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Hr who does not practise altruism; he who is not prepared to share his last
morsel with a weaker or poorer than himself; he who neglects to help his brother
man, of whatever race, nation, or creed, whenever and wherever he meets suffer-
ing, and who turns a deaf ear to the cry of human misery —is no Theosophist.

H. P. Blavatsky

CERTAIN WELSH TRADITIONS IN THE LIGHT OF
“THE SECRET DOCTRINE”: by Kenneth Morris

I

BY many, tradition will hardly be looked upon as a field

for profitable study; especially this class of Welsh
| tradition which can not be so much called, for the
most part, folk-lore, as bard-lore, and has come down
»| with a certain class or order, rather than with the
peasantry as a whole.

Folk-lore indeed is studied; but — ! Most commonly, “ we mur-
der to dissect.” Folk-lore, and bard-lore, before they will yield their
values, must be approached in a very different way. Indeed he who
deals with them must look for values, not for logical proof. This
point cannot be too much insisted upon. Your true tradition, like a
good teacher, leaves the work to be done by yourself; it suggests,
hints, lights a little fire in the mind, and appeals foremost to the intui-
tion. I contain this much of truth, it says; but will not force it upon
you with the cudgels and bayonets of logic. You shall read it for
yourself if you can; or else leave it for him who can. I contain within
myself, it says, the seed and possibility of poems, romances, dramas;
innumerable uplifts for the soul, innumerable indications of historic
and mystic truth. But you shall have nothing from me unless you
treat me with due respect. I will not be thrust through with a pin,
and neatly docketed under a glass case.

Tradition proves nothing, but suggests all. But the beauty of any
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really true thing is, that it cannot be proven; otherwise the intuitive
faculty might be let go atrophe. Of the things that can be proven to
the brain-mind the value is relatively small; all beauty and nobility
makes appeal to that which is greater. One must irankly lay aside
the test-tube-cum-crucible frame of mind before one approaches tra-
dition, or expect to gather nothing but Dead Sea fruit. So it may be
that what there is of cultural value — and there is indeed very much
of it — in these ancient, beautiful, and haunting ideas, will remain
mainly for an age that has outgrown our modern, puerile exactitudin-
arianism, and can pluck the apples of the Hesperides, beauty and
wisdom, where it may find them growing. We have been so cheated
by dogmatism that we look askance at everything imponderable, and
cry “ Proof! Proof!” to our own souls. We have worshiped stranger
divinities so long that now we will have no competitor for good, prac-
tical Mammon; we have set an embargo on the divine. To walk
cautiously is well; for every wolf in the world of thought, sheep’s
clothing is the only wear. What a host of perverted fantastical creeds
have sprung up in revolt against materialism! If you will set aside
the soul, until you can put it down in fractions of an ounce and of an
inch; if you will put the beauty of the world through a test-tube, and
snip off truth by the centimeter, you must look to be flung and banged
from one reaction to another, and take no account of that wholesome
and stable central point where there is peace and vision.

We shall never be able to judge the merits of any question, until
we rediscover our own divinity; for that divinity is the touchstone
for everything. To whatsoever thing is good, noble, excellent, and
pure, it responds, and asks no proof-save that glow of recognition.
The permanent factor in man is the spirit, a divine element, a blazing
glory within him; dimmed and overlaid indeed with all this pother
and rout, opinions, theories, ignorance, passions, turbulence, animality,
desires. So the things that come from the spirit are true, beautiful,
and permanent, and can be recognized as such, even after the lapse
of many ages, even if there is no sort of satisfying proof to them.
But the recognition will be by the soul, and because of the light of
beauty and nobility that shines through them. That is the only proof
that the soul demands, or will take any cognizance of.

