ages in the past to the ages in the future, and where
he indicates that the effort of the Masters through all ages is directed
towards one critical problem—namely, to the dead point, if you like, of
the curve between materialism and spirituality ; to the problem of whether
the human race, or the majority of it, shall pass that dead point and
ascend the curve which leads to spirituality. The effort of Masters for
ages past has been directed to that one problem: that humanity shall pass
the dead line from materialism and more dangerous psychism, to enter
the spiritual path. That is the application of our principle to all
humanity. Life exists that mankind may become spiritual and open the
way for the Kingdom of Heaven.

One can come to the other pole and apply the matter to the individual
at any moment, in any act, and test both act and situation by the same
principle. A man will act in some particular in one of two ways.
Which is the way that makes for spiritual life in him? Which is the
way that makes against spiritual life in him? There is no other question.
Does the way in which he is going to act make for spiritual life, the
eternal life, the One Life, in him, or does it bar the way to that life and
make for darkness and death? All ethics, all morals are summed up
in that one question.

Let us express it a little differently and put it in terms of conscious-
ness. Will he, as a result of his action, be more conscious of the divine
Spirit, more conscious of the life which the Masters represent, or will
he be less conscious? In the first case, his act is right, his consciousness
is deepened, enriched, and perfected; in the second case his act is wrong,
he is on the downward path. Will he enter more fully into the life and
spirit of the Masters, as the result of his action, or will he enter less
fully? There are the two poles, the destiny of all humanity and the
individual act, measured by the same standard: that all things exist for
eternal life, for the divine life.

Let me try to apply some of the workings-out of this principle in
another direction, which has been very much the fashion in this country
for several months—I mean the recrudescence of spiritualism. The
second object of the Society, I have already spoken of: the study of
religions, philosophies and sciences of all nations and over all time. We
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have a third object, which is not of obligation, but which is nevertheless
in the Constitution. That is to study the hidden laws of nature and the
psychical powers latent in man. When that object was formulated, in
1875, the word psychical covered a multitude of planes. Everything that
was not physical in those days was called psychical. To modernize the
wording of that object, we should have to say the psychical and spiritual
powers latent in man.

I think that many students of Theosophy are familiar with every-
thing of note that has been done in that field for a generation back.
Members of our Society have studied the Psychical Research Society’s
proceedings since the first; they may have heard its speakers, met its
leaders.

Much should be said, I think, on the positive side. That is to say,
these seekers into psychical things have amassed a very remarkable body
of knowledge, of opinion, of fact, touching unseen worlds and planes.
To begin with the matter with which they themselves began: the trans-
ference of thought, telepathy. Students of Theosophy know that thought
transference is a fact. We do not doubt in the least the fact of telepathy,
the transference of thoughts, feelings, sensations from one person to
another. The next step of the Psychical Research Society was to investi-
gate the transfer of thought, independent of the body and brain. Sir
Oliver Lodge indicated that that transference was not carried by brain
waves or any kind of etheric waves, because thought transference was
not subject to the law of diminishing intensity which governs all wave
motions. He went on to say that the transference is not so much from
brain to brain as from mind to mind, or soul to soul, using soul in the
general sense. If two souls which happen to be embodied at the time
can communicate in this way, irrespective of ether waves, is it equally
possible that there should be communication with a soul that does not
happen to have a body? Can we communicate with such souls? Can
we communicate with the dead? He answered in the affirmative and
adduced much evidence, as in his book containing communications from
his son Raymond, which has been so widely read.

What attitude is a student of Theosophy, generally speaking, justified
in taking toward that situation? On the one hand, there are very evident
facts, which, moreover, clearly illustrate many of our own ideas and
thoughts and views. For instance, we have held for a long time that we
make our own future; our own after-death setting and furniture and so
forth, we make ourselves. It is worked out in what is called the doc-
trine of Devachan, or the state of bliss; that paradise is not a universal
monochrome, but depends upon the amount and colour of spiritual life
in the individual in each case. The outstanding fact in all this body of
psychic communications from the dead, is the demonstration that we are
right in holding that view. Each of these excarnate individuals is going
on doing just what he was doing in ordinary life, and each says the
spiritual world consists in just that kind of thing. If he were a tinker,
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he will say the spiritual life, the life after death, consists in tinkering,—
in other words, the forces that he handled in material life continue after
death. This appears to be well supported by a mass of sound psychical
research. Therefore we do not, broadly speaking, quarrel with the con-
clusions of psychical research. But do we endorse the moral principle
of this research? Do these seekers begin by asking themselves: is this
morally right, this communication with the dead? Is it morally right?
That is the fundamental question. Until you have answered that
question, you have no right to take another step. We hold that it is,
broadly speaking, morally wrong, and for many reasons.

The first fact that we see is this: let us say that Sir Oliver Lodge or
one of his colleagues seeks to investigate the spiritual planes of life—
the plane, let us say, of paradise. Is there any claim on their part that
they open within themselves the spiritual eye to see those planes, that
they view what they study with their own spiritual vision? Not in the
least. How do they get it? Through mediums, of whom Mrs. Piper was
perhaps the best known, though she was only one of a score. These
mediums, for the most part, are morbid pathological specimens. Do
these mediums claim that they themselves have the spiritual vision which
enables them to see into the world of paradise of which we are speaking?
So far as I know—and I have studied the thing for many years—not at
all. The medium is in a comatose condition, and something else or some
one else is speaking or writing through the medium. After the session
is over, the medium has no understanding of what really went on. The
medium was comatose in the full sense of the word—unconscious, or
conscious in some lower physical way, but spiritually conscious not at all.

Now there are a number of points one might pick up. To begin with,
what about this question of the medium, already pathological, already
morbid, opening the doors of his or her inner nature to whatever happens
to come? Would you open the doors of your house or your rooms in the
same way? Is it not clearly prudent to find out first what sort of things
might come in? It might be angels, it might be the opposite. How is the
comatose medium going to tell? Have they made any study of the
denizens of these innumerable unseen planes? Have they any information
about them? We have an idea that there are a great many kinds of
things, clean and unclean, and that it is, to say the least, unwise to open
the door and go to sleep, leaving the door open.

There is a fundamental objection that we have to that kind of
research : it does not demand the spiritual growth, spiritual unfoldment,
spiritual vision in the investigator, which we believe to be essential on
moral and practical grounds. We believe that this is one meaning of the
old saying: “He that entereth not by the door into the sheepfold, but
climbeth up some other way, the same is a thief and a robber.” In other
words, the true door of spiritual life is the door of aspiration and
spiritual growth. He who tries to enter the spiritual world, to get
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knowledge by another way, is a thief and a robber. That is the moral
principle.

The practical principle is that he will not know, in the least, of what
value his material is; gold dust, nuggets or dross will be all the same.
And surely it is unsatisfactory, from the standpoint of science, not to
know what your results are when you have got them. The moral point
is that there is no demand for previous spiritual growth and sacrifice,
no demand that the lower nature shall be purified.

We believe that a moral and spiritual compromise is made by
approaching the spiritual world in that way. The right way is that of
spiritual development, sacrifice and growth; of illumination. And
because it is a moral compromise—a breach of moral rectitude—to go
that way, we believe it will be highly dangerous in its results. You will
remember Portia said the quality of mercy is blessed in both him who
gives and who receives. In that same way, we hold that spiritualistic
research of that kind is highly dangerous both to those who communicate
—the so-called spirits—and to those who are communicated with—the
investigators. Let me speak of the danger to the latter first. It seems
to me that as a result of Sir Oliver Lodge’s investigations and the mass
of material that goes with them, there is established in people’s minds
generally, a vision of false immortality—that is, an immortality which is
gained simply by “passing over” (we call it dying), irrespective of moral
character and moral accomplishment. The result of that is quite evident
in the lowering of the whole view of immortal life. The scriptures of the
world which we study and try to understand, are unanimous on one point
amongst others: namely, that real immortality comes through sacrifice
and holiness, and in no other way. The Upanishads are as emphatic and
clear cut on that as are the Gospels. The door of holiness, the path of
sacrifice, is the only means to real immortality. He that loveth his life
shall lose it; he that hateth his life—that is to say, offers his life as a
sacrifice—shall keep it unto life eternal. Our feeling about the body of
psychic research regarding those who have passed over, is that it has
degraded and vulgarized the whole field of immortality. Here is the
penalty, on the one side: the degrading of the whole idea of immortality
for the seekers.

On the other hand, we have certain views as to what takes place in
those who die. How do we get these views? From those who have real
vision, gained by real and most arduous sacrifice, lasting through ages;
who have real holiness, real aspiration, a real life in the eternal and spir-
itual world, who look down on these things from above, instead of feeling
for them blindfolded, from below. What are certain of the fundamental
facts which they give? That the whole purpose and importance of this
present life depends upon and consists in what it can give to the soul.
The soul is the undying immortal, who stands above this life, and the last
life, and the next life. What can that life yield to the immortal? It is a
part of the teaching that, when a human being dies, he enters into what
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one might call a stage of gestation, in which there is a solution of the
materials of his nature (using “materials” in the larger sense)—a period
in which is sifted out that which belongs to the immortal and is to be
handed over to the immortal, and that which belongs to time and is not to
be assimilated by the immortal. That is a period of gestation. I use the
word advisedly, to indicate what a precarious condition it is; every
injurious influence must be warded off. There must be silence and
stillness, in order that the aspiration which is in that soul may awake;
that the finer part of the nature may be drawn upward to the immortal ; in
order that all that can be given may be given to the true owner, the
undying soul. But what can be more fatal to the personality than to
have this stillness broken, as if by the ringing and clanging of telephone
bells, calling it to come back to this world? The din and whirl and clang
and clatter of physical life is brought once more to the ears of the soul,
in that sensitive condition of gestation;—the geese cackling, as Portia
says, and the whole whirl of physical thoughts, desires, appetites,
revived once more. It is likely to be an abortive soul-birth, with all the
calamity that that implies. The person concerned may know nothing of
it. It is unfortunately true of this world that when we are in the direst
danger, we often think we are quite safe. And in the same way, those
“spirits” may think they are safe, when they are in great danger and on
their way to dissolution. They are no judges, and though they may be
exultant, and delighted with the happy hunting grounds in which they
find themselves, it does not for a moment follow that this is the right
thing for them to do; that it is well for them to do this, or well for us to
encourage it.

I am not going to expand that, because I do not wish to enforce a
conclusion, or even to lay great stress upon the conclusion. What I do
wish to repeat is: moral compromise is doubly fatal because it is a moral
betrayal and certain to end in physical disaster. That is the text which
I do wish you to carry away and to think over, to see for yourselves
whether it is true. Try it. Use it as a standard in one case after
another. Keep that principle rather than the illustrations.

* ok ok ok ok k%

In conclusion, this: we have our clear spiritual and moral standards.
We seek always to clarify them, to make them more sure; to test them;
to try them; to live by them. And because the world is in such a whirl-
wind of moral confusion, it is of utmost importance that members of
the Society, students of Theosophy, should have very clear moral
principles and should carry them out in action. It is of the utmost
importance,—the one solid ground in a world of confusion, in a broken
mass of shifting ice such as Peary described near the pole.

If we succeed and are able to establish our standards, not merely to
carry them out ourselves, but gradually to win to them, finally, a working
majority of mankind, what will be the fruit? Our first great principle
is that everything is for spiritual life; that all that we see, all that we
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are, makes for spiritual being, for ourselves and for others, in a unity
of life—of spiritual life—destined to be everlasting; a life not untenanted
now, but already occupied by the Masters, the lords of spiritual life,
who have attained, who are now what we look for as the ultimate fruit,—
as the realization of just that principle, just that spiritualizing of the
majority, and perhaps of all mankind, in ages to come.

We work for the drawing of mankind into that spiritual life; the
drawing of that spiritual life into mankind, so that these lords of spiritual
life, the Masters, who at present are checked and thwarted at every
point where they try to help us; who are met with resistance of mind,
of heart, of every part of our nature, shall, on the contrary, be welcomed
with humility and the greatest gratitude, to take the greatest possible part
in the guidance of our lives; that the lords of spiritual life shall come
amongst men, and help us to live our lives, shall guide our powers, and
lead us in their wisdom and mercy, in their grace and love, along the
path that they themselves have already trodden to our home, our ever-
lasting home in the Eternal.

Lord, how often shall I resign myself, and wherein shall I forsake
myself?

Always, yea, every hour; as well in small things as in great—
TroMas A KEMPIS.
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gently to and fro, scattering their incense on the air. The

golden sunshine lay caressingly across the grass and hid in the
shadows of the leaves. So blue the sky, where the soft, white clouds
were sailing, serene in their heavenly atmosphere! I stood in the
midst, and wondered and gave thanks. Then the Master’s voice came,
and the garden hushed itself to listen. As always it was clear and even,
but behind it was a rain of tears.

THE roses were blooming in the garden, and the tall lilies rocked

“In my garden the flowers are fading,” he said; “some of them are
dead. I water and tend, but the burning sun is drying it up. Pray that
the clouds may gather again and save my garden.”

And so we prayed and prayed,—the flowers prayed, and the sunshine
prayed, and the breezes prayed, and the very stones cried aloud. And
still we are praying:

Great Lord of all, let not the sun of this material life scorch with
fierce heat the seedlings of thy love. Send the rain of thy mercy upon
us, and the sweet dew of thy grace; if need be, thy lightnings and thy
thunders, and the downpours of an opened heaven. Grant us the blessed
gifts of tears and of repentance. Draw us to the cool silences of
reflection, that we may see the real from the false, the eternal from the
evanescent ; and choose, as in such vision we must choose. For his dear
sake who watered this garden with his blood. Amen.

