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AR~EIAEOLOGICAI, research is advanci~lg at a rapid rate, and within the last 
two years many wonderful discoveries have been made which are but the begi11- 
nings of many more of even profounder interest. While Crete and Asia hfinor 
are considered the centers of interest in the Classic field at the present moment, 
America, especially Mexico and the Central American States, will ere long un- 
bosom treasures of ancient knowledge. - Katherine Ti~?glgl 

THE SACRIFICE OF CHRIST: 
by H. T. Edge, B. A. (Cantab.), M. A. 

A WRITER in a magazine, taking the Titanic disaster 
as his text, propounds the ancient question, " it711y? " 
meaning, Why does God allow such disasters? or, 
more generally, why does eternal goodness permit evil 
and suffering? And he quotes the old dilemma, by 

which it is considered a logical necessity that God nlust be either iin- 
potent or bad-willed - that he either cannot or will not prevent these 
ills. I t  may be pointed out that the argument, as far  as it concerns 
the l'itanic, is based on an assun~ption that may be unwarrantable; 
in others words, should this event be classed as an evil at  all? \Ve 
can scarcely itnagine any one event that has done so much to stimulate 
serious and helpful reflection on human nature, the soul, the meaning 
of life and death, and other essential problems. A great wave has 
been sent throughout the world of thought; and before its widespread 
influence has died out, so much will have been accomplished that the 
world will not be the same before as after. This surely must be 
classed as a good; could a wise and beneficent God have designed a 
better way of bringing homc to his people some valuable lessons? 
We do not assert; we merely query. And as to the pain and suffering 
-we know that pain and suffering as great, even greater, are going 
on all the time in our midst, and that these great disasters are dis- 
tinguished merely by their dramatic circumstances. 

Again, if God made the iceberg, man made the Titanic, and it 
was man who drove her full tilt in the dark against one of God's 
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mountains of ice. Are we, then, to imagine a God occupied in the 
perpetual task of saving man fronl the consequences of his ow11 fool- 
ishness (thereby making him tenfold more foolish) ? Would such a 
God be either good or wise? 

Hut the writer mentioned devotes most of his space to a considera- 
tion of an article in a Christian paper, advocating an ainplificatioii of 
the Christian doctrine of the Divine Incarnatiorl as a nleans of explain- 
ing the above problems about the relation between God and man. This 
writer seeks refuge in - what lie adillits to be no nlodern invention, 
but merely a return to Gnostic ideas -the conception of the Divine 
Power as being subdivided into a hierarchy of lesser powers, of which 
the lower ones only have any direct concern ~vitli Inan and nature. 
And he endeavors to render this idcn compatible with Christian formu- 
las by representing it as a kind of i~zcar?zntio~z of the Supreme Power. 
This incarnation he supposes to be of the nature of a self-sacrifice, 
whereby Deity voluntarily cnzptics itself ( ~ K C ' V W U C ,  see Plzilippiarz.~ TI, 
7) ; that is, divests itself of some of its power and knowledge in 
order to take on an inferior condition. By thus limiting itself, the 
Divine is enabletI to help that Iower creation which it seeks to raise, 
and this constitutes the voluntni-y sacrifice of Christ. And this is the 
only condition by which man and the lower creation can be raised - 
namely, by loving and voluntary self-sacrifice of a Divine Power 
which has purposely limited itself. ?'his is a talring-on of the sins of 
the world; and tlie Divine E'ower, thus self-liii7ited and diminished, 
is supposed to 1)e ca~~ab le  of erring, as we do. 

I t  will be seen from the above that this writer in a Christian paper 
has made a great stcp in preparing the middle gi-ound between religi- 
ous thought and thought of n tilore speculative character. But we 
notice some peculiar limitations due to his point of view and profes- 
sion. This tendency to enlarge the meaning of the doctrine of the 
Divine Incarnation he attributes to the influence of modern science 
and philosophy. W e  prefer to attribute it to tlie influence of something 
else, and to regard science and philosopliy as sharing in the ferment- 
ing process produced by this leaven. This leaven is the influence of 
Theosophical thought, set in motion by 11. P. Elavatsky. By boldly 
and elnphatically declaring the truth, that great pioneer of twentieth 
century progress literally forced science, philosophy, and religion - 
all departments of thought -to expand themselves or be left behind. 
I t  is this influence that has been working ever since the closing years 
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of last century, and is now producing such visible effects everywhere. 
But our preacher on the Divine Incarnation stops short of the full 