So the distinction between what we call the strictly historical and
the merely traditional, becomes largely meaningless when we take this
into account. History is written from day to day in our newspapers;
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and a large part of it contradicted the day after. The best of his-
torians is treading on the most unstable of ground. A war arises
somewhere, and the world begins to echo with contradictory reports.
The siftings of these, in the light of the result, pass into recorded
history; but what does your historian know of the realities? As to
the ultimate and real causes of the war he is dumb; because those
causes are set to work behind the scenes of ordinary human action.
Even eye-witnesses disagree; and there is the whole matter of per-
sonal and national bias to be taken into account. History from the
standpoint of England is one thing; from that of France, another.
What dependence, then, can be put absolutely on what this or that
historian has recorded? In the last resort it comes before your own
soul again, to believe or reject what it will, and to form its own judg-
ments; and these will be nearer to, or farther from, the truth, accord-
ing to what power of judgment may be in you. A great soul incarn-
ates to perform a great work; and performs it, drives it through in
the face of the world and the opposition of all the forces of evil. He
comes down to us, say, as a tyrant and evil liver, a cruel egotistical
bully on the throne. But who shall say? “ By their fruits ye shall
know them.” And the fruits of his life were: so many centuries
of prosperity and swift growth for his nation, and the loosening of
the shackles of a great part of the world. TIs it to be supposed that
those malignancies whom he disinherited will allow his reputation to
come down scatheless? Is it to be supposed that his very beneficiaries
will have the wisdom and far sight to defend him rightly? It rarely
happens so; for the sheep cannot read the mind of the shepherd. But
what cares he, being a great soul, that all history brands him, and that
the future ages that reap his benefits shall hold him to have been the
worst of men? His work was done, and to that sole end he came:
not to win for that one personality of his a great name or human grati-
tude. Put no absolute dependence upon historical evidence so-called;
for there are many that are interested to distort it; and heaven only
knows to what extent it may have been tampered with.

Tradition, on the other hand, that seems to have so much less sure
a foundation, has its own methods of self-protection. Its root of
truth is in the soul and memory of the race. Cut and trim the leaves
how you will; distort the visible growth to any extent; still the root
is down there in the truth, and the tradition remains, a symbol, for
those who can read symbology. It presents, one might say, like Portia,
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its three caskets to every generation; and relies on it that for a thous-
and Moroccos and Aragons, a Bassanio will appear now and again
through the ages. It will have an aspect upon all the planes of
thought; and although on the outward ones it may appear distorted
and fantastical, there yet remains the innermost beyond distortion.
Those who most loved the dead-letter, would only the better preserve
the symbol. And because the tradition was the genuine property of
the national soul, molded by that to its own peculiar delicate forms,
the work of the conscious distorter would stand out and easily be
recognized for inferior workmanship, just as one can easily recognize
the botchings of the Spanish kings in the Alhambra. A tradition is
like a folk-song and bears the same national imprint. If one suc-
ceeded in composing anything that had the sound and feeling of a
Welsh, or an Irish air, it would be a Welsh or Irish air; it would
have come, just as much as any other, from the racial soul of Ireland
or Wales. What the composer would have done, would have been to
have won an entrance, for the time being, into that racial soul, and
heard some fragment of the music that is always sounding there.
That the one who did it was a Pole, or a Dutchman, or a Chinese,
would make no difference, for that matter.

Now a race is composite, and has its seven principles like a man;
and it would appear that some phase of memory inheres in each one
of them. You will have the mere popular rumor of some historic
battle, murder, or sudden death, on the one hand; and on the other,
the spiritual and poetic tradition, a remote glow from the arcana of
the gods. Which is the better, the more important? Which is the
truer, as opposed to the more exact? - History will set itself to con-
sidering the former only; but tradition deals the more lovingly with
the latter. When the Welsh peasant tells you that on such and such
a mountainside his ancestors fought the Flemings or the French (Nor-
mans) — “ Oh, a long time ago indeed — over a hundred years, 1
shouldn’ wonder "— one sees how little the race mind heeds the exter-
nalia that history battens on; for the Norman and Fleming wars came
to an end in the thirteenth century. In such details there are no
spiritual values; and tradition makes light of them. But when one
hears that he who sleeps in the cave of Snowdon, or on the rock of
Cadair Idris, will either die or go mad in the night, or come down an
inspired bard in the morning — then one is walking on surer ground
altogether; for here there is a spiritual value; here there is some-



WELSH TRADITIONS 231

thing important to remember. This is the stuff that Poems are
made of.