Yesterday I met again the angels that I saw a year ago and more,
whose eyes were red with weeping. They spend their days upon the
battle-fields, burying the dead.

One said: we buried few in the early years of this war, for we
carried them to heaven, where shortly they awoke, strengthened and
rejoicing. Now so many die; and infrequent are the flights to heaven.

In a world of reflections, that which we call life is death, and dying,
living. He that saveth his life shall lose it, wrapping his talent in the
napkin of self, and hiding it in the earth; later, he shall be cast into outer
darkness with weeping and gnashing of teeth, in the day of the coming
of the Son of Man. CAVE.

13



HUMAN IMMORTALITY AND
PRE-EXISTENCE

I

scant hearing in the West, save from the open platform of The

Theosophical Society. Even to-day, when it has become a

common theme for the story-teller and novelist—as something
pregnant with the fascination of the mysterious, and so opening the door
of dreams to prosaic minds and lives—it is still very rare to come upon
a clear presentation and intelligent, philosophical advocacy of its tenets
from the pen of a Western scholar. In a little volume of 120 pages,
however, members of the Society may see the fulfilment of the old
proverb, “Cast thy bread upon the waters: for thou shalt find it after
many days”; for here the doctrine is returned to us, no longer in foreign
guise and in terms borrowed from an older race, but as the native product
of modern thought. The title of the book is that of this article, Human
Immortality and Pre-existence, published by Longmans, Green & Co.
The author, Dr. J. Ellis M’Taggart, is not a member of the Society, nor
does he refer to Theosophy as such. Fellow and Lecturer in Trinity
College, Cambridge, the recipient of honorary degrees from both Cam-
bridge and St. Andrews, he is best known as a student of Hegel, and
for his scholarly comments on Hegel’s cosmology and logic,—this book
being, indeed, but a part of a larger work, Some Dogmas of Religion.
Brief though it is, it must be ranked as one of the most valuable and
stimulating studies of the philosophy of immortality that have appeared
in recent years. The style is clear and easy, and free from technicalities.
The argument is cogent; and the fact that it does not assume the ordinary
premises of Theosophy makes the theosophical nature of its conclusions
the more striking.

Rightly believing that a lengthy and difficult incursion into meta-
physics would be out of place in a popular treatise, Dr. M’Taggart makes
no attempt to establish those positive arguments for immortality which
only a thorough-going consideration of the fundamental nature of reality
can be made to yield ; but confines the first part of his volume to clearing
away the materialistic presuppositions which are usually urged against
man’s continued existence after death, and devotes the second half to
showing that any valid logical argument for a future life must point
equally to pre-existence. It is the latter part of the book which is thus
of special interest to students of Theosophy; but the two chapters are
so intimately related, and Dr. M’Taggart’s method of attack so skilfully
direct and free from technical abstractions, that it will be well to give

FOR many years the Eastern teaching of reincarnation could find

14
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a brief outline of the earlier discussion, whose argument has corollaries
that are of vital moment to us all.

Dr. M’Taggart proposes three questions which the first chapter is to
answer. “(1) Is my self an activity of my body? (2) Is my present
body an essential condition of the existence of my self ? (3) Is there
any reason to suppose that my self does not share the transitory character
which I recognize in all the material objects around me?”

The first question necessitates a somewhat lengthier discussion than
the other two, for which it clears the way, and must be read to be appre-
ciated. Dr. M’Taggart touches on the hypothesis that the body and the
self, matter and spirit, may be co-ordinate and independent realities,
whose interaction constitutes human life on earth. But though this view
may, in his opinion, be held consistently, he deems it less simple, and
therefore less satisfactory, than a monism which attributes fundamental
reality to only one of the two. When led thus to a choice, he shows the
self-contradictions that inevitably appear in every attempt to make matter
fundamental, and argues with much skill that, “So far is this from being
the case that . . . we have no reason to suppose that matter exists at
all, and to talk of matter existing without consciousness is absurd.
Matter is so far from being the sole reality, of which the self is only
an activity, that, taken by itself, it is not a reality at all. . . .

“The bearing of this discussion on the question of our immortality
is that it disproves a hypothesis which would render immortality incred-
ible. If the self was an activity of the body, it would be impossible that
it should continue to exist when the body had ceased to exist. \We might
as well suppose, in that case, that the digestion survived the body as that
the self did.”

Though the self cannot be merely an activity of the body, it might
yet be possible that it was dependent for its existence upon the body.
“If A, whenever it exists, is necessarily accompanied by B, then the
cessation of B is a sure sign of the cessation of A.” This introduces the
second question.

“What evidence is there in favor of such a view? In the first place,
while we have plenty of experience of selves who possess bodies, we
have no indubitable experience of selves who exist without bodies, or
after their bodies have ceased to exist. Besides this, the existence of a
self seems to involve the experience of sensations. Without them, the
self would have no material for thought, will or feeling, and it is only
in these that the self exists. Now there seems good reason to suppose
that sensations never occur in our minds at present without some corre-
sponding modifications of the body. This is certainly the case with
normal sensations. And, even if the evidence for clairvoyance and
thought transference were beyond dispute, it could never prove the possi-
bility of sensation without bodily accompaniments. For it could not
exclude—indeed, it seems rather to suggest—the existence of bodily
accompaniments of an obscure and unusual kind.
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“But, after all, these considerations would, at the most, go to show
that some body was necessary to my self, and not that its present body
was necessary. Have we, after the results already reached, any reason
to suppose that the death of the body must indicate anything more than
that the self had transferred its manifestations to a new body, and had,
therefore, passed from the knowledge of the survivors, who had only
known it through the old body? . . . The most that a body can be is
an essential accompaniment of the self. And then the supposition that
the self has another body would fit the facts quite as well as the suppo-
sition that the self has ceased to exist.

“There seems no reason why such a change should not be instan-
taneous. But even if it were not so, no additional difficulty would be
created. If a body is essential to the action of a self, the self would
be in a state of suspended animation in the interval between its possession
of two bodies—a state which we might almost call one of temporary non-
existence. But this is nothing more than what happens, so far as we can
observe, in every case of dreamless sleep. During such a sleep the self,
so far as we know, is unconscious—as unconscious as it could be without
a body. Yet this does not prevent its being the same man who went
asleep and who woke up again. Why should the difficulty be greater
in a change of bodies?

“And then, have we any reason, after all, to suppose that a body
is essential to a self? It seems to me that the facts only support a very
different proposition—namely, that while a self has a body, that body
is essentially connected with the self’s mental life.

“For example, no self can be conceived as conscious unless it has
sufficient data for its mental activity. This material is only given, so far
as our observations can go, in the form of sensations, and sensations
again, so far as our observations can go, seem invariably connected with
changes in a body. But it does not follow, because a self which has a
body cannot get its data except in connexion with that body, that it would
be impossible for a self without a body to get data in some other way.
It may be just the existence of the body which makes these other ways
impossible at present. If a man is shut up in a house, the transparency
of the windows is an essential condition of his seeing the sky. But it
would not be prudent to infer that, if he walked out of the house, he
could not see the sky because there was no longer any glass through
which he might see it.”

Dr. M’Taggart considers, also, the possible bearing of ghost stories
and the phenomena of spiritualism upon the question of the survival of
the self. He attaches, however, little importance to them; and it will be
seen how closely the clear common-sense of his discussion fits into the
theosophical view that such phenomena—where genuine—more fre-
quently evidence the temporary survival of the Kama-Rupa than any
manifestation of the real individuality, or self.
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“Much of the evidence offered on this subject is doubtless utterly
untrustworthy. But there is a good deal which investigation has failed
to break down. And there is much to be said in support of the view that,
after all deductions have been made for fraud, error and coincidence,
there is still a sufficient residuum to justify the belief that such appari-
tions are in some cases caused by the dead man whose body they
represent.

“But the mere proof that there was this causal connexion between
the dead man and the apparition would not suffice to prove that the dead
man had survived his death. A chain of effects may exist long after its
original cause is destroyed. . . . And, so far as I know, all stories of
apparitions would be equally well explained by the theory that a man
might, before his death, initiate a chain of circumstances which would
cause his body to appear, after his death, under certain conditions, to
men still alive. In this case, nothing would be proved about his existence
after death.”

To answer his third question, “Is there any reason to suppose that
my self does not share the transitory character which I recognize in all
the material objects around me?” Dr. M’Taggart points out that what
perishes does so only through being resolved again into the separate parts
which compose it. Forms of energy cease to be, as one form passes into
another; but science holds that the energy itself is neither destroyed nor
diminished. Though the self is complex, it is not, in Dr. M’Taggart’s
view, a compound; and so could not be destroyed, as a brick wall might
be, by removing and scattering its elements without those elements them-
selves being destroyed. “If it did cease to exist, it could only be by
annihilation. It is not only the form that would have changed, but that
the form and content alike would have perished.” And for this there
is no analogy in science.

Dr. M’Taggart acknowledges, at once, that this is very far from
showing that the self must be immortal—though he reaffirms his con-
viction that a thorough metaphysical discussion of the nature of reality
must indubitably support such a conclusion. But the argument, as given,
does at least tend to suggest that so far as the self is one thing and not
many, a unit and not a mere congeries—that is, so far as a man’s life
and will is the expression of a single coherent purpose—it is not subject
to the transitoriness which experience shows us is the fate of compounds,
but which science does not ascribe either to universal energy or to what
it views as irreducible into parts.

We close this first chapter, therefore, with the feeling that Dr.
M’Taggart has fulfilled the purpose he set himself in it. He has shown
us the unconscious materialism of common thought as the self-created,
illogical veil of illusion which it in fact is, and he has made us more eager
than before to penetrate that veil, and to examine anew the reality
beneath. What is that reality? What is the truth of our own being and
of the life about us? What is the self, of whose immortality we speak?

2
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Our mind turns back, in review of the path along which we have been
led, to the initial statements and questions from which we started.

“It is better,” Dr. M’Taggart told us in his opening paragraphs,
“to speak of the immortality of the self, or of men, than of the immor-
tality of the soul. The latter phrase suggests untenable views. For in
speaking of the identity of a man during different periods of his bodily
life, we do not usually say he is the same soul, but the same self, or the
same man. And to use a different word when we are discussing the
prolongation of that identity after death, calls up the idea of an identity
less perfect than that which lasts through a bodily life. The form in
which the question is put thus suggests that the answer is to be in some
degree negative—that a man is not as much himself after death as he
is before it, even if something escapes from complete destruction.

“Moreover, it is customary, unfortunately, to say that a man has a
soul, not that he is one. Now if our question is put in the form ‘Has
man an immortal soul?” an affirmative answer would be absurd. So far
as it would mean anything it would mean that the man himself was the
body, or something which died with the body—at any rate was not
immortal—and that something, not himself, which he owned during life,
was set free at his death to continue existing on its own account. For
these reasons it seems better not to speak of the soul, and to put our
question in the form ‘Are men immortal?’”

As we reflect upon these paragraphs, it is clear that the mere sur-
vival, after death, of some abstract essence of our being—the mere
continuity of the life principle which animates us now—would be very
far from giving us the immortality we desire. What we crave, if not
for ourselves yet certainly for those we love, is a personal immortality
which shall preserve even the subtile, indefinable but unmistakable, per-
sonal traits, which now stamp thought and speech and act with the hall-
mark of their individuality. What promise does Dr. M’Taggart’s argu-
ment give us that such an immortality will be ours? And how perfect
is the “identity” which lasts even through one bodily life?

We look back over the years we have lived to what we were in youth.
We are the same, yet not the same. Some who were then our friends
are such no longer. They say of us, “He has changed; he is not the
man he was”: and when this is repeated to us, we know that it is true,
and are, on the whole, glad that it is true. We have put away some
of the toys of childhood, and the touch of reality has transformed us.
We would not have it otherwise. We would not now change places with
those erstwhile friends who are still, at fifty, essentially the same as they
were at fifteen—still playing at dolls in the nursery, still living in a world
of their own fancy, still without eyes or nerves for the great drama of
real life, still ignorant of reality’s vibrant touch on naked heart and soul,
still feeding their poor, starved emotions on the counterfeit presentment
of fiction and the stage. What they are still, we were once; but we
would not wish that what then constituted our identity—in our own eyes,
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no less than in theirs—had remained unchanged and “perfect.” We are
grateful that that self was not immortal. Not to have changed would
have been not to have lived. It is immortal life we seek; not undying
death.

Looking at our life thus, we see that to live is to die. It is doubtful
if we can ever know the self, or find its permanent identity, in any single
cross section of our being. It inheres, rather, in those dynamic, deep-
hidden loyalties, whose unchanging purposes compel the change we suffer.
In obedience to them, we see, with St. Paul, that we ““die daily,” and the
passing of each moment leaves us other than we were. The tragedy of
death, if it be tragedy, is not confined to the final act of dissolution
of the body, but is inherent in every act; and every moment shows us
the mystery of outer change in obedience to an inner permanence.

If this be true, it would appear that we have more data than we
have believed for the study of death and immortality. We may examine
them, in little, as familiar facts of experience; and instead of only being
able to look forward to a unique and unknown change, of which we can
form no more than a priore judgments from our present standpoint, we
can also look back upon changes, essentially similar in kind, however
less in degree, and thus gain an analogy for death more as it may appear
to one who has died.

