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Our philosophy of life is one grand whole, every part necessary and fitting
into every other part. . . . The spirit of Theosophy must be sought for; a sincere
application of its principles to life and act should be made. . . . This will then
raise in our hearts the hope that at least a small nucleus of Universal Brotherhood
may be formed before we of this generation are dead. — William Q. Judge

ILLUSIONS OF TIME AND SPACE: by William Q. Judge

From an Original Manuscript, Found among Papers Left by Him

F all the illusions that beset us, in this world of Mava, per-
I haps the deadliest are those to which, for lack of better, we
WVl give the names of “ Time ”” and “ Space ”’: and quite natur-
Wl ally — since they are prime factors in our every action here
below; each undertaking is prefaced by the question —
uttered or unexpressed — How long? how far? what duration, or
extent, intervenes between us and the fulfilment of our desire? Yet
that they are illusions, the wise of all ages bear witness: we read in
the Bible that “a day with the Loord is as a thousand years, and a
thousand years as one day ”’: the Mohammedan legend tells us of
the devotee at the well, met by an Angel, who rapt him into Paradise,
where he dwelt for seventy thousand years in bliss, the while a drop
of water was falling from his cruse to the ground: and Emerson
expresses the same truth in the language of our time — ““ The Soul

. abolishes Time and Space. . . . Time and space are but inverse
measures of the force of the soul. The spirit sports with time — can
crowd eternity into an hour, or stretch an hour to Eternity.”

And we realize this ourselves, to some extent, though perhaps
unconsciously: yet often we are so engrossed either by our own
thoughts — pleasurable or the reverse — or by the conversation of
others — that we become entirely oblivious of the flight of time, or
the distance over which we have passed, while so occupied.
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Even more is this the case when we are asleep: in dreams we re-
visit the scenes, and live over again the days, of our childhood — com-
mune with friends long since passed away, or visit the ends of the
earth, with no feelings of surprise or incongruity: yet an hour later,
on awakening to what, in our blindness, we call “ the realities of life,”
we bind on again the chains that Veda, Bible, and Koran — Prophet,
Priest, and Sage, concur in assuring us we shall, in due course, know
to be as unreal as the mirage of the Desert.

Pending this perfect enlightenment, it may not be wholly unprofit-
able to try if we cannot get a partial conception of this great truth —
even if it should be merely from an intellectual standpoint.

Let us consider the habitual performance of a purely mechanical,
or automatic action — such as the daily journey of a commuter on the
railway: every day, at the same hour, he enters the same car — prob-
ably takes the same seat — and meets the same fellow-passengers:
they converse on substantially the same topics: at the same stage the
conductor takes up his ticket, and the engineer — alas! — blows the
same fiendish and superfluous whistle. Now it does not require a very
vivid imagination on the part of our commuter, to so blend the reminis-
cences of yesterday and the anticipation of tomorrow, with the ex-
periences of today, that all then may seem synchronous. If it is
objected that this illustration is faulty, in that it ignores the element
of uncertainty inherent in all human affairs, it might fairly be replied
that it only does so to the extent of adopting that working hypothesis
that is universally accepted in daily affairs, and without which, no one
would look beyond the needs of the present moment. Yet possibly a
happier illustration may be found: suppose that I wish to revisit a
familiar but far distant place — as, for instance, Damascus: now, it
I go there in my physical body, days and weeks must elapse, before
I can reach the immemorial city — sunset and moon-rise, day and
night — with all the incidents of sleep and waking, pleasure and dis-
comfort, possibly the alterations of sickness and health — all these
must be gone through with, and not by one second can the appointed
time be shortened: yet if I go simply in memory and imagination, I
have but to will — and instantly, without an appreciable interval, I
wander again past mosque and minaret, amid rose-leaf and almond-
bloom that perfume the gardens of the “ Eye of the East.”