For a Bard meant an Exalted One, a spiritual teacher, an initiate
into the Sacred Mysteries; and it was because the bards among the
ancient Britons or Welsh taught the people by means of poetry, and
because religion and poetry were one and the same thing, that the
word has come down to us with the meaning of poet. And this becom-
ing a bard is a very real thing, and does actually involve the passing
through trials and terrors of initiation, which do kill some, and make
others mad. How should it be otherwise, when the object of it is
to strip the candidate of personality, selfhood, the sense of separate-
ness, all private interests and desires? It is the purification of the
whole nature of a man, the great overcoming, the second birth. Wales
is crowded with reminiscences of this. There was the Pair Dadeni,
the Cauldron of Regeneration; when the dead were put into it, they
came forth alive. That is, the selfish self must die and be eliminated,
before the glory of the human soul can be born in the candidate for
initiation. Little Gwion, it will be remembered, having obtained the
drops of Wisdom, was reborn from Ceridwen, the Mighty Mother,
as Taliesin, the Chief of Bards, whose forehead shone like the morning
star. “ Unto him that overcometh shall be given a new name ”’; be-
cause he is in a sense a new being; he is Taliesin, the soul, who was
formerly Gwion Bach, the personality. We get a relic of this in the
Welsh Gorsedd of today, where the man that is made a bard has a
new name given him, which quite supersedes the old one, so far as
the public is concerned.

There have always been those in Wales who would maintain that
there was such a thing as the Wisdom of the Ages, and that it was
anciently in possession of the druids and bards. That there should
be is just as necessary as that there should be a stable center within
the consciousness of man, a divine soul. No one could imagine it,
unless it were true; because each part of our mentality imagines and
dwells upon that which is upon its own plane. The animal in us
imagines animal possibilities and gratifications; the hero imagines the
heroic. That which conceives of wisdom and divine being, by all the
laws of analogy and correspondence must be itself divine and wise.
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II

So this tradition indicates to us that these two sacred mountains —
you will not dispute the epithet if you know them — were of old cen-
ters of initiation, places of the Mysteries. And who would wonder?

Theirs was no dream, O monarch hill
With heaven’s own azure crowned,
Who called thee what thou shalt be still,

White Snowdon’s holy ground.

Earth has indeed her places where the veil is slight between the
material and eternal Beauty, and drawing near them, you seem to
approach the Soul of things. Beauty and mystery and majestic love-
liness mark such spots, and — well, we will say nothing about the
beauty and the proud glory of Eryri Wen and Cadair Idris.

Cadair Idris is the seat of Idris, who, according to the tradition,
was a giant and astronomer in the ancient days. From the head of
the mountain he watched the stars; vast rocks in the valley below,
are the pebbles he shook out from his shoes. Would you be surprised
to hear of him again—in Arabia? In his Historia Anteislamitica,
Abul-Feda says that the Sabaean language (astronomy) was estab-
lished by Seth and Idris. The historian Ahmed-ben-Yusaf Eltifas
speaks of him as of Sabaean origin, and ““ the author of thirty books.”

Having established the rites and ceremonies of primitive worship, he went

to the East, where he constructed one hundred and forty cities, of which Edessa
was the least important, then returned to Egypt, where he became its king.

Now let the champions of their lord god Coincidence charm never
so loudly, thoughtful people will desire to inquire into it when they
find Idris, a giant and an astronomer (for the Arabs make him a giant
also), appearing in Welsh and Arabian legend. One common factor
— the name — would be mildly interesting. Two would be enough
to attract attention. But with three — it cannot be ignored. By all
means let us inquire into it. The place in which to make such inquiries
is, as will be generally recognized some day, Madame Blavatsky’s
magnum opus, The Secret Doctrine. Cast prejudice aside then, if you
are troubled with it; the book is, amongst other things, an encyclo-
paedia of abstruse learning, and draws unfamiliar information from
every quarter of the globe. H. P. Blavatsky does not mention our
Welsh Idris; but explains him nevertheless. She says:

Those who in the Kurdn (see Surat xix) are generically termed the Edris,
or the “Iearned” (the Initiated), bore in Egypt the name of “'Thoth,” the
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inventor of arts, sciences, writing or letters, of music and astronomy. Among
the Jews the Edris became “ Enoch,” who, according to Bar-Hebraeus, “ was the
first inventor of writing,” books, arts, and sciences, the first who reduced to a
system the progress of the planets. In Greece he was called Orpheus, and thus
changed his name with every nation. The number Seven being attached to, and
connected with, each of those primitive Initiators.—Vol. II, p. 529

One would not dogmatize; one would not claim to have proven
anything, after the manner of the schools. But it is strange, is it not?
that we should find this Idris identified with the hierarchy of ancient
Initiators:

“ Sons of the Serpent-god,” or “ Sons of the Dragon,” the name under which
the Hierophants of Egypt and Babylon were known before the Deluge, as were
their forefathers, the Atlanteans.—Ibid., p. 530

says H. P. Blavatsky; and that we should find in Wales (to which
Madame Blavatsky makes no reference here) that Cadair Idris, Idris’
Seat, the sacred mountain, is traditionally a place of Initiation, one
where a man might pass through the trials that make of him a bard.
“Sons of the Dragon” — what a familiar sound has that, too, to
Welsh ears! Wyf Sarff, wyf Dryw, says Taliesin in the Buarth
Beirdd: “Tam a Serpent; I am a Druid”; thus associating the ser-
pent or dragon with the order of initiate priests. And how intimately
the Dragon was connected with the leaders of the Cymry, both bardic
and regal — until it passed into its familiar place on the national flag.
Coincidences? Well, well; perhaps indeed! Only, from China to
Peru (excellent old phrase!) we find traces of the Dragon of Wisdom,
and that the initiates into and possessors of the esoteric wisdom, the
Illuminated, were called the Sons of the Dragon.

But to return to our Idris; we find him connected with Arabia,
North Africa, Egypt. Thoth-Hermes was his Egyptian paradigm;
and there is a tale told of Thoth which reminds one of the Welsh
tradition of the three Wands of Hazel that sprang from the grave of
Einigan Gawr, and had all Wisdom inscribed upon them. (Tt will be
remembered that Einigan Gawr in his lifetime possessed all Wisdom,
arts, and sciences, even to the Secret Name.) Thoth, we are told,
buried his books of wisdom beneath certain stone pillars; and after,
found the wisdom inscribed upon the pillars. One’s mind runs some-
how to certain stone pillars, in whose arrangement and conformation,
in a sense, the wisdom of the bards is inscribed; a great circle of them
in the midst of a wide plain in the Tsland of the Mighty; and their
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traditional connexion with the druidic mysteries, and the fact that they
do constitute a Gorsedd circle, such as is necessary for the bardic
ceremonies. Who built Stonehenge? Our archaeologists do not know;
here is a mystery on which science is wisely dumb. It is a poor com-
pliment to pay to Christianity and modern civilization, to imagine that
our old pre-Christian forefathers were a kind of Hottentots, cannibals,
or barbarians. It was not that kind of people that set up the pillared
circles on the plains. What says Welsh tradition? That the stones
were brought over from Africa magically by Myrddin Emrys. What
say you to that, O men of the schools? “ Nonsense!” bawls Tweedle-
dum officially; but adds, sotto voce: “but one of the stones is of a
variety hardly to be found nearer than in northern Africa.” Now,
there is an instance of the value and methods of tradition. Myrddin,
in the reign of Arthur, certainly did not bring those stones over or
set them up. But Myrddin, again, is a figure symbolizing the Initiates
into the ancient Magic. Tradition never shouts out truth upon the
housetops; but leaves it embodied in a legend to travel down the gener-
ations; and he that hath ears to hear, let him hear.

H. P. Blavatsky teaches that all the druidical monuments — we will
call them that for convenience, and because they did become druidical
ages after — were erected by a race of Initiates who came up from
Egypt in times when the configuration of seas and lands was very
different from what it has been in historic times; who passed through
Spain and France dryshod into Britain, establishing their sacred rites
and temples wherever they came. Let it be noted here, that the gram-
mar of the Welsh language is mainly Egyptian, although the vocabu-
lary is mainly Aryan.

In a recent number of ¥V Geninen, one of the best of the Welsh
magazines, Dr. Mary Williams of Paris writes very interestingly on
the Mabinogion; and in the course of the article draws attention to
a fact that has been too little noticed. Speaking of Bran the Blessed’s
invasion of Ireland, and how he crossed the rivers Lli and Archan,
that at that time separated Wales from Ireland, she says:

The scribe has added on his own account that it was after this time that the
sea divided these two kingdoms. This part of the story shows clearly how old
it is. (The translation is ours.)