From this new viewpoint the tragedy of change takes on a different
aspect. What we most regret is not that so much of what we were has
passed away, but that we were so little of what we could wish to have
endure: not that the waste products of the years have been left behind,
but that the years were wasted, and that we have not now the permanent
possessions we might have gained from them. Our true loss is not in
the severing of youthful friendships which were never real, but that so
many of our real friendships have been only of our maturity, and so are
not enriched by the common memories of love and hope and labour,
shared in youth. The closer the tie of recent years, the more we miss
in it the past it does not hold. But where true friendship has long per-
sisted, the past lives on in the present. At a word, a look, a trick of
speech or gesture, the man who is my friend stands before me as the boy
who was my friend. It does not matter that he is old and grey; he is
also the child; also in his prime. And the reason is simply this: child-
hood and prime and age have alike been given to the unchanged current
of our common love and common purpose. By its permanence all that
was given to it has become permanent too.

May it be that this familiar characteristic of long friendships is but
one manifestation of a far deeper principle, upon which the personal
immortality we crave in fact depends? That there is a contagion of
permanence—a divine river of immortal reality that imparts immortality
to all immersed in it—as well as a contagion of corruption and decay?
That what is of itself mortal may become immortal as it is given to
immortal purposes? If there is not some such principle in life as this
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—making valid the statement that whoso giveth his life, for his Master’s
sake, shall keep it unto life eternal—it is difficult to see that Dr.
M’Taggart’s arguments can prove more than the immortality of some
spiritual principle within us, which may have little likeness to what we
are to-day in our own eyes and the eyes of our friends. If the leaving
behind us of the environment and interests, that once absorbed our
thought and desires, works such changes as we have ourselves experi-
enced in this one bodily life, will not the falling away, at death, of all
that is dependent upon the body, of necessity work a far greater change
upon all that has not been taken up and absorbed in loyalties, desires and
purposes that are independent of the body, and which death, therefore,
cannot touch? Do not the very questions Dr. M’Taggart propounds, the
very arguments he uses, suggest that personal immortality, as distinct
from the immortality of the soul, is something that must depend, not
upon the nature of pure spirit, but upon the nature of the individual
personality; that personal immortality is not something that is assured,
but something that must be won?

What part of what I am to-day is but an activity of my body,
depending solely upon it? What part of the thought, desire and will that
make up my personal consciousness, and constitute my personality, are
concerned only with bodily things? What part could persist unchanged
when death takes my body from me? To what extent is my life a single
coherent whole, animated by an eternal, indivisible principle or purpose;
or to what extent is it a mere congeries and compound of conflicting or
incongruous elements? These are the central questions in Dr. M’Tag-
gart’s discussion of immortality ; and they return to us, no longer abstract
or metaphysical, but as of immediate and intimate application to our-
selves. They are questions for heart-searching self-examination, and as
such we commend them to all readers of his work.

Henry BEDINGER MITCHELL.

(To be continued)



MOULDINGS

The more the marble wastes
The more the statue grows.

NCE I was painting a plaster angel, a dear little creature, modelled
O by some deft Italian hand, guided by a heart urging it to seek
for something of the smooth clear sweetness that is the birthright

of little angels. Through some miscalculated gesture the tiny

face became irreparably injured—it is so minute that the least marring
destroys all human, or rather, angelic semblance. Ruin stared me in my
own face, too, for I needed the figure for the redemption of a promise
and there was no time to replace it. The only solution was to procure
some plaster and try to repair damages. It was with a jumping heart,
and armed only with a potato knife and some sandpaper, that I started to
model for the first time in my life. I had heard that a sculptor was a
man who makes faces—and busts, and I felt sure it was true. To begin
with, there was only the indistinguishable mass of fresh plaster, and the
potato knife, and infinite space, and me. I said to myself, “Hidden
under this grotesqueness there lurks a little creature of God and it is up
to me to find her,” and at once went to meet a wonderful experience,
epochal, fruitful in spiritual lessons. The first lesson was that a most
fastidious patience was of the essence of the job. One slip, one
thousandth of a thousandth of an inch, and you slip backwards through
the zons. Angels are not made as quickly as Rome was built. As I
scratched and chipped and smoothed, something emerged—something not
human, but living, animal, uncanny. Were the biological processes of
time’s beginnings to be enacted before my shuddering gaze? I tried
again, and a human being showed itself—a blood-curdling horror of a
human being, a thousand years old, seamed with nameless evil, icily
malignant; I chipped off some more and achieved Hindenburg with a
thyroid enlargement—not prepossessing but encouraging, as indicating
that I might be approaching the laggards of the Fourth Race. It was
impossible to linger there; my next creation was a portly and pompous
elderly lady,—you could positively hear her say “Can you recommend a
cook?” A few strokes reduced her to youth, but she was a young woman
who once caused me grave annoyance at a glove counter. How sculptors
ever dodge a high spiritual insight baffles me, for they live with an arc
light turned on the Divine scheme. Let them but take a tool and a lump
of plaster, and deep mysteries unfold for them—cosmic processes, rein-
carnations, recessions, ascensions! They may pass in an hour through
the dark abysses of time to the dawn of light, from the dawn of light to
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the glory of high noon. I wish I could tell you that by-and-by my little
angel smiled upon me—but no! My best result was a quite presentable
young person who had rehearsed for an angel’s part in some performance
or other, but in the meantime a deal of sculping had been done on me.

With the hope that my failure was due to lack of proper tools and
that I was perchance a sculptor manqué after all, I asked a real sculptor
to tell me the names of his various instruments, thinking at least to make
this paper sound more knowing. To my astonishment he did not know
them and did not care. He said indifferently, “Oh, I know what I want
and I just pick it up.” ‘“But,” I protested indignantly, “I have only a
kitchen knife and some sandpaper.” “Excellent tools,” was the reply,
“tf you also have a hand and an eye,”—and his “if” was concentrated
essence of scepticism.

His words gave me to think. Those Who are forming us “know just
the tools they want and pick them up.” But Who are forming us?
Those who work in darkness or those who work in light? And what
raw material do we offer them? Here, Galatea chooses her Pygmalion.
Pygmalions either for good or ill, cannot sculp in warm butter or in
feather pillows, but granted normally workable raw material, and who
shall do our shaping? For the Will of man is free. Here Satan waits,
past master of the art, his studio the kingdoms of this world, his tools
superbly fashioned for their purpose. He and the chelas of his atelier
flood the world with specimens of their prowess. Precisely as you pause
before a canvas and say, “That is surely a da Vinci,” so may you pause
before a human and say, “That is surely a Satan;” and you don’t need a
lorgnette either. If you cannot believe it, board a street car, go to a
moving picture show, walk a block, and see what the genius of darkness
can do with humanity, given the etching tools of vanity, greed, animality,
ignorance, boredom; given the viscid plasticity of indifference, sloth,
credulity. Then turn to art, which is but a reflection of the human. A
few weeks ago one of the principal Fifth Avenue art shops had an
exhibition of figurines that were marvels of faultless modelling wasted
on the production of a lot of little obscene semi-human beasts, done with
such deftness, such certainty of wrist, such sureness of line and curve,
that people walked round them laughing with pleasure at the mere stunt
of it, and the town was hugely taken with these little masterpieces of
rottenness.

A world that rebels against discipline and thinks to get away with it,
is going to be disgusted by-and-by, when it meets the mirrors and sees
itself modelled back into an ugliness that it will take generations to
smooth out again. Someone said, “Those children are beautiful because
they look so well whipped,” and it is true that in a group of children
you can unerringly separate the spoilt ones from the trained, by the quiet
eyes and contented mouths of the latter. Love’s chastisements may be
dodged for a long while, but the face grows hard and empty in the
process. A summer was once spent on a shore that prophesied of -
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Paradise, but where a hundred people were kept in a state of exasperated
wretchedness by the children of a family in which was being tried out
some uncanny cult or other, the firmest tenets of which seemed to be
that small children could be safely left to bring themselves up, and that
the moral judgment was fostered best in an atmosphere of turbulent
rebellion. The eldest child was a boy of eight years, and the cult was
going strong as far as he was concerned. When he set fire to the stable
and pushed a small sister in to see if it hurt, we christened him Nero.
Nero strode the bluffs leaving anguish and devastation in his wake. He
was followed at a safe distance by a nervously prostrated governess, who
had orders to keep him in sight but not to interfere with him. The
former she did when it was physically possible, but the latter the wealth
of Asia could not have bribed her to. It was awful to watch day by day
the lines of evil forming and deepening and masking that baby face.
Had he been as big as he was bad, we must all have packed our baggage
and fled the scene. The terrible thought was that he soon would be. As
we watched him refusing to bathe at bathing time; marching into the sea
fully clothed at meal times; kicking the shins of heroic protestants;
clutching, bawling, swaggering, terrorizing,—we could only say, “God pity
his future wife and family; God punish his silly parents.”

There is perhaps a touch of spoilt child in the best of us. They may
keep us in sight if They don’t interfere with us. Did I say “the best of
us?” No—not in those few, so few, in whom docility has grown to an
ardour of rapt co-operation, who lend themselves with a still passion to the
gentle modelling of Those who would have them lovely. Weal and woe,
joy and sorrow, storm and calm—‘Sunshine we give you today, but to-
morrow, dear little angel of becoming, pass into the shadow, and when
that has done its work, you shall emerge once more with just the look we
want, and the impatient ones who watch shall begin to suspect the
meaning of sunshine and shadow.” And how we hate the sandpaper!
“Weal or woe,” “Bane or blessing,’—these are fine mouth-filling phrases.
We protest, “I can stand the big sorrows. I know they must come, but
it is these little fretting things that kill me.” As if the little fretting
things were outside the plan. My little angel would never have looked
even decent without sandpaper. The most minute changes could be
brought about by it that yet made all the difference. Used lightly and
persistently, and where the faults were, curves grew disciplined and
acquiescent ; she appeared then like a little person who might “sweep a
room unto the Lord and make that and the action fine.” She rose from
plane to plane by sandpaper.

A deep-lurking spiritual instinct tells the striving race of man that
beauty is its most profound obligation. It is asked of us; the gods wait
for it; the whole creation groaneth and travaileth until it is made evident.
Pigments are nothing, words are nothing, marble and stone are nothing,
the flesh is nothing—raw material all of it, but in it hides the loveliness
that is our quest. “That Which overshadows us” whispers incessantly
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of beauty. The saint and the artist know this, and in their several ways
they count the world well lost, they touch the garment’s hem and are
transfigured. Beauty from within out, is a shining of slow growth.
Again and again the hasty world thinks to snatch and apply it without
the travail, but that may not be. The meanest little lithograph or vase
of paper flowers is the expression of an aching need; the tattooing of the
savage is a stumbling reach for it; the haunters of beauty parlors are
driven by the urge—

For oh! the gold in Helen’s hair,
And how she cried when that departed!

But Beauty smilingly eludes all hands save those that will be scarred for
her; she withdraws from flesh for the sake of spirit; she gives and she
takes away again; blessed be her Name.

Slow grows the perfect pattern that He plans
His wistful hands between;

and surely it is our own fault that the emphasis should ever be upon the
“slow.” If we would only be still, only be plastic in His Hands, the
whole business is done with one tool, and its name is Love. When we
act like bad children at face-washing time, twisting about and refusing
to take the impress, we force Them reluctantly to reach for that cruel-
looking, sharp-edged sorrow, that subduing pain, that corroding disap-
pointment—and their name too is Love. There is a curve of the lips
that only discipline lovingly accepted will bring; there is a gentle brilliance
in eyes that have looked and understood why sorrow s, there is a radiance
of aspect born of the discovery that Chastener and Lover are one. Let
us make haste, for They have the patterns of us there before them, and
oh my brothers, but we are beautiful!

S.



THE LOGOS DOCTRINE

ANY of us believe that in every cycle some aspects of the
Wisdom Religion are made manifest to the outer world, and
that the present theosophical movement represents such an
unfolding of inner truth. But it is so difficult, when one is in

the midst of being changed, to reflect at all on that into which one is
being changed. Indeed, we cannot be expected to have a definite idea
of the goal which the Law has set for us, because how can we know that
which we have not seen? We can help the Law, however, to guide us
to our appointed ends, if we sense the direction in which we are going,
if we anticipate a little to-day what may be expected of us to-morrow, if
we see ahead to the next bend in the stream.

We may find much help in our effort to co-operate with the Law, if
we study the modes of revelation of the Wisdom Religion in the past.
For, though the content of one revelation may differ from another, the
purpose underlying all revelations is one and the same, expressing itself
ever more fully according to a rhythmic law. Every successive mani-
festation of the Logos, from this point of view, is only a clearer mani-
festation of what has already been.

The history of the Logos Doctrine, as modified by Greek philosophy
and by the life of Christ, is the history of an older Theosophical Move-
ment, which realized its purpose and—so far as could be—was complete.
Can that history cast any light on the meanings latent in the present
movement, still so far from complete?

Heraclitus of Ephesus (576-480 B.c.) seems to have been the first
to use the Greek word, “Logos,” to denote the “Word” or “Mind” of
God. The idea, which he thus expressed, came to him most probably
from the Egyptian Lodge. But, whether he knew the fuller implications
of the Logos Doctrine or not, Heraclitus limited severely his public
revelation of it. The Greeks of his time needed a moral and intellectual
control, and to the redoubtable task of supplying this, the early sages set
themselves. That age, so different outwardly from the modern world,
was not so different inwardly as one might imagine. Religion had ceased
to operate as a check on men’s passions, for what sanction could self-
control find from the “gods” of Olympus? The Greeks were developing
physically and mentally, but deteriorating morally.