So, too, with the kindred illusion of Space: thousands of leagues of
sea and land must be traversed by “ this prison of the senses, sorrow-
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fraught ”: whether in the steamer battling with the Atlantic surfs, or
the express shooting through the vineyards of fair France — or the
carriage toiling up the cedar-clad slopes of Lebanon — every inch of
the weary way must be consecutively passed over, and not by one hair’s
breadth can it be avoided. Yet, going without the encumbrance of the
flesh, even as I had no sensation of T'ime, so I have no perception of
distance, between the swirl of the tide of the Hudson, and the plash of
the fountains of Abana and Pharpar.

Experiences like these are so familiar, and so apparently mean-
ingless, that some may attach little importance to them, or even be
disposed to ignore them altogether. Yet probably this would not prove
wise. It may well be that, in Occultism, as in Physical Science, great
truths lie just before us — stare us in the face, as it were: and when
they are at last discovered, it is not by elaborate research, but by the
application of the most familiar methods.

Again — it was because he had been faithful over a few things,
that the good servant was promoted to be ruler over many things:
what right have we to expect to attain to higher knowledge, or claim
to be entrusted with greater powers, until we have proven ourselves
worthy of such preferment by thoroughly using, and profiting by, such
as we now have?

GROUND BROKEN FOR PROPOSED SCHOOL OF
ANTIQUITY: MADAME TINGLEY PRESIDES

i EARLY fifteen years ago, on February 23, 1897, Madame Katherine
\ N Tingley laid the foundation stone of the School of Antiquity at Point
\\ i Loma. Impressive ceremonies were carried out by the Leader and
BTl | embers of the Universal Brotherhood and Theosophical Society,
who had come from all parts of the world for the purpose. A full
report appeared in the Union of an event which was even then
seen to be of great importance to San Diego. The actual commencement of the
permanent buildings of the School of Antiguity has been anxiously expected
by thousands of members of the socicty throughout the world, and by a large
section of the public who are interested in its educational work.

Yesterday another impressive ceremony signified the actual moment of the
beginning of construction. The ceremony consisted of two main portions. The
students and Rédja Yoga pupils, led by Madame Tingley, marched in procession
to the Greek open-air theater, where the first portion of the exercises was carried
out. They then proceeded to the site of the School of Antiquity, on the highest
part of the grounds, where the remainder of the ceremonies took place.
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Pretty Picture Presented

The picture presented during the exercises in the Greek theater will never be
forgotten by those who were privileged to be present. The principal body of
students occupied the central part of the theater, many of them carrying the
flags of all nations which were presented to Madame Tingley during her first
crusade round the world in 1896. The pupils of the Raja Yoga College filled
the seats on the right and left, the boys in their handsome uniforms and the
girls in their simple and tasteful white dresses. Madame Tingley sat in the center
of the lowest tier of seats, and near her were her cabinet officers, the officers of
the Women’s International Theosophical League, and some of the international
representatives.

The proceedings commenced at eleven o’clock by an introductory address from
H. T. Patterson of New York upon the importance of the occasion. Madame
Tingley then gave an outline of the remarkable historical events connected with
her original selection and purchase of the grounds of the School of Antiquity,
and spoke of her early aspirations as a child to found a center of learning for
humanity. She then briefly outlined the greatly increased activities that will
now be made possible through the School of Antiquity and its branches through-
out the world. Interesting and forceful addresses were then delivered by
Mrs. A. G. Spalding, Professor Edge, the Rev. S. J. Neill and others, and
appropriate quotations and recitations were read from Theosophical literature.

Ground Plan Laid Out

During certain portions of the exercises the Point Loma ocrchestra played
selections, and at the conclusion of the proceedings in the Greek theater a proces-
sion was formed which marched to the summit of the hill, where the ground
plan of the first section of the School of Antiquty was marked out. This will
cover, when complete, a very large area, and like all the buildings designed hy
Madame Tingley, will be quite original in form. Concrete will be largely used
in its construction, but rare marbles, onyx and other beautiful stones will be
used for the decorative effects. All who visit Point Loma Homestead express
unbounded admiration for the design of the temporary buildings which are at
present in use, but it is understood that the architectural features of the School
of Antiquity will far surpass anything that has already been done.