import of the ancient doctrine. H e  seems to regard this incarnated 
Divine Power, or Christ, as being with us and worlting and suffering 
with us. He  brings us right up to the very verge of the final thought 
and there leaves us. That this incarnated Divinity is actually our 
very Self - our real Self, not our mere personality -he does not 
aver. H e  gets as far as a Divine Being, stopping to share our in~pcr- 
fection. T o  have gone a step further would have been disastrous to 
the cherished feelings of many Christians, still too much habituated 
to the idea of man as a supplicant looking for aid to a power outside 
himself. But we will take that step further. 

Suppose that the Divine Incarnatioii and Sacrifice takes place in 
every man, and that the Crucifixion is the voluntary self-limitation 
of the Soul, which binds itself on the Cross of material life, in order 
to bring about the salvation or evolution of the lower human nature. 
And suppose that such self-limitation of the Divine occurs not merely 
in man but in all nature, being it1 fact the very essence of all evolution. 
W e  may further conceive that certain personages are and have been in 
a greater sense incarnations of Divinity, for the reason that they 
stood in advance of their contemporaries, undertook a greater sacri- 
fice, and thus became more abundantly endowed with the powers of 
Helpers and Teachers. We can well imagine that sonle such Helper, 
or perhaps a group of them, may have appeared solnewhere near the 
epoch assigned as the origin of Christianity ; that his influence started 
a great wave of reform, but was subsequently diverted and perverted 
in various ways, thus fornling the basis of many dognias and doc- 
trines. Arnong other peoples, too, I)ivine incarnations have beeti 
recognized; and with these peoples, as with ourselves, we find the 
crowd believing a more or less hard-and-fast and materialistic 
form of the teaching, while the more enlightened teach a broader and 
more intelligent doctrine. 

The essential point about this enlarged conception of Christianity 
is that it should involve the restoring of IILUYZ's lost Self-reliance. If 
indeed we are endowed with something of Divine Will and Intelli- 
gence, then we must use them; for a creature which instead of acting 
for itself, waits on the power and intervention of another power, is 
acting not like a God hut like an animal. If we are merely to change 
the form of an old error, and to go on imagining Christ or God as a 
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wholly external power, and ourselves as weak and incapable, \vliei-ein 
is our gain? 

Has the Divine Power really limited itself, that it inay thus inforin 
and help on its creatures? Tllen who ancl what are its agents? Are 
we to look around for thcm and expect them to appear and adjust 
our affairs for us? Or  is it possible that we ourselves nlay be those 
agents, or rather some of them, and that \lie are expectetl to act - 
are being waited for to act? We have conscience to k11o\v -vvllxt is right, 
and will to execute what is right. 1;l~hcrc Inan uses his will according 
to conscience, there the Divine has acted through one of its agents. 

Such is the olcl teaching; and for its present revival we are srtrely 
indebted to that brave pioneer H. P. Blavatsky, who most certainly 
took on a great many heart-trying tribulations in willing obeclience 
to the compelling power of Love. Let us requite the bounty of our 
teachers by fulfilling their behests, and by being, like them, real inen 
and women, helping others instead of waiting to be helped. If Jesus 
were here today, he would not be patting our sinful heads; he would 
have us be up and doing. 

Is  there not too much fear in cliurcEiiaiiity today - fear of offend- 
ing God, fear of iiliperilling our olvn safety? Let man but act fearless- 
ly and conscientio~~sly, trusting loyally in the goodness of his own real 
nature, and eternal goodness can look after itself. W e  need not be 
so desperately afraid of offending the Deity. 

The message of Theosophists to Christians would be an expressioi~ 
of the earnest hope that this nobler, wiser view of Christ iiiay gain 
ground. For how that sacred name has been slighted! I t  has been 
made to stand for a mere personal helper and friend, a supporter of 
our weakness, a remitter of our sins. This idea of Christ is very holy 
and dear to many, and many good souls base upon such a faith their 
blameless and self-sacrificing lives. But yet this ideal falls far  short 
of the truth; and indeed it has proved itself inadequate to meet the 
present needs of humanity. By thus thinking of Christ as one sole 
personality, and as separate from ourselves, we make too great a gnlf 
between ourselves and the Divine. I t  is the Divine idea that we our- 
selves should aspire to the nature of Christ - that we should also be 
pure and wise and strong, that we should perform voluntary self- 
sacrifice for the purpose of helping. For truly, every tnan who by 
recognizing his Immortal Self rises above the plane of his weakness 
and delusion, and who finds the great Law of Cornpassion to be the 
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real I,aw of lluliiaii life, becomes to that extent :I Christ, a Ilelper of 
hunlanity, and has set his foot on a path that knows no liinits. 