Addressing the intellects of their hearers, the sages informed them
of a Law, above gods and men, which judged the activities of all creatures
and ruled supreme, giving to all things their dues. From this Law pro-
ceeded the creation, order, processes and death of the world, both in its
entirety and in its minutest part. The study of the Law, in relation to
things, was called physics; in relation to men’s actions, that study was
called ethics, and the Law itself was named Nemesis.
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It appears that there was an increasing consciousness of the reality
of the all-controlling Law, during that time, and that this consciousness
took one form in the adoration of the beautiful. It was through the love
of form and beauty, that a mould was prepared to receive a new revelation
and a new appeal. Pythagoras and Plato showed, behind the mortal and
imperfect forms of earthly beauty, a world of immortal and absolute
loveliness. The effort of man to realize the beautiful on earth was in
reality the effort of the soul to disentangle itself from the matter of
illusion and to return to the real world, from which it had fallen in the
beginning. Thus, to the aspect of Law, which the first sages had revealed
as pertaining to the Logos, was added the aspect of Beauty, of Perfection,
as of the Model, to which the universe of souls should conform.

But was there any possible reconciliation between the two Aspects?
Is the nature of things one with their proper goal? Does Providence
exist? .

It is the contribution of Philo Judzus (20 B.c.-54 A.D.) that he
answered those questions affirmatively and more clearly than his prede-
cessors; so that, when St. Paul undertook to illumine the life of Christ,
he found an adequate intellectual atmosphere prepared for him. Philo
said that Life was the reconciling term, that the Logos was not merely
the impersonal Law and Model for life, but was Itself alive in the souls
of all beings. By aspiration the soul could set in movement all the force
of the Law to bring it to realize the ideal set for it high in the heavens;
nay, more, the Law itself existed only to awaken in the soul that
aspiration, which is the birth into the greater Life.

Christ, the Master, lived what Philo taught. The Logos made itself
manifest at last, not through philosophy or art or science, but through a
living man, born mortal and imperfect, who achieved immortality and
perfection.

But the early Christians lost sight too soon of this crown of the
Doctrine, that above all other attributes it was a life. The sophistries
of the dying Greco-Roman world were too contagious. Theologians
turned to the intellectual background and lost sight of the central figure
of the living Master standing before them. Thus, instead of subjecting
the intellect to the life, they enthroned the intellect and denied the life.
They made the fundamental error of trying to separate the foundation-
stones of the temple from the temple itself, with the result that at last
the whole building fell upon their heads.

Once more divine hands are helping to rebuild the temple. They
must use the same stones—the minds and souls of men. But—what is
of the greatest significance in the present connection—they are placing
the stones, I think, one upon another in the same order as of old. To a
world whose religion had become stale and whose intellectual power was
in unchecked momentum, the Lodge, through The Theosophical Society,
offered a philosophy teaching the omnipresence of a spiritual Law,
supreme above all the laws of nature, and operative in the human or
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moral sphere quite as surely as in the physical. The clouds were lifted
long enough from the divine reality above and around us, for us to
glimpse a little of the splendour and power of the Masters, the Models
which human souls are destined to become. The way to realize that des-
tiny has been shown through the life of devotion and aspiration and love.
Success or failure rests with us. We must not allow the intellectual
mise en scéne to fascinate us, for all this exists only to help us to learn
to live the life of discipleship. When once more an Avatar will fulfil
his mission among men, let it not be said of him that his work had to be
done by him all alone! Let us commence to work for him now.
StanLey V. LaDow.

There is a wide difference between that sweetness of devotion which
we desire because it is agreeable, and that resolution of heart which we
ought to desire because it renders us true servants of God.—SPIRITUAL
LETTERS OF S. FRANCIS DE SALES.



BY THE MASTER

ISHA UPANISHAD

TRANSLATED FROM THE SANSKRIT WITH AN INTERPRETATION

III

By a wveil as of gold, the face of the Real is hidden. O thou
Shepherd of the flock, Lord of the sun, lift up that veil, for the vision
of the law of the Real!

HIS is the veil of Maya, the world illusion, the world glamour.
I What in essence is that veil? .

Let us begin with simple illustrations. We have used the

word “glamour,” which is the old English name of the power

used by a sorcerer or witch, whether for self-concealment or to

deceive in other ways; the power thus defined by the dictionary: “A

magical deception of the eyes, making things appear different from what
they are.”

This is the power commonly known in our day as hypnotism,
whereby the subject of hypnotic influence, for example, sees an onion as
an apple, or takes vinegar for wine. All exercises of hypnotic power
are dependent on glamour, and are, therefore, forms of sorcery and
witchcraft. Our self-styled scientific age has simply changed the name,
while using the same power.

This leads one naturally to self-hypnotism, which our age recognizes
as a reality, though it is far indeed from realizing its scope. Self-
hypnotism through the influence of desire is, indeed, fairly well under-
stood, at least when it is operative in others; but the far more subtle
self-hypnotism through the lower mind has a reach which is still almost
unsuspected.

In these interpretations, we have spoken of Bergson, and of his
penetrating analysis of the lower mind, as the instrument which the
Life has called into being and developed, in order to deal with the
material world; and the most valuable part of Bergson’s work is the
detailed description of the way in which the mind-machine distorts
reality, in order thus to deal with it practically. Over against the mind-
machine Bergson sets intuition, the power which, being a part of the Life
itself, directly lays hold of the Life, and apprehends the Life as it is.

But, as we have suggested before, Bergson seems not to get at the
heart of the matter, because he is inclined to consider rather the mental
operation of the lower nature, without going deeply into its moral
operation.

28
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The mind-machine is, it is true, moulded and adapted to dealing
with material facts, with the whole order of the material world. But
Bergson passes lightly over the force, the impulse which has forced the
Life in this direction, and has kept it thus bent upon the material world :
the force of desire, the force called by the Buddhists “thirst,” or “lust,”
in the general sense, as in the phrase “the lust of the eyes.”

Speaking generally, then, the impelling force is the desire of the
personal self, the personality, for all those things which gratify its thirst.
And all these desires ultimately rest upon the lower self’s desire of life,
the desire to be keenly and vividly conscious of its own separate exist-
ence; a brute instinct, unreasoning, headstrong, for its own perpetuation.

And this strong brute instinct continues, having, in a sense, an exist-
ence of its own, even after considerable development of the better and
more humane, because more spiritual, nature has been attained. Besides
the man’s truer and deeper consciousness, with its aspiration and com-
passion, there lingers this submerged life, desperately fighting for its
own perpetuation; alert, tricky, fruitful in expedients, endlessly
resourceful, and quite determined to thwart any change or development
which threatens its own lease of life. This is the passional element in
the lower nature, which Bergson might have analyzed and set forth to
view, had he been less exclusively interested in the mental and theoretical
view of life, and more interested in the practical and spiritual.

The lower personal life, the egotism, that which is often called the
“personality,” though this word later comes to have a better and higher
meaning, has a powerful life and obstinate purposes of its own; it is, in
a sense, an invader, a traitor in the camp, or, quite literally, an obsessing
force, an evil spirit, to use the term of an older and simpler day.

But it is a part of the resourceful and subtle strategy of this
obsessing egotism, that it largely keeps itself in hiding; lurking, as it
were, below the margin of ordinary consciousness, and, from this hiding
place, warping both understanding and will, for its own purposes—for
the perpetuation of that low order of life and consciousness in which it
can luxuriate and grow fat.

Two things, which are in reality but two aspects of the same thing,
namely, spiritual vision and sacrifice, directly cut at the root of the
egotism’s life, threatening to draw the Life upward beyond the low level
on which the egotism flourishes. Therefore the egotism is ceaselessly at
war with these two things. It is the deadly enemy of spiritual vision,
and of the aspiration which foreshadows spiritual vision; and therefore
it ceaselessly seeks to drug and benumb the mental powers, in order to
blind them to spiritual reality.

All doctrines of materialism, without any exception whatever, are
due to the wakeful activity of this skilful stage-manager, who sets the
scenery while himself keeping out of sight.

These doctrines of the negation of spiritual things have their ulti-
mate root, not in some mental shortcoming or even perversity, but rather
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in a certain moral obliquity, in the prompting of the hidden demon who
lurks in the darkness, until he is finally dragged forth into the light.
Then begins a life and death struggle, which is the real drama of the
soul, the theme of all mystical and religious books.

It is just because they are fighting an enemy now fully seen, that
the saints recognize themselves to be “the chief of sinners.” They have,
through aspiration and sacrifice, stripped off the veil of this evil power;
they see it in its hideousness, as it really is. And seeing, they know
that they must fight to the death, overcoming, lest they be overcome.
And they also know that no power or resource within the limits of their
own personalities can give them the victory; nothing but the divine power
of the Spirit itself, the Saviour, the Redeemer.

The saints speak with horror and loathing of this demoniac power,
so long hidden but at last revealed, because they clearly see that its
purpose is the death of every element of spiritual life. It seeks, quite
literally, to “kill the soul,” in the words of this Upanishad. And they
likewise know how powerful it is, how subtle; its subtlety shown most
of all in the way in which it remains concealed. Though obsessing the
greater part of human life, it remains largely unsuspected, frankly dis-
believed in by most people, and itself prompting that disbelief. It is well
said that the devil’s greatest triumph is to persuade people that there
is no devil. Be it noted, by the way, that he generally persuades the
same people that there is no God either, in the practical sense of a King
requiring sacrifice and obedience.

The personality, in the sense we have given it, is “the veil of Maya”;
that which conceals Truth, as with the lure of gold.

Who, then, is he who is to raise the veil? The name given in this
Drama of the Mysteries is that of a Vedic deity, who is both a Shepherd
of flocks and a Sun divinity, a Lord and Giver of Light.

The Good Shepherd, the Lord and Giver of Light—the symbolism is
universal and old as life itself. That Lord and Shepherd is the Master
who initiates the disciple, leading the disciple, by painful ways of sacrifice
and purification, out of darkness into light, from beneath the yoke of evil
into the liberty of the sons of God.

This intensely practical task is the essence and subject matter of all
religion. When it is undertaken with full understanding and conscious-
ness, it leads to full discipleship, and, in due time, to the Great Initiation,
which is the subject of this Upanishad.

Therefore the Good Shepherd, the Lord and Giver of Light, is
invoked, to lift the glistering veil, to give the vision of the Eternal.

Shepherd and Lord of Light, thow Only Seer, Lord of Death, Light-
Giver, Son of the Lord of Life, send forth thy rays and bring them
together!

That radiance of thine, thy form wmost beautiful I behold; the
Spiritual Man in the real world. That am I!



BY THE MASTER 31

This marks the consummation of the Great Initiation, the full vision
of Divinity, wherein the consciousness of the disciple becomes one with
the consciousness of the Master, and of that Master’s Master and the
whole ascending chain of Spiritual Life, up to and including the supreme
Nirvana. :

Then follows the transformation spoken of in that most mystical
tract, The Elixir of Life, which is thus indicated in this Upanishad:

My Spirit enters the Spirit, the Immortal. And this body has its
end in ashes.

There remain only the closing words, addressed to the new-born
spiritual man:

O Sacrifice, remember! Remember what has been done! O Sacri-
fice, remember! Remember what has been done!

O Divine Fire, lead us by the good path to Victory! O Bright One,
thou who knowest all wisdoms!

Give us victory over our consuming sim! To Thee we offer the
highest word of praise!

Everywhere and at all times it is in thy power to acquiesce in thy
present condition, and to behave justly to those who are about thee.—
MAaRrcus ANTONINUS.



THE PRINCIPAL PROBLEM

HERE is a problem in life—a marvellous and most important

one—which seekers of truth ought to contemplate daily, not only

till it is fairly well understood, but till it has made them eagerly

anxious to make the wisdom it unveils to them a living power
in their lives. In “The Two Paths” this problem is mentioned in the
following way: ‘“Alas, Alas, that all men should possess Alaya, be one
with the Great Soul, and that possessing it, Alaya should so little avail
them.”

From a Christian point of view I venture to phrase this clause thus:
“Alas, Alas, that all men should possess the Spirit of God, be one with
the omnipresent Deity, and that possessing it, God should avail them so
little.”

This complaint reverberates through all nature. It is secretly ex-
pressed in every sound, in every movement of things that move, nay even
m the stern silence of the immovable rock. Why is it that the omnipresent
Deity is not felt in the heart of man? God must be there, since no place,
no spot, not a single atom can be without that which is omnipresent.
The reason is that He is there as a latent potency only, as a power at
rest. He is there in His own state of being, unrevealed as before the
beginning of the present period of cosmic activity; and in that state man
knows Him not, in spite of all that has been said, heard, read, or learned
by heart about Him. We are unconscious of that which is not manifest,
and what we are unconscious of, is non-existent to us. God is a thought-
form only, used as an ornament in our lives, and when we are praying
to God we are but praying to this ornament, unless the Deity has been
brought to reveal Itself in our heart, to some extent, thus making it
possible for us to have some rare glimpses of Its glorious nature.

But God must be manifest in man. This is, in fact, the purpose of
life.