The Raja Yoga band played during part of the simple but impressive ground-
breaking ceremonies. An interesting little incident took place here. After
Madame Tingley had turned the first shovelful of soil the next to dig was
Joseph Fussell, Sr., the oldest student present, who is now in his ninety-fourth
year. Mr. Fussell is also a Mason of many years’ standing.

It is understood that work on the new buildings for the School of Antiquity
will be proceeded with rapidly and that a substantial portion will be complete
at the time of the San Diego Exposition. — San Diego Union, Nov. 13, 1911
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CYCLES OF OPPORTUNITY: by J. H. Fussell

¥ ““’T HERE is a tide in the affairs of men, which taken at the
) ‘_,," flood leads on to fortune; neglected, and all their life
jﬁﬂ is bound in shallows and in misery.”

WA R We all realize the truth of this, but to how many is

many opportunities lost, how many tides that have flowed, bringing us
so near, within the very sight of the haven of our hopes, and then
ebbed again, carrying us far out to sea? Will the tide ever rise again?
Will it be our good fortune to know of it? Shall we be able to avail
ourselves of it? Who can say? Does it not rest with ourselves?

Nature has so plainly marked for us her cycles of time and her
seasons in the outer world, that all may know when to plow, to sow, to
reap. We know too something of the causes of these seasons. We
have observed the motion of the carth around the sun; we know of
the inclination of the earth’s axis and the sun’s apparent journey in
the arc of the heavens from south to north and from north to south
again. But what of the seasons of human life — can we learn about
them also, and know something of their causes and times of recur-
rence? — if indeed they do recur.

That there is a spring-tide, a summer, a winter, in life, we all agree,
and it is no fancy that there exists a relation between the seasons of
the year and the childhood, maturity and old age of human existence.
But — you say — our childhood comes but once and passes on surely
and swiftly through the years to old age, with death at the close of
each short life. 'The seasons recur again and again, but not so child-
hood with its sunshine and flowers, nor youth with its high hopes, its
hero-worship, its visions of knighthood, its dreams and plans for a life
of achievement. These, you will say, come but once. And we do not
know how bright the flowers are until they have faded; we do not
know how precious was the love of mother or sister or friend, until
they have passed on and that love has become but a memory, or if such
be our good fortune an inspiration urging us on to high attainment.
Ah! it is the common lot of so many not to know the golden opportuni-
ties of youth until they have long passed away!

But though from the standpoint of one life only the bright hopes
of childhood and youth, once past, do not return, yet something of their
influence returns again and again, with the returning spring, with the
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New Year’s resolutions, with the hope and determination with which
we start upon each new enterprise. Indeed, were we not so immersed
in the petty cares of life and so encrusted with selfishness, if we would
but get up with the dawn and listen to the song of birds, opening our
hearts to feel the full joy of Nature as the sun rises over the hills each
morning, I believe we might feel each day a recurrence of the inexpres-
sible joy of childhood, the enthusiasm and strong purposes of youth.
Can we not believe what all the great Teachers of the world have said?
If so, then these things are possible. One of these great Teachers has
said: ““ Except ye become as little children, ye cannot enter the king-
dom of heaven.” And another, that each ““ must regain the child state
he has lost.”

There are some, as all know well, who do keep ever young, whose
interest and joy in life do not lessen with the added years; and others,
alas! men and women young in years, to whom life is a burden hard
to be borne. To the former every day brings opportunity; and though
to the latter opportunities come too, it is as though they came not, for
they are blind, they do not see them.

If we think about the matter at all, we are more apt perhaps to
notice the recurrence of dark days than of bright ones; but that times
and seasons do recur lies within the experience of all. There are days
when our work is lighter and all goes smoothly, and other days when
the work is heavy and everything seems at cross purposes. We all
know this is so. But is it chance — or is there some explanation? Is
there some order or law underlying this recurrence?

It is not only the seasons, day and night, the cycle of the moon, the
cycle of the sun in his journey among the stars, the cycle of life and
death, the cycle of a heart beat — marking time from the passage of
a brief moment up to the sun’s cycle of 25,000 years and to greater
cycles still, beyond our calculation — it is not only these cycles that are
under and exemplify the great law of Nature, but all our acts, all
phases of human life, of thought and feeling, are under the same law
— the law of ebb and flow, the rhythmic pulsation of life throughout
the universe.