Dare we venture to add that it shows something else too — namely,
how old is the primitive population of Britain? Rather perhaps, let
us say, how old is mankind in northern Europe. Ireland and Wales



WELSH TRADITIONS 235

are, we believe, of kindred geological formation, very ancient; the
eastern part of Britain being much more recent; and there was a
time when the Irish Sea was (appropriately?), so to say, dry land.
But that was not yesterday. It must be put back, conservatively speak-
ing, we suppose at least some hundreds of thousands of years. We
will not say that there were Welsh-speaking Welshmen in Gwynedd
and Dyfed at that time; but if there had been no population, and if
the population that there was had not been merged in the later incoming
races, how did the old Welsh bards come by the memory or tradition
of it, and embody the same in the Mabinogi of Branwen ferch Llyr?
Were they good enough geologists to know the fact, and yet so ignor-
ant as to suppose that it was as recent as the supposed date of Bran
the Blessed, about the beginning of the Christian Era? To what pains
will not some of us go, rather than accept obvious inferences! Before
there was an Irish Sea, Britain and Ireland were inhabited; before
there were Straits of Dover, men came into Britain through Gaul and
Spain, from Africa. What about the Silurian and Berber or Iberic
types among the Celts of today?

Now let us glance at the tradition of the first influx of population
into Britain.

It is said that there was a great continent called Gwlad yr Haf, the
Summer Country, which for its many sins was destined to be de-
stroyed. As to the manner of its destruction, is there not somewhere
a reference to the “ oppression of waters ”? Among the remnant of
its inhabitants not stained by sin, were the Cymry, which word may
mean “ fellow-countrymen,” or may perhaps be akin, as Borrow says,
with the Sanskrit “ Kumara,” with the meaning of the “ unstained,”
the “ pure.” Under their leader Hu Gadarn they set sail, and came at
last to Ynys Fel, the Honey Island (Britain), then uninhabited. As
is usual with settlers in a new land, they gave names to certain parts
of it which should commemorate themselves and the land they came
from. Those parts, one may well think, would be the regions first
settled. One such they called Gwlad yr Haf; the other Cymru, the
land of the Cymry. Now Gwlad yr Haf, in English Somersetshire, is
on the southern, and Cymru or Wales is on the northern shore of the
Severn Sea. All of which suggests — mind, only suggests — that they
came from the southwest, and sailed up the Severn Sea.

Which is against all received suppositions. But here again, Theo-
sophy supplies a teaching which explains the Welsh tradition, and a
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thousand things otherwise inexplicable all over the globe. Synthesis
again throws light on that which analysis would cloud round with
more than Egyptian darkness. The evidences for the existence of the
continent and race of Atlantis, are much too numerous to be more than
alluded to here. There are all the Cyclopean remains to be accounted
for; and they are found all over the globe. There are the similarities
in custom between ancient China and pre-Incaic Peru; architectural
correspondences between the temples of Central America and Egypt;
the Easter Island Statues, and the gigantic statues of Bamian in Cen-
tral Asia; strange linguistic parallelisms between certain American
and the Celtic tongues, and again between both and Egyptian; and so
on, and so on. All of these things are not to be satisfactorily accounted
for, unless we admit Atlantis. Plato tells us something of it; he in
turn had it from the Egyptian priests. A great continent where now
the Atlantic rolls; and colonies from it spread out over the earth,
and flourished as mighty empires and civilizations long before the
dawn of history, even the most conjectural; long before the first begin-
nings of the present Aryan race of humanity. The waves covered the
last great island-remnant of Atlantis, according to H. P. Blavatsky,
some nine thousand years B. ¢.; but the main part of it had succumbed
to the “ oppression of the waters,” ages before that.

Now supposing that Hu Gadarn (or, perhaps, for a sop to the
theorists, “ someone else of the same name ) did bring his ships up
the Severn Sea; there would have been Atlantis for him to have come
from. Or supposing that he came from Atlantis; it would have been
very natural for him to have sailed up the Severn Sea.

Anthropology finds that the Welsh are a composite of three races,
the latest of which was the Aryan Celts. Welsh tradition declares
that the “ men of the Island of the Mighty ” (the Ancient Britons)
were a composite of three races, the last comers being a race that
crossed the continent of Europe as the Celts are supposed to have done.
Of the second, as such, little is said in the traditions; but facts above
stated would seem to indicate the coming of men from the south, from
Egypt and north Africa, led by the initiates who are represented in
tradition by the giant Idris; which race, or their Adept leaders, built
Stonehenge, Avebury, and the cromlechs for the purposes of their
Mystery-Religion. Science confirms, with the stone that came from
Africa, the Iberian type among the Welsh, and the Egyptian grammar
of the Welsh language. How should that last have come to be? In





































































































































