In what way, then, can this be done? Is it something that occurs
spontaneously without our co-operation or will? If so, then the gift of
free will is not a blessing, but a malignant trap only, set up by an evil
spirit for the purpose of tormenting man.

But fortunately it is not so. Man has free will as a remedy for
his salvation. It is the only remedy that can further his development
from his original animal state to that of a self-conscious human being,
and then to a divine being that has become one with the Father in Heaven.
In order to become a God, he must learn to discern between good and
evil, between morality and immorality, between the immortal and the
mortal. And he must learn to choose, of his own free will, between
these two opposite sides of life. His free will puts him on a higher level
than the animal, which acts according to natural instinct and without

32



THE PRINCIPAL PROBLEM 33

discernment between good and evil. On the scale of evolution man
stands between God and the animal, and of his own free will he can
raise himself or sink,—raise himself to the Kingdom of God, or sink
back into the animal kingdom for an Eternity;—in due time (in another
evolutionary period) to scale again the steep ladder that leads from the
animal state to the human state, and then to the blessed state of the
immortal.

Man has got free will for his birthright, but the power to discern
right and wrong must be developed and made perfect. If he chooses
right he becomes a co-worker with nature and the law of evolution, and
he will reap strength, happiness and peace. If he makes mistakes the
Law will oppose him and put him to rights. It will be the school-
master that brings him to Christ. And the Law is a teacher whose
instruction is based on right principles. Therefore, man, the pupil, is
brought to learn with his own brain, of his own experience, that which
is to be learnt. He must raise his whole nature with an effort of his
own. This does not mean that man, as he generally thinks himself to
be, viz., a being that is under the authority of his brain-consciousness,
can do this, because this authority is the mind governed by desire and
therefore weak, unstable and not reliable. But there is a higher authority
in man than the consciousness of the brain. There is the soul that is
a spark of the Universal Soul, the Father in Heaven. And through his
soul man is a child of this Father, and as long as he has not forfeited
his sonship, he can appeal to his Father for help. And help is never
denied him that worships in spirit and in truth.

In what way, then, can man be a co-worker with the evolutionary
law in order to develop his nature from its present low state to the state
of a divine being, thus making God manifest in his life? Or to put it
differently: How must he direct his aspiration and effort, and use his
will, in order to raise himself to the Kingdom of God and become con-
scious of his union with the Father in Heaven?

In the excellent scripture, the Bhagavad Gita, this question is
answered to such an extent that the possibility of being doubtful seems
precluded. But as Christians we ought to find an answer in our own
religion, in the Gospel of Love brought to the Western people by our
Master, Jesus the Christ. A few quotations from the sayings of this
Master will suffice. He said: “I am the way,” . . . “No man can come
to the Father except by the Son.” From this it is evident that access to
the Father and His Kingdom can only be obtained by being a follower of
Christ, or by becoming His disciple. Christ is the way for the Christian,
as Krishna is the way for many Hindus. The essential thing is, there-
fore, to find out what discipleship means, what its rules are, and then
to comply with them. On this head the Master has spoken very clearly.
These are His words: ‘“Whosoever doth not bear his cross, and come
after me, cannot be my disciple,” . . . . “If ye continue in my word
then are ye my disciples indeed,” . . . . “I have given an example,”
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S . “Be ye therefore perfect as your Father which is in heaven is
perfect.” These are plain words. Discipleship means that we must
bear our cross, and accept our circumstances in this world without com-
plaint or reluctance, always striving to keep His word, to follow His
example, to learn from Him to be meek and lowly in heart, and to be
perfect as our Father in Heaven is perfect. This means an entire change
of life,—not a change of circumstances, or to run away from our duty here
and now, but a change of our inner attitude to the things of this world,
and to things divine as well. We must learn to meet the circumstances
and events of this life as something sent us from above for our school-
ing, and as a help in our efforts to raise ourselves from our present low
state as mortals to the divine state of immortals. And we must learn to
pray with a cheerful mind: “Not my will but thine,”—knowing that
nothing can happen against the will of the heavenly Father, and that all
must be for the best, since it is the eternal Law of Compassion and
Righteousness that governs our lives both in this world and the next. It
is only our ignorance about the great need of our souls, and our lack of
faith and love, that make us accept so many of the blessings of our
heavenly Father with bad grace and even with obstinacy. We must
learn obedience, and obedience will strengthen our love. If only we will
study life, as it is, we shall see that there can be no true love without
obedience, or the will to give one’s life for the beloved one, and to serve
and defend him. “Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay
down his life for his friends,”—said the Christian Master. And this is
not an obedience forced upon us; nor do we obey from fear, or reluctantly
as a slave, but of free will governed by love. We are, in truth, obedient
to the highest biddings of our own hearts. We are following the example
of the Master who gave his life for all, and whose meat it was to do the
will of the Father. We are bearing our cross, continuing in the Master’s
words, and striving to be perfect as the Father in Heaven is perfect.
Then we shall have become disciples or true followers of Christ.
Another distinctive feature of the disciple’s life must be mentioned,
because true discipleship is impossible without it. He must acquire the
power of continual wmeditation. The meaning of this has often been
expounded in a most explicit way. At the present time, however, when
discipleship has become the most vital thing in the life of a Christian, it
seems wise again and again to point out the real meaning of it.
Continual meditation is a life not made up of scattered moments of life,
but a life that is unbroken in its continuity. And human life is conscious-
ness combined with reason and will. And since it is only when we are
conscious of a thing that it really exists for us, it is evident that if we
are not conscious of the presence of God in our inner life, then He has
no reality for us, though He abides there as He does everywhere else.
We may talk of God because we have been taught so much about Him.
We may think that we know much about Him from what we see in the
nature of the world and read in its history. But this is intellectual knowl-
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edge only. Many of us may firmly believe in His existence, because to
us He is a logical necessity, and because so many have borne strong wit-
ness about Him. But this is not the same as being conscious of Him.
To us He is still but a thought-form, a fine ornament. Christ is still an
outer ideal and not an inner reality, which He must be. It is only when
we begin to be conscious of His presence in our inner life that He
gradually becomes something real to us. It is only then that Christ and
the Father have come and made their abode with us. And here some
quotations from the sayings of St. Paul and St. John may be helpful:
“If any man hath not the spirit of Christ, he is none of his.” “Know
ye not as to your own selves, that Jesus Christ is in you?”’ Thus speaks
St. Paul, and St. John says: ‘“And he that keepeth his commandments
abideth in him, and he in him. He that saith I know him, and keepeth
not his commandments, is a liar, and the truth is not in him.” Therefore,
as long as we do not keep the commandments of God, we cannot in truth
say that God is in us as an active power, though He is there as a power
at rest, or, let us hope, as the power in the little leaven that in time will
leaven our whole inner and outer lives.

How, then, shall we gain this consciousness of God?

We must begin to practise the presence of God, which means to
practise the presence of Christ, our Master; for Christ has said:
“Neither knoweth any man the Father save the Son and he to whom the
Son will reveal him.” “He that hath seen me hath seen the Father.”
And this must be taken literally. Not that we shall see Him with our
physical eyes, but with the eyes of the developed spiritual man. We must
try to feel that the Master is present in our inner life, not only for short
intervals when we are absorbed in prayer or meditation, but continually.
We must imagine Him to be there always, taking part in our doings,
always watching, guiding, repairing,—that He upholds us every minute
with His tender love and compassion.

To begin with, we must hold this attitude of mind at certain times
a day, for instance, when rising in the morning, in the middle of the
day, and before going to bed at night. And on certain days, especially on
Sundays in church or at home, we must try to make this time for
prayer and meditation longer and more effective by giving ourselves to
the Master with profound thankfulness and devotion. At first we shall
find this practice very difficult, and it will claim all our strength and
resoluteness to carry it out to some small extent only. We shall find
that we fail continually, and we may feel discouraged and lose faith in
ourselves; and perhaps shortly all is given up, and we rush back to the
world and are again shackled with the chains that had already begun to
loosen, or were partly fallen. But if we really desire to be disciples of the
Master, we shall persevere even if our efforts seem utterly in vain. And
it will not be long before we shall experience the blessing of the practice.
What at first seemed so difficult, and so objectionable to our lower
nature, will gradually become easy and pleasant. This practice will
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grow into a habit, and we shall come to love it; and what we love we
are always going back to in our thought and feelings. We shall find
ourselves able to extend our consciousness of the Master’s presence,
first, to frequently recurring times, then to every hour, to every minute
and while doing all kinds of work. We shall come to think of Him as
always standing by, controlling and inspiring us to do the will of the
Father. And finally we shall recognize Him in our inner life, not only
as a vague idea, but as an ever-present reality. Then we have found
our Master, have become one with Him, and He will bring us to the
Father. Then the principal problem of life has been solved.

There is no reason for us to feel discouraged, or to fear that we
shall fall short of the goal. The Divine Law of evolution will in time
bring us there. But it depends on us whether our journey along the
evolutionary stream, from our present stage onward, shall be short and
pleasant, or long, wearisome and full of pain. But it must be remem-
bered that the conscious presence of the Master is the life of the new
man which, according to St. Paul, “after God, hath been created in
righteousness and holiness of truth.” And it must also be remembered
that the new man has his fcetal state, and develops in a similar way to
that of a physical embryo from within without, although on a higher
scale of evolution. And after the fcetal state comes the childhood. From
a spiritual point of view few people are yet above the state of childhood,
and how many are even born again, or have left the feetal state? And
as the physical embryo, as well as the physical child, can die when
unfavourable circumstances set in, so adverse circumstances can bring
the new man to perish in his fcetal state, or later, when still a child. And
we are creating adverse circumstances whenever our free will jars
against the will of God, though, as a rule, not unfavourable enough to
kill, fortunately. But if they kill, then that personality is thrown off
from the evolutionary stream as waste for an eternity, or until another
period of cosmic activity.

As the life of the animal man must be kept up and strengthened with
proper food and exercise, so the man of the second birth, must be
nourished and trained properly. Christ has pointed out the proper food
when saying: “My meat is to do the will of the Father.” Thus, when-
ever we are doing the will of the Father, we are feeding the man who is
to be the perfect man. And in order to attain to this state, we have to
be trained and taught by the Master while we are in the physical world,
the boarding-school of the new man in his younger days, or till he has
attained “unto a full-grown man, unto the measure of the stature of the
fullness of Christ,” as St. Paul has said. When this is accomplished, the
purpose of life has been fulfilled, and man has become more than man.

TuoMAs H. KNOFF.



SUFIISM

II

MERSON speaks of the poet as one who “sees and handles that

which others dream of, traverses the whole scale of experience,

and is representative of man, in virtue of being the largest power

to receive and to impart.” These words, particularly the last
phrase, seem applicable with regard to the Sufi poets of Persia, for, after
the lapse of centuries and the accompanying decline of Sufiism, there is
nothing to-day so representative of the teaching, nor so much a power to
impart it, as the work of certain of the great Persian poets. A number
of the greatest among these were Sufis, and it naturally follows that some
of the finest expressions of Sufiism were in verse. So far as they are
accessible then—for translations are comparatively few—the work of
these poets may afford a fairly complete understanding of what Sufiism
really was and of what it stood for.

For this purpose, no better example could be found than Jalalu’d-
Din-Rumi, who has been termed the greatest mystical poet of any age.
Jalal was born at Balkh, in Persia, in 1207. At that period in Europe,
Innocent IIT was conducting the numerous Crusades against the infidel
abroad and the heretic at home, and Saint Francis of Assisi was calling
his people to a new love of God—though these facts, since the cyclic law
in the orient probably operates differently from our own, need convey no
special significance, serving merely to link less familiar with more familiar
events. The father of the poet was a professor and a preacher, a man
of great learning, who for political reasons moved to Bagdad shortly
after the birth of his son and just before the destruction of Balkh by
Genghis Khan who, with his Mongol hordes, was then laying waste all
Asia. For a considerable time the family moved from place to place,
remaining several years in Mecca, Damascus and elsewhere, and finally
settling”in Iconium. Here, on the death of his father, Jalal succeeded
to his professorial duties. He had possessed unusual ability from early
youth, was a man of brilliant attainments, and drew pupils from far and
near, having about four hundred in attendance on his instruction.

Such was his life when, in 1244, there appeared a dervish, Sham-
su’ddin or Shamsi Tabriz—a great Sufi teacher—sent in turn, according
to some accounts, by his teacher, to seek out Jalal who, it had been
revealed to him, would be a great Sufi. Partly, no doubt, because of lack
of accurate information and partly because of the oriental flavour—the
atmosphere that we are all familiar with in the Arabian Nights
—Shamsu’ddin is represented as a weird and mysterious figure clad in
black felt and wearing a peculiar cap—the subject of numerous though
rather vague legendary accounts. By some he has been compared to
Socrates, chiefly because, while more or less illiterate himself, he had the
power to draw to him men of rare gifts, even of genius, through whom
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his message could be given to the world. He was a man of great power,
eloquence and magnetism; also a man of great spirituality. Jalal was
quick to recognize his spiritual greatness; at once gave himself completely
to his teaching, and the two withdrew for a time to the solitude of the
desert.