It is no arbitrary matter that there is a time to sow and a time to
reap; it is no arbitrary matter that it is good to rest one day in seven
and keep it consecrated and holy — though this does not absolve us
from the responsibility of making every day a holy day — and further,
it is no chance or coincidence that the periods of gestation of hirds,



CYCLES OF OPPORTUNITY 7

animals, and human beings, are to be measured by multiples of seven
days, in weeks or months; or that diseases run their course each in
its own cycle of days.

Have you never watched the waves of the ocean as they come roll-
ing in towards the shore — how every third wave is greater and every
ninth much greater, than the others? Have you never watched a fish-
ing boat being launched in the ocean surf — how the boatmen will wait
until a high wave comes, then with a sudden push, a jump aboard, a
seizing of the oars, a few quick strokes, and the boat is safely through
the surf in the open water? How fruitless would be their efforts did
they not wait till the right time.

If we were to look back over the past years of our lives each could
discover, more or less clearly defined, that his life was marked by a
wave-like rise and fall and that the great events of his life befell at
recurring periods of years. One more illustration: it is held by many
that a century is a mere arbitrary division of time, and this is the
opinion expressed by some of our historians; but if we look back
through the centuries we may see, more or less clearly marked, that
the last quarter of every century is a period of transition, a period of
beginnings and great changes. And if all of nature outside of man,
and if too his physical nature be governed by law, would it not be
strange if his whole life, his thoughts and deeds, were not also subject
to law? What a power then is man’s to wield! Just as the boatman,
relying on the ebb and flow of the waves, can utilize their power and
so accomplish his aim in launching his boat; and just as the utilization
of all the great forces of nature in our material civilization becomes
possible as we come to know something of the laws governing their
working, so in like manner, if we can learn something of the laws
governing human endeavor, how much may we not hope to accomplish!

What is it that brings a nation or race or an individual to the
flood-tide or the ebb-tide? Surely we have sufficient knowledge to an-
swer, ““ It is the law and not chance or fate.” And what part then does
man play in this working of the law? Must he wait for the course of
events, wait for the law and what it shall bring him? Truly he must
wait, as the boatman waits, but not idly; he must have his boat ready,
with sails to be hoisted and oars in place ready to be used. He must
be alert and on the watch to take the current when it serves.

The turn of the tide came to France after her hundred years’ humi-
liation at the hands of England; but what would it have availed her
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had there been no Joan of Arc? The great opportunity came to the
American colonies in the closing years of the eighteenth century; but
what a different chapter in the world’s history would have been written
had there not been those ready to stand the brunt of the struggle at
the risk of losing all, if there had been no Washington or Jefferson to
arouse the people, or Franklin or Adams to lead the people, or if there
had been no quiet Thomas Paine? Who can say what would have
been the outcome of the Revolution, or of that darkest hour at Valley
Forge if Paine had not been fired with sublime courage and patience
which he communicated to the whole army and the whole country in
his pamphlets and whom he inspired with new hope and endurance by
his words: ““These are the times that try men’s souls ”? And yet the
name of Tom Paine finds no place in the great majority of our school
histories.

There has been no nation or race, and there has been no community
or city, and no individual, to whom has not come the flood-tide and the
ebb-tide, because this is the law of life, the law of progress.

And what of our own time? What of today, when the whole world
is in a tension and no one can tell who or what may become involved?
But in the greatest stress lies the greatest opportunity. During the
past twenty-five years four words have taken deep root in the thought
and literature of America and FEurope. They are these: Theosophy,
Brotherhood, Karma, and Reincarnation. Three of these were here-
tofore little known, but Brotherhood — that is a common word, all had
heard it, all had some mental conception of it. Yet nevertheless it was
and 1s a new message that H. P. Blavatsky brought, that William Q.
Judge proclaimed, that Katherine Tingley is exemplifying, just as the
commandment of the Christ was new — “ that ye love one another.”