Rut this idea of tlie Divine Incarnation in nature is not exclusively 
Christian but universal. I t  gives the key to Evolution. Biology shows 
us (with Illore or less truth and error) Izozw the scale of life unfolds 

t ?  itself; illis shows us why. l he Divine is everywhere, in the tiniest 
atom, striving to espress itself and to create forms of perfection; 
from the superb crystal in thc iiiine up to that most advanced product, 
Man. And in Man the Divine has incarnated a portion of its Jl'iil 
and self-creative Intelligence, which we so guiltily abrogate, calling 
ourselves iniserable sinners. Cut the way to escape from sin is to 
leave off sinning, and this is a duty which cannot be done for us by 
another. We  n1ust do it o~ti-selves, therehy showing that we do iiitleed 
possess the gift of  the Spirit. Let us not wait in foolish expcctaricy 
for the coining of sotile Ch1-ist, whether from the Elast or fro111 the 
West;  let us not he among those who cry, (' Lo here and lo there! " 
But let thc Christ come in our own Heart, through the awakcniilg of 
our onrn lost Self-respect and of tlie deterillination to Act. 

And many Christians are better than tlieir own gospel. Gar, while 
the latter urges upon each inan the necessity of caring for his own 
salvation, we arc all the while perforiiliiig acts of self-sacrifice in ac- 
cordance 1% it11 the proinptings of our own Divinity. All we need to 
do is to r c c o g ~ t i x  our Ilivine nature and give it a chance. 

IN A GARDEN: by Kenneth Morris 
is all very well for lnaterialisni to rule out intelligent 

a tabu on the soul of things; your true 
gardener ltno~vs better. For hi111 the Bcauiiful Farltily 
is so real, whether he knows it or not, that he does all 
but see them. H e  passes into fairyland when he dons 

his gardening clothes; hoe, rake, or  spade will be the golden key. 
The beauty he helps into manifestation, he will not be so deaf as to 
hear nothing from; there will be a seepage, day by day, illto his being, 
of secret and lnysterious tidings froin the Regents of the F*lowers. 

'I'hey are so companionable, once you stop throwing raw science a t  
them. You must understand what they like, yes ; but you IIILIS~ reniei11- 
her that they do like it; they have tlieir inclinations and aversions, 
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just as we have; but in a inore sensible manner. For what they like 
and desire they thrive on; but we humans hanker after our poisons 
tnore often than not. There you have a great part of the secret of 
their power; they have their conscio~~sness; they tlzink ( I  will main- 
tain) - or perhaps it would be better to say, they dream; but they do 
not fuss, argue, form opinions, theorize, envy their neighbors or pity 
themselves. Never tell me they do not love the one that loves them. 
They simply confide in him. 

When you go into huinan company, every one begins to declare to 
you, willy-nilly, what one might call his iiieaning. Just what signifi- 
cance he has in the scheme of things is written on his face, in his 
bearing, in the tones of his voice. You make no conscious interpreta- 
tion, very likely; you would need a deeper learning than is common, 
to read the oldest writings on the human palimpsest ; for they are most- 
ly blurred out and written over and over with trumpery nieinories and 
perhaps with vices. But the general effect, the suili total, you get 
whether you want it or not; some company will depress, debase, or 
irritate; another will amuse, delight, encourage, or inspire. The 
inward self of man has its atmosphere, which you cannot but breathe 
mentally to some extent in his presence. This, perhaps, is the most 
certain proof I have that my neighbor is a conscious being like lilyself. 
That he moves and speaks is evidence for my senses; but that I sense 
the aroma of his consciousness, is actual proof for my conscious self. 
It is seeing with a surer eye than the physical, hearing with a deeper 
and nearer ear. 

I t  is much the same with the flowers; oi~ly that the first writing 
has not been blurred. There is the rose: she speaks her pinks and 
~vhites