Curiously enough, Jalal’s response to his master’s call roused no
kindred feeling among his friends and pupils, but inspired in them
—perhaps because of certain antagonistic qualities in the master, perhaps
for other reasons—only wrath and resentment. Their teacher they
regarded as mad, for a time, and their ill treatment, either actual or
threatened, of Shamsu’ddin, resulted in his sudden flight to Tabriz. Jalal
immediately followed and brought him back. A repetition of the expres-
sions of ill-will which was shared by the populace as well, caused a second
flight and, this time, a two years’ sojourn in Damascus. Again he was
induced to return. But he was not to dwell in Iconium unmolested, and
in a short time he died a violent death,—long and deeply mourned by
Jalal, who wrote in his honour one of his most exquisite lyrical poems,
and instituted the dance of the Order of Mevlevi dervishes.

Probably the most noted of the works of Jalal is his Masnavi, an
epic poem which has been styled the “sacred book of Sufiism.” Trans-
lators of Persian poems warn the reader of the difficulty, almost the
impossibility of preserving in their work the true flavour of the original.
We all know how much may be lost, what a pale reflection may result, in
making a simple translation say from French into English. In an oriental
tongue the difficulty is infinitely greater. The orient deals with a world
of ideas with which the occidental mind is wholly unfamiliar; modes of
thought, laws of esthetics, rules of rhetoric, all may be totally different
from ours, or, if similar, then employed with a different significance.
The poetic value and beauty of the Masnavi in the original are attested
beyond all question, but it is one of the works in which the difficulties of
translation are obvious. It is enigmatic and ambiguous; full of subtleties
of thought and obscurities of expression. It is not, as might be expected,
a treatise on Sufiism. Instead, it is a collection of ethical teachings,
allegories, interpretations of Koranic texts, wise counsels given in various
forms and all strung loosely together, without any methodical progression
of thought. Yet, with all its peculiarities of style and form, there is not
a page that does not repay whatever effort the reading may involve, for
its truths are universal. The author is a student of life, and the lessons
he teaches are lessons that each reader, oriental and occidental alike, can
apply with profit to his own everyday difficulties. The absurdity and the
evil of servile imitation ; the necessity of rooting up bad habits while they
are new ; the futility of seeking in mere outer form the “fruit and produce
of the tree of spirituality” ; the need of finding a touchstone to distinguish
the counterfeit from the true gold in daily life, where we, every one of
us, are seekers after gold,—these and many another truth are taught in
simple allegory, often in the current phraseology of the day.

One such story may be given, not merely as an illustration, but also
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because of the aptness of its lesson. A shepherd was praising God in his
simple way, saying, “O God, O God! Where are you that I may become
your servant; . . . that I may kiss your little hands, and rub your
little feet, and when the time of sleeping comes I may sweep out your
little room,—O You for whom all my goats be sacrificed!” Moses, who
stood nearby, was stern in his rebuke, declaring that such blasphemy had
“turned the brocade of religion into old rags.” And the shepherd tore
_his garments and departed, repenting, into the desert. But God was
displeased with Moses and said : _
“You have separated my slave from me.
“Have you been sent in order to unite, or have you been sent in
order to separate?
“I have put in every one a particular character; I have given to
every one a particular mode of expression.
“From him it is praise, but from you it would be blame; from him
it is honey, but from you it would be poison.
“I do not become pure through their ascription of praise; it is they
who become pure and scatterers of pearls.
“I do not look at the tongue or speech; I look at the soul and
condition.
“I inspect the heart as to whether it be humble ; though the speak-
ing of the words be not humble.
“Enough of these words, conceptions, and figurative expressions!
I wish for ardour, ardour! Content yourself with this ardour!
“Light up the fire of love in your soul, and burn entirely thought
and expression.”

Following close, however, on the simplicity of lines like these, may
come obscurities such as the following: “Do not flee to the six-sides,
because in sides there is the station of the six valleys, and that station is
check-mate, check-mate.” Or,—“Dust be on the head of the bone which
prevents the dog from hunting the rational soul.”

The first of these means, briefly, that the material world should be
abandoned for the spiritual world; and the second concerns the Sufi
teaching of the “carnal soul” (here termed the dog), which may incline
toward earthly things, the things of the body (the bone) or, by discipline
and religious exercise, may lift itself up and become one with the “rational
soul.”

Again there are occasional lines which show the author in his true
guise of mystical poet, and in his

“Except at night the Moon has no effulgence. Seek not the

Heart’s Desire except through heart’s pain,”—
we have the oriental counterpart of the Christian mystic’s certainty that
there can be no love without suffering and that the Master draws nearest
in the dark hour of trial.

Lines like these suggest that lyric already mentioned, for which the
poet is justly noted, namely, the Divani Shamsi Tabriz, written partly in
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memory of the teacher, and altogether as a tribute to him. “In the
Divani,” says one commentator, “we have the poet with his singing robes
about him.” Truly we have that and much more, for the poem is an
exquisite expression of the message of Sufiism, written in the language
of love—of the lover and the Beloved. It is the speech of one who has
tasted of communion and would call others to that joy.
“I cried out at midnight, “‘Who is in this house of the heart?’
He said, ‘’Tis I, by whose countenance moon and sun are shamed.’
He said, “‘Why is this house of the heart filled with diverse images?’
Said I, ‘They are the reflection of thee, O thou whose face is a
candle of Chigil.’
He said, “‘What is this other image, bedabbled with heart’s blood ?’
Said I, “This is the image of me, heartsore and with feet in the mire.’
I bound the neck of my soul and brought it to him as a token:
‘It is the confidant of love; do not sacrifice thine own confidant.’”

To quote at too great length would, of course, be a mistake, yet how,
but in his own words, give the urge of his plea that we leave the “world
of severance” where the “earthly flame has entrapped us” and, listening
to the voice of Love, seek the world of union:

“Oh how long shall we, like children, in the earthly sphere

Fill our lap with dust and stones and sherds?

Let us give up the earth and fly heavenwards,

Let us flee from childhood to the banquet of men.

A voice came to the spirit, ‘Spirit thee away to the Unseen

Take the gain and the treasure and lament the pain no more.” ”

This, perhaps, is the message of Sufiism,—take the gain and the
treasure, and lament the pain no more. And it is a message not only for
the men of an earlier day, but for each and every one in our own day,
who can hear and comprehend. As compared with the commonplace
world of care and weariness, loneliness and misunderstanding in which
the vast majority now live, what a new world it opens up. What perfec-
tion of understanding and sympathy, what intimacy of devotion, what
generous outpouring of love, love given and love received—the complete
fulfilment of all that many a human heart so longs for. And the Beloved,
the Master, is calling his children now, as he has called through the
centuries,

“Come, come, for you will not find another friend like me.
Where indeed is a beloved like me in all the world.
Come, come, and do not spend your life in wandering to and fro,
Since there is no market elsewhere for your money.
You are as a dry valley and I as the rain,
You are as a ruined city and I as the architect.
Except my service, which is joy’s sunrise,
Man never has felt and never will feel an impression of joy.”

J.C.



STUDYING LIGHT ON THE PATH

IN OUR Branch we had not read Light on the Path together for a

great many years. Of course we studied it individually, but some

of us had had experiences with its uncompromising revelations and

demands which made us wary of any united effort to probe into its
teachings. Here is a typical case. Several of us were reading and dis-
cussing the book; we were all new students, all trying to orient ourselves,
and not in the least confident, at any moment, whether we were standing in
the shoals of the “ocean of Theosophy,” or rapidly being carried out to sea
by its unseen currents, of which, if the truth were told, we were all
secretly much afraid.

With all those conflicting notions shut up, out of sight, in some very
stupid, commonplace looking exteriors, a few of us took up Light on the
Path, because of the promise held out by its title. The text itself seemed
to us an odd way of stating the facts of life, as we had come to know
them—we wished, some of us, that we could invite the author of the
book to attend one of our little gatherings; his point of view was so
original that we should have liked to hear his phrasing of the more
modern problems with which we each had to deal.

Suddenly one day, the most interesting and constructive member of
our coterie announced that he did not care to go on with the reading, but
that he would be delighted to join us later when we took up some other
book, especially if it were some modern treatise on philosophy. There
was consternation, because this man’s reading of our text had been so
discriminating, had shown such insight, that we were all greatly indebted
to him; we felt that we could not afford to lose his contributions to our
discussions. Pressed for some account of his sudden loss of interest,
he first fenced, and then said, bluntly,—“This is all for me; I have had
enough. The teaching is plain—do this and that, and you will get access
to more light. It is, I am convinced, the light for which I have been
looking, but the fact is that I am not willing to pay the price indicated ;
there are other things that I want to enjoy. I find that I cannot
reconcile myself to doing without them, just yet. Later, I hope I shall
strike this road again, but as long as I want what lies in the fields beside
it there is no use in continuing to think about what is down the road, for
I am not going there.” The rest of us either thought he was giving a
clever description of how it feels to be bored, or else envied his vision
of what was demanded in order to get light. To us it was by no means
clear what the price might be; we wanted to find out. Yet somehow that
episode broke up our impromptu gatherings; and later some of us began
to wonder whether he who had rejected the truth had not understood it
better, had not really paid it higher tribute, than the rest of us who went
blundering on, working at it now and then, trying half-heartedly to
understand what it was all about.

a1
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It was years later—one dislikes to count up their number—that we
again felt an inner urging to get below the surface of the same little
book. Our friend had not yet exhausted the allurements of the worldly
life to which he had given himself, but it had become ‘“dust and ashes,”
and we were beginning to look for his return. Where would he find
us? What had we learned? We decided to find out. We read three
or four pages, slowly, taking a number of evenings for it, and we had a
good time together,—bringing to the common store what we could from
our reading and living. At the close of the evening we were often left
with a very pleasant sense of having listened, and perhaps made some
slight contribution to, interpretations of the text that went far below its
surface and made connections with our everyday problems which we had
not before suspected. Really we seemed to be making progress in finding
out what the author meant us to learn from it.

Imagine our surprise when, in response to a kindly question from
our Branch President about the progress of our studies, we heard one of
our number say: “We are having such interesting meetings but I come
away from them with a heavy heart.” [A strange report to make, but
we registered the intention to pay more heed to this member’s comments
or questions, and so to be more helpful in the future.] ‘“Heavy with
so much learning?” was our President’s chaffing response. “Do they,”
glancing at the rest of us, “give you no chance to unload any of it?”
“Yes, every chance,” our comrade replied, “and a great deal is said that
I should never have dug out for myself ;—still, my heart is heavy. I
suppose I had expected to get more than I was prepared to try to give.
There is hardly a phrase in section one that I have not stood before,
asked its meaning, and turned away with little more than the assurance
that there was something very definite and practical for me behind it,
something that I ought to be doing about it. Yes, there was more; the
conviction that I should find the key that would unlock that treasure.
And now we have gone past scores of those treasure carriers, and,
grateful as I am for all the others have helped me to understand, I am in
worse case than before—I have not found a single one of those desired
keys, that is, I have not recognized them. My complaint is of my own
stupidity, not of lack of help, which my fellows have always so generously
given. Why, even the four unnumbered rules on page one—I might as
well be wholly frank—are as much of a puzzle to me as they were the
day I first read them. I do not yet know what the author, He from
whose dictation they were ‘written down,” meant me to take from them!”

That had been a long speech for this usually silent member, called out
by a real desire. A plea for help was its undertone, and a response to
it began to rise in our hearts, also. Yes, after all, what did those rules
mean? A question from one or another of us started the President to
thinking, then to an occasional provocative counter question—we were
off ! there was evidently going to be some real talk. That hope became a
certainty when some of our other officers, who had been occupied with
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special duties, felt the pull of the desire which was being expressed and
joined in the conversation.

There was no one there to make such an accounting as the Recorder
gives in “The Screen,” of live conversations about real topics. Most of
the things that were said will have their one and only chance for life
and for creative potency in the hearts of the very small handful of
students on whose ears, all too dull of hearing, they fell. Strange the
prodigality in the spiritual world which far outdoes the so-called
prodigality of nature—the profusion of seed sown, lavishly, upon the miry
clay of minds too absorbed in self even to welcome the seed, and to try,
as the responsive earth always does, to give it a chance to grow. Much
was explained, much suggested, as the result of long and devoted study
of Light on the Path. It was given in brilliant conversation, not in
didactic monologue, but that is the only form in which it seems possible
to attempt even a partial transcription of what one of the students carried
away from that memorable “‘chance” conversation :

You are wondering about the “real meaning” of the first unnumbered
rule—‘‘Before the eyes can see they must be incapable of tears.” Do you
not think it is always better, especially when reading a book that deals
with real things, to make it one’s first object to pay due heed to what the
author says, to follow the unfoldment of his thought with as much
attention and understanding as one can command? Too often when we
read books we simply use what the writer has said to confirm our own
views or misconceptions, paying him the scant courtesy of passing over
what he has wished to communicate, and fastening our thought only on the
support that some statements of his, often quite incidental to his main
theme, may appear to give to theories of our own. So we come away from
the reading of him poorer than before, not richer,—because we took noth-
ing except chaff with which to feed our vanity and our opinionatedness.