And this is the opportunity of today which in the ebb and flow of
life has come to man, to each individual, and to the race. For what
does this fearful war tension that holds all nations in its grasp — what
does it mean but that all nations are linked together in a brotherhood
of common ties, common interests, and common dangers? And one
way or the other we must realize the fact of Brotherhood. If we will
not of ourselves bring about the brotherhood of joy and peace through
mutual helpfulness, then the working of the law will force us to real-
ize the brotherhood of sorrow and pain through war and calamity.
When shall we learn the lessons of calamity and sorrow that fill our
newspapers every day? Must we wait until we ourselves are the vic-
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tims? When shall we learn our responsibilities and realize, and act
upon it, that we can help to bring peace instead of war, light instead
of darkness?

And let me answer here the question of the recurrence of the enthu-
siasm, the enterprise and the hopes of youth, the joys of childhood, of
which I spoke in the beginning. Besides the great hope that comes to
the heart in the teaching of Reincarnation, need it be said that the soul
never grows old, that its enthusiasm and joy are boundless, that the
soul has its source and anchorage in the infinite, inexhaustible fount
of eternal and divine life. For those who know this, the body may
grow old, but the heart is ever young, life is ever fresh and beautiful.

‘What makes a city great and strong?
Not architecture’s graceful strength,
Not factories’ extended length;

But men who see the civic wrong

And give their lives to make it right
And turn its darkness into light.

What makes a city full of power?
Not wealth’s display or titled fame,
Not fashion’s loudly boasted claim;

But women rich in virtue’s dower,

Whose homes, though humble, still are great,
Because of service to the State.

What makes a city men can love?
Not things that charm the outward sense,
Not gross display of opulence;

But right that wrong can not remove,

And truth that faces civic fraud
And smites it in the name of God.

This is a city that shall stand,
A Light upon a nation’s hill,
A Voice that evil cannot still,
A source of Blessing to the land;
Its strength not brick, nor stone, nor wood,
But Justice, Love, and Brotherhood. — Lowell



10
ART REALISM: by R. Machell

EALISM in Art, stands in the minds of ordinary people for
truthfulness and sincerity, as opposed to the fictions with
which idealism deals. But then the ordinary person’s stand-
ard of truth and test of sincerity must be considered before
accepting this use of the term.

For we are all psychologlzed in our youth by ideas that we get
from these loosely-used expressions and from accepting them along
with their popular interpretation and without stopping to see if they
are at all what they pretend to be. Thus we have grown up perhaps
with the idea that a certain class of art-work was realistic and conse-
quently truthful, honest, and sincere; while another class of art-work
was to be regarded as fictitious, fanciful, unreal, and untrue, because
we had accepted its classification under the head of idealism.

The ordinary person lives entirely in the sensations of the mind
and body, knows no world other than that of matter, and accepts that
world and those sensations as real and indeed the only possible reality.

Thus realism to the ordinary mind means simply materialism, and
a most narrow and cramped form of materialism; for an ordinary
person honestly believes that things are what they appear and no more
and no less, and in no way different from what they appear to be to
him. If anyone else sees things differently, and so represents them,
the other will think either that the representation of such things is
insincere, and that the artist is *“ idealizing ” — or that there is some-
thing wrong with his powers of perception. This is no exaggeration.
And so this kind of people use the term realism to describe all such
works as portray the world they live in as they know it. And as such
persons are very many in the world, and being quite satisfied with
their simple way of looking at things, are very positive and dogmatic,
they succeed in establishing any idea they adopt on a very solid basis,
for what can be more “solid ” than ignorance. The higher kind of
minds, more sensitive and subtile, are usually also more receptive and
less positive, and these will accept such a term merely as a convenient
term to classify certain works in a way that will be generally intel-
ligible.

But in accepting the term realism they unconsciously accept a large
part of the ideas associated with (and become psychologized by the
popular mind into accepting) the fatal error that materialism and
realism are identical. This circumstance is greatly to be deplored.
























































































































































