This is not a book to be read in that way. The older members of
the T.S. had one great advantage. In the beginning there were few
books and magazines to read, and we had to dig deep into those given us.
We studied, we worked over them desperately, determined to extract
their truth; for there was upon us the constant sense that we must get
our clues, must find the way and traverse it steadily, or we should
certainly be left behind, stranded. In those days we could not afford to
read a sentence several times, wishing we knew what it meant, and then
pass on to the next and the next. Some of us found it helpful to
memorize the text, word for word, so that we had it at hand for constant
reference and brooding. When our minds were thus filled with its
phrases, in their setting, it often happened that one phrase of it would
rush into view, throwing a flood of illumination upon the particular
sentence over which we might be working at that time. Our anxiety to
get to the heart of it was so great that we had to go at it steadily, wringing
each phrase dry before passing on to the next—for who knew in which
one our own special clue might not be lurking?
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A friend who wished to take no chances of missing the way, gave
months to the study of each rule—not a few hours every month to
wondering what it meant or wishing for a revelation about it, but practical,
experimental study, putting to the test of everyday life conclusions as to
the meaning of the sentence selected; in other words, conducting life by
that particular rule. It was applied, so far as understood, to the first
incidents that occurred in the day. Perhaps they did not work out as was
apparently intended. Why? What was faulty in the application of the
maxim? What other meaning had it in this case, which should have
been recognized? Maybe one was even in doubt as to whether a particu-
lar rule pointed in one direction or in the exact opposite—though that
could seldom happen to one who was genuinely searching for guidance,
since the spirit of the book is so clear that it could not frequently come
to one to lose completely the sense of direction. However, even such
perplexity would not long baffle a student who was earnestly pursuing
the experimental method; his motto was—Try it out. Of course that
student made mistakes ; if he was very energetic he might have numberless
mishaps and minor explosions; but he learned by each one. After each
he performed a quick calculation as to where his reading of instructions
had been wrong, made the evident corrections, and started again, not in
the least disheartened by the fact that he had at last learned something,
and not too much impressed by the resultant bruises.

You ask for an application of this principle of study to the first
unnumbered rule. But we should have to go back of that, for it is not
fair to assume that the first sentence of the text has been taken to heart,—
“These rules are written for all disciples. Attend you to them.” As
Cavé recently* made so clear for us, one use of these rules is to teach us
what discipleship means, what the life of a disciple is like. Let us apply
that clue to the first unnumbered rule. Evidently we may assume that
the disciple sees things which are not seen by the ordinary man. What
are those things? Surely not spooks and shadowy half-beings that as
yet have no foothold in either world. No, for we know that the closer
the approach to the things of the inner world the more real they become.
We are then going away from the world of illusion, of dense shadow,
toward the concrete, toward a world where the acme of what we usually
call common-sense is demanded ; the furthest possible remove from senti-
mental vapourizing over interpretations of cloud effects.

Let us take as a working hypothesis the supposition that the disciple
sees life as it really is, or to put that in other terms, sees it, so far as
his rank permits, in the light of the Lodge. Do we see things that way?
If we did, should we be in such constant perplexity as to what we ought
to do in this or that case, even when we cannot discover within us any
unwillingness to take whatever course of action would further the
interests of that Brotherhood to which we are pledged? Why is our sleep
so broken with the sickening fear that we shall have to give up something

® July, 1919 QuaRrTERLY, pages 78-80.
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we prize, in order to take the next step forward on our road? Is that
the way the Lodge sees life? And if we really wish to exchange such
astigmatic vision as we now have for the clear sight of the disciple, we
are told that our eyes must become incapable of tears. We hardly need
to pause to ask whether this term “tears” is to be taken literally; experi-
ence has taught us that physical tears, like laughter, often only mask
instead of expressing the inner state. The friend who most readily weeps
over your misfortune has sometimes proved in the end the most unfeeling
toward you. Evidently tears should be taken figuratively; let us see
whether one meaning may not apply to the whole set of emotions that
centre around self; that brood which includes self-will; self-love; self-
pity; self-depreciation; self-reference. Take an everyday occurrence, and
we shall see how this interpretation might be worked out.

It comes at the end of a trying day, when a man has been dealing
with many perplexing problems, some of them baffling in themselves, some
made so by the constant strife of the human elements involved. He has
been struggling to keep hold on his own centre, and in spite of this mael-
strom, to realize himself as an immortal soul standing in spiritual being.
He has not been able to stand firm, but he has made a determined effort,
looking anxiously toward the end of the day when he could get a cool
draught of inspiration from his source of power and light. That time has
come, but with it comes one of his fellows who, absorbed in the interests of
his own day, pounces upon the weary one with some question or comment
that serves to provoke the explosion which had been held off all day long.
Cutting and perhaps unkind things are said. What happens then?

Would you be amazed if I were to say that the other man usually
dissolves in a flood of tears? And yet, in the sense in which the term is
used in our rule, is not that what we should all expect to see happen?
The particular brand of tears which flow will depend largely upon the
man’s temperament. Perhaps he gets exasperated, but, while giving no
outer sign of his feeling, tells himself that this is outrageous conduct
on the other man’s part; there he was, trying to share with him the fruit
of the day’s experience, speaking to him with complete courtesy, wishing
him well in his heart—and now, how like a boor that man behaves! If
there is to be any calling of names, this and this ought by rights to be
said to him,—and the chances are that those things are soon and bitterly
said. Clearly the one who was so betrayed by exasperation had first been
blinded by the tears of personal feeling, so that for the time being he
lost hold on the clear sight of his day. At the moment he is as blind
as if he had never seen any of the realities of life, never gauged the
relative values of personal feeling and unchanging truth.

Or we may suppose that the tears are of another kind. The one
who happened to set off the gunpowder, gives way to hurt feelings under
the other man’s outburst; he thinks how many times he has tried to help
that fellow in work that was pressing; how often he has supported his
plans when others were not inclined to pay any attention to them; how
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generous he has been in letting the other take all the credit for their
comnion efforts; how inuch he has endured from this person in all the
years past, recalling with the swiftness of the dream state every occasion
when there had Leen the least friction between them, no matter how
thoroughly cleared up at the time.

Or perhaps his tears flow in still another way. Maybe he has a little
scrap of detachment and so recognized at the start that he had the
misfortune to throw a lighted match onto the other’s unguarded powder
train; and naturally he would want to help the other man to make as
quiet and honourable an exit as possible from the mess that explosion was
making. So far, he is on good ground; then out gush the tears—he is
not exasperated, his feelings are not hurt, but he says to himself,—This
is too big a job for me; if only so and so were here to see what is the
best way of handling this poor tired man! If I speak, it will simply
give him further material for this outburst which he already is regretting
more deeply than I feel my real sins; I want so to help him out; what
shall I do? . . . By this time there are two people hopelessly blinded by
the emotions which they have allowed to sweep them off their feet, and
the powers that make for true vision and right human relations have no
representative at that meeting place.

You ask what the disciple would do if the tired man exploded at
him. Perhaps it would be only fair to say that such an explosion would
not be as likely to occur in the presence of one who was really a disciple.
O not in the least because that other would feel some sort of holy awe
in his presence and manage to hold in the rising wrath. But because the
disciple would be constantly watchful to weed out from his surroundings
those feelings, thoughts, and attitudes of mind that necessarily jar upon
others,—that is, his atmosphere would not be such as to provoke petty
friction. He would also be constantly on guard. The appearance of
another person instantly leads him to ask for what purpose that other
was sent; he pays attention, almost automatically, to the state of mind
and heart in which that other comes—he knows that he is held responsible
for the effect that is produced upon that other, even in five minutes’ casual
conversation. In like manner, those of lesser degree might do well to
ask themselves certain questions when they become innocent participators
in such an episode as the one we have been using for illustration. These
questions would not be in the line of trying to discover what is wrong
with the offender—for the moment that is unimportant—but would
involve a quick survey of one’s own condition, the desire being to
discover at once what there is in me that is causing my brother to offend;
and the probe would go deeper than externals of manner, attitude, form
of expression; would involve my condition of mind and heart, the centre
from which I am viewing the misery of the man who is in the midst of
his explosion.

What, you ask, is the disciple going to do with the exploder?
How is he going to regard the situation? What will he see, having
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attained the stage at which the eyes are incapable of tears? Is he there-
fore indifferent, far removed from the scene of the conflict, as we might
be from participation in the struggles of an ant which was trying to carry
a load much too cumbersome for it to manage? Certainly not; if that
were his feeling he could not be a disciple. He sees (and this is only
one way of stating it) that the better part of this man has temporarily
lost control and is struggling to regain it, while the particular form taken
by the outbreak has significance for him only as indicative of the point
at which he might hope to be of some help. From long experience with
himself and with others, he may form a quick and intuitive judgment as
to the treatment which will best reinforce the efforts of the man’s better
nature. Dispassionately, but with burning desire to help one of his
Master’s struggling children, he would decide what line to take. It
might be that he would not appear to notice the commotion but would
speak with quiet confidence of some new phase in the work in which they
were both interested. Or he might feel that overstrained nerves needed
to be soothed by a friendly recognition of the condition, by the sense that
the disciple, too, had known the need for such emotional relief. Or he
might think the man needed to be brought sharply to his senses, needed
the help of a direct demand upon his flagging will,—and so might tell him
in a few short words how disagreeable he was making himself, empha-
sizing the simple statement by leaving him.

You say that you have not the wisdom to deal with another in this
fashion, and you are right. The practical point, however, seems to be that
you want to learn to use, in service, all the understanding that has been
given you; want to see as truly as your imperfect vision will permit.
Then you must look to the tears, first recognizing them for what they
are, and then learning how to get them under control. You already
know how often, as onlooker at a conference in which you had no interests
or desires at stake, you have seen clearly the right course of action, to
which the participants in the difficulty may have been wholly blind. For
that moment tears were not blurring your vision. The next step is to
learn to use your present vision as clearly, when all that you hold dear
seems to be at stake. Yes, impartiality describes one angle of the attitude
we must acquire; but a partisan desire that the will of Masters shall be
done, that their cause shall be advanced through every incident of life,
would be a form of statement more sympathetic to my own point of view.

This is only the beginning of what is suggested by that first unnum-
bered rule; you will discover far more about it as you work with it. One
thing you may learn, as I have, is to be especially alert to the possible
significance of the suggestions that do not at first appeal to you. We
pass by so much that would give us the clues for which we are looking;
it does not exactly accord with our mood of the moment, with our
expectation of the form in which truth must appear. In other words,
our ears are so sensitive to what accords with our own desires and wishes
that they miss most of the teaching which they are meant to hear.

E.



“THE GATES OF GOLD”’*

“When the strong man has crossed the threshold he speaks no more
to those at the other (this) side. And even the words he utters when he
is outside are so full of mystery, so veiled and profound, that only those
who follow in his steps can see the light within them.”—Through the

Gates of Gold, p. 19.

E fails to speak when he has crossed, because, if he did, they
H would neither hear nor understand him. All the language he

can use when on this side is language based upon experience

gained outside the Gates, and when he uses that language,
it calls up in the minds of his hearers only the ideas corresponding to the
plane they are on and experience they have undergone; for if he speaks
of that kind of idea and experience which he has found on the other side,
his hearers do not know what is beneath his words, and therefore his
utterances seem profound. They are not veiled and profound because
he wishes to be a mystic whose words no other can expound, but solely
because of the necessities of the case. He is willing and anxious to tell
all who wish to know, but cannot convey what he desires, and he is
sometimes accused of being unnecessarily vague and misleading.

But there are some who pretend to have passed through these Gates
and who utter mere nothings, mere juggles of words that cannot be
understood because there is nothing behind them rooted in experience.
Then the question arises, “How are we to distinguish between these two ?”’

There are two ways.

1. By having an immense erudition, a profound knowledge of the
various and numberless utterances of those known Masters throughout
the ages whose words are full of power. But this is obviously an immense
and difficult task, one which involves years devoted to reading and a
rarely-found retentiveness of memory. So it cannot be the one most
useful to us. It is the path of mere book-knowledge.

2. The other mode is by testing those utterances by our intuition.
There is scarcely any one who has not got an internal voice—a silent
monitor—who, so to say, strikes within us the bell that corresponds to

® Reprinted from The Path, May, 1888.
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truth, just as a piano’s wires each report the vibrations peculiar to it, but
not due to striking the wire itself. It is just as if we had within us a
series of wires whose vibrations are all true, but which will not be
vibrated except by those words and propositions which are in themselves
true. So that false and pretending individual who speaks in veiled lan-
guage only mere nothingness, will never vibrate within us those wires
which correspond to truth. But when one who has been taken through
these Gates speaks ordinary words really veiling grand ideas, then all
the invisible wires within immediately vibrate in unison. The inner moni-
tor has struck them, and we feel that what he has said is true, and whether
we understand him or not, we feel the power of the vibration and the
value of the words we have heard.

Many persons are inclined to doubt the existence in themselves of
this intuition, who in fact possess it. It is a common heritage of man,
and only needs unselfish effort to develop it. Many selfish men have it
in their selfish lives; many a great financier and manager has it and
exercises it. This is merely its lowest use and expression.

By constantly referring mentally all propositions to it and thus
giving it an opportunity for growth, it will grow and speak soon with
no uncertain tones. This is what is meant in old Hindu books by the
expression, “‘a knowledge of the real meaning of sacred books.” It ought
to be cultivated because it is one of the first steps in knowing ourselves
and understanding others. '

In this civilization especially we are inclined to look outside instead
of inside ourselves. Nearly all our progress is material and thus super-
ficial. Spirit is neglected or forgotten, while that which is not spirit is
enshrined as such. The intuitions of the little child are stifled until at
last they are almost lost, leaving the many at the mercy of judgments
based upon exterior reason. How, then, can one who has been near the
Golden Gates—much more he who passed through them—be other than
silent in surroundings where the golden refulgence is unknown or denied.
Obliged to use the words of his fellow travellers, he gives them a mean-
ing unknown to them, or detaches them from their accustomed relation.
Hence he is sometimes vague, often misleading, seldom properly under-
stood. But not lost are any of these words, for they sound through the
ages, and in future eras they will turn themselves into sentences of gold
in the hearts of disciples yet to come. MouLVIE.
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September 10th, 1914,

* * * % * % %

DEARr

You must not permit yourself to be drawn into the current views
of war; and to regard it as an unmitigated evil which the devil has thrust
upon mankind in spite of the efforts of a not sufficiently omnipotent God.
It is God who sends war as well as peace. It is God who sends hunger
as well as plenty. It is God who sends work and poverty as well as
leisure and wealth.

Nor must you allow yourself to become contaminated by the modern
western horror of death, which is rapidly making wretched cowards of
us all. These are the horrible, materialistic views of an unreligious and
selfish, comfort-loving generation.

I do not mean that war is not dreadful, that the pain and suffering
are not pitiable; but I do mean that they are necessary, salutary and
remedial. War is a crude remedy. It is the calomel of nature, to purge
us of our sins when they have accumulated to an undue degree.

In this particular case I believe that either a class war or an inter-
national war was necessary, and of the two the former is infinitely the
more terrible both in action and results.

You are quite right in feeling it to be a frightful burden on the
Master. You are also quite right in thinking that we can help him,—
not figuratively, but actually—if we deliberately try to do so. One way
is to consider our various faults as foes, and to fight them daily and
hourly with the intention of offering him the results of our efforts for
him to use as he pleases in the actual war. I know that he can and does
use such efforts and that they are much more potent than we dream.

With kindest regards and best wishes to you all, I am

Sincerely yours,
C. A. Griscom.

September 18th, 1914.

% % * * * % %

DEar

When a person is in pain, your desire is to comfort. The least idea
of criticism or argument is abhorrent:—and yet, if I see you taking your
experiences in a wrong way, I am tempted to point this out at the expense
of my own reputation for sympathy and kind-heartedness.

If a woman has no beliefs at all, one can understand how her world
would seem to be upset and life seem worthless and hollow if some loved
one has to go off to danger and perhaps to death. But millions of women
have the courage and moral stamina, even without any religious belief,
to accept such a situation with calmness, poise, serenity and resignation.
How much more then should you, who have an immense advantage over
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most other women in your beliefs, show by your attitude and conduct
an example to those less fortunately placed.

You, a firm believer in immortality, in reincarnation, knowing that
suffering and death are not evils, but are sent by God for our regener-
ation and best interests,—you, especially, should not allow yourself to
waver a single instant before such a common—almost universal—experi-
ence as that of having a loved one go forth to war. And yet you write
about it as if your world had suddenly caved in and your life ended in
chaos. Are we T. S. members to fall short of the common standard
instead of being away above it?

It is our mission to set an example to others, not to follow some
distance after;—an example of courage, of faith, of poise, of selflessness.
We stand in the vanguard; we hew out the way for others to tread; we
are the point of the wedge which the Master is driving into the weakness
and materiality of the world: therefore our task, our duty, our ordinary
conduct, must be in accordance with a much higher standard than yet
exists in the world.

Suffer? Yes, of course, suffer, if need be as Mary suffered when
she had the courage to stand at the foot of the Cross and watch her son
die a disgraceful and agonizing death. There is an example for you.
But no amount of suffering must be allowed to break our wills, to lower
our colours, to lessen our faith that whatever happens is for the best.

Any giving way, any emotionalism, any excitement, any abandon-
ment to grief,—self-centredness of any kind, is a lowering of standards,
a failure and a disgrace.

Does this seem hard? Do I seem harsh and unsympathetic? I can
assure you that my heart is wrung with the thought of the suffering you
must have, and I would do my utmost to help you bear each single pang;
but that does not blind me to the ideal towards which you should strive
and it is my duty to remind you of that ideal at a time when circum-
stances seem to have obscured it.

It is false kindness to let your friends give way to selfish and unrea-
soning grief ; it makes things worse, not better. Remember this in your
efforts to help others. They may think you hard and unsympathetic,
for a time. 1If so, offer that as a part of your sacrifice in trying to help.

With kind regards, I am Sincerely,

C. A. Griscom.

September 27th, 1914.
DEear

I was, and am, exceedingly glad to see that you had of your own
accord, braced to meet the emergencies which the war has called upon
you to confront, and that in large measure you did not need my effort
to help you.

These are terrible times, for all of us, not only for you who are so
personally close to and connected with the war. I do not know anyone
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trying to live a religious life at the present time who is not going through
her or his particular private and personal hell. I suppose it is a part of
the price we pay for our feeble yet willing desire to help the Master. He
lets each give what he can to the common need; and we give struggle
and pain.

It is horrible to sit by and see others suffer, but think of the count-
less years when that has been the unremitting and ungrateful task of the
Master. Is he not doing it perpetually? And we know that this suffering
which he sees we must have, none the less wrings his heart with anguish.
It is his perpetual cross, his hourly crucifixion.

Do not let go your firm grip on your rule. We need this sort of
mechanical aid especially in times of stress, when our minds are inclined
to excuse relaxations.

With my best wishes for your welfare, I am,

Sincerely,
C. A. Griscowm.

October 11, 1914.
DEear

Your letter which I have just received, shows quite clearly the burden
and suffering of the present time, and how the strain and trouble have
affected you. I feel moved to the deepest sympathy, for I can assure
you that my understanding of the war and of the conditions in .......
is much more complete than you realize.

I would wish, if able, to be of that real assistance which the positions
we occupy should make imperative. Therefore it is of you as a would-be
disciple that I must think, rather than of you as an individual and personal
friend. In my previous letters, as in this, it is to the former that I
address myself.

I cannot feel that it is anything but quite natural that you should
be so disturbed, while at the same time I cannot help wishing that you
could have maintained throughout the disciple’s attitude. When outer
affairs are more settled, you will be able to look back upon all these
experiences, and understand the meaning and purpose of events and
what I have written regarding them.

We who are striving for the life and attainment which Theosophy
shows, must first of all realize that even the highest standard of those
not so striving, because knowing so much less, is far below what we
should expect of ourselves. The complete realization of this fact is a
first step in comprehension.

I must ask you to believe that I do not intend any reproach by this,
but were I not, at such a time, to state it, I should fail in a serious duty
and what I know to be my heavy responsibility.

With my kindest regards and best wishes for you and yours, I am
Sincerely,
C. A. Griscom.
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April 1st, 1915.
DEAR

This is Holy Week, and a very special time for all of us who are
interested in the Master’s special work and special efforts. My mind is
so full of these things that it is hard for me to twist it back to the war
and to your comments and difficulties about the war, and yet there is
one thing I want to say.

The reconciliation of the undoubted horror of this war—and all war
—with the fact that it is a good thing and a part of the Master’s plan, is,
I think, along some such line as the following:

The battle between the forces of good and evil usually takes place
on inner planes, either the mental, or the moral, or some psychic plane.
You can see for yourself, no doubt, that in recent years this battle has
been going against the Powers of Light. The world, as a whole, was
becoming more and more irreligious, more and more material, more and
more given to sensual indulgence of all kinds; luxury and the craving
for physical comfort and well-being were rampant; socialism—a purely
material conception of life—was growing and spreading. This was all
obvious. Whole nations, like the French, were pushing religion out of
their personal as well as out of their national lives. From the standpoint
of the soul, from the point of view of the Master, humanity was in a
desperate condition and perishing of sloth and rottenness. The souls of
men were slowly strangling in spite of the efforts to give them some
spiritual breath. I do not believe you realize how very bad things were.
The unusual character of the Theosophical Movement and the efforts
made through it, indicate the unusual character and desperate nature of
the need.

So the war was allowed to come,—may even have been precipitated,
and the great battle was dragged down to the material plane where it can
be and is being fought out with a tithe of the actual suffering and risk
which would have resulted if the struggle had been confined to the inner
world. From the Master’s standpoint, therefore, it all comes down to the
question of a dead soul or a dead body, and naturally he prefers a dead
body. It is the same if expressed in terms of suffering. A strangling,
rotting soul is infinitely worse than a mangled body, yes, even than a
defiled body such as of those poor Belgian women you write of. It is
all horrible enough, God knows, but it is as it is, and is what the Master
has to work with. I wonder he does not get discouraged. Think of his
perpetual crucifixion! Yet he remains calm and serene and undismayed,
nay—full of hope and joy because of what is being accomplished and
what is going to be.

Sincerely,

C. A. GriscoM.
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May 24th, 1915.
DEear

I have your letter. It shows a condition which is a very decided
improvement over the previous attitude of resentment and rebellion, but
it is still far from satisfactory. You are in a negative state, which is
never comfortable or profitable. You need to take longer, larger, wider
views of the war and of life, and not be swept off your feet by the
emotional turmoil of your environment.

You began by hating the war and thinking it an unmitigated evil.

You still hate the war, but accept it with resignation because you
have to.

If you had understood the condition of Europe, you would have
longed eagerly for the war and would be enthusiastically in favour of it,
as the easiest, simplest and best solution of infinitely worse things. That
would be the positive attitude, which you would maintain, serene and
undisturbed, even amidst the psychic whirlwind in which you live.

If, for instance, you were to read such a book as France Herself
Again, by the Abbé Ernest Dimnet, you would see that the war is just
what France needed for her salvation. England too was going down
hill with frightful rapidity, with its growing socialism, drunkenness and
materiality. It was a short, sharp pain, or generations of slow and
growing torture, affecting every class and state, and carrying with it none
of the inspiration and nobler feelings which a war generates. We should
have had the whole world full of the horrid license and evils of war,
permeating every walk of life, without anything to call out the better
and higher instincts. What do a few years of war amount to in com-
parison?

All these men and women who have died, would have died anyhow,
would have suffered somehow. The war gives them a chance to die
nobly and usefully, to suffer thankfully and in a manner to inspire others.
It is a privilege and an opportunity which the countries involved have
earned by what remains of good in them. I am afraid that this country
has not earned the privilege of participating, but I do not know. We
may have to have our regeneration come through a social-civil war, which
is infinitely worse than a war with the Germans.

You still have a lot of mental barriers, the result of your racial,
national and family heredity; you still look upon death and suffering as
evils. The Lodge does not. It looks upon death as a release, and upon
suffering as a privilege. It is hard for us to get ourselves round to such
a point of view, in spite of the teachings of Christ, of religion, and of
the example of the saints, because it runs counter to the whole trend of
modern thought which we inherit and which is saturated with mate-
rialism. But we must try to do this nevertheless, and especially in so
vital a matter as the war.

While on the one hand, therefore, I sympathize keenly with your
personal suffering, I can see quite clearly on the other hand, that for the
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sake of those you love, as well as for your own sake, you need to take
a brace, and with supreme effort of will to increase your faith and your
hold on your mind. This, before long, would bring truer understanding,
better poise, greater usefulness.

Believe me
Very sincerely yours,
C. A. GriscoM.
July 12th, 1915.
DEeAr

* * % * * * %

I do not wonder that you feel depression in England’s atmosphere.
She has not been an edifying spectacle during these recent weeks. I sup-
pose that the governing class have been under such a continuous strain
for so many months, that their nerves are on edge, but that in itself is a
sign of weakness. The nerves must be impervious to strain and disaster.
I suppose you realize that the ideal qualities for a disciple and a statesman
are exactly the same. The Asquiths and Lloyd Georges and Bonar Laws
of England are fit for their jobs in just so far as they have the qualities
which would make them good disciples. It is merely a question of direc-
tion of energy, not of difference of quality or capacity. The faults and
limitations which make them poor ministers, would make them poor
saints, and vice versa.

France shows up much better, so far as one can judge. This country
is so hopeless that it is not worth talking about.

There is nothing specific that I can suggest for you to do. This is
a time of preparation for us and should be so regarded. Look upon life
as a training you are receiving for the time of action to come. It is not
far off, and you can realize from the state of the world what a tremendous
need the Master has for competent assistants.

I am sorry to hear that you have been ill again. That is another
handicap we must learn to overcome. It seems a hard and unsympa-
thetic statement, but ill health is always our own fault and is a barrier
which we must surmount. It can be overcome by the will. The physical
body is more absolutely the servant of the will than we can realize. It
can be completely dominated. Apart from specific causes, like over-
eating, etc., the chief source of trouble is negativeness. For instance no
one who is positive ever “catches a cold.” But we have such rotten
habit-ridden bodies, that we must not go to extremes: we must accept
necessary limitations, and use both common sense, and doctors, if
necessary.

I am, with best wishes,
Sincerely,

C. A. GriscoM.
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November 7th, 1915.
DEear

% % % % % % %

I am not surprised that you are having a difficult and a painful time.
We all are. A movement such as ours, so close to the real heart of
things, cannot help at a time like this, but bring its members into the
turmoil and maelstrom of the gigantic struggle between Good and Evil.
We are shielded from the worst, for we could not stand under the real
strain, but every ounce of pressure we can carry, every particle of effort
we make, every self-conquest, our poise, our serenity, all tend to lessen
the burdens carried perpetually by those who guard and cherish us.

We were warned from the first to take “long views” of the war. I
do not believe that the first act is yet over, yet just what that means I do
not know. It is bound in the nature of things to be a long war, but that
does not mean necessarily that it won’t seem to end and then break out
again. The world is not bad enough to have Germany conquer, and it is
not good enough to make possible an easy victory. The countries fighting
on the side of right are themselves too wicked to be entitled to help unless
it comes in a form that purges and cleanses them. So we must expect
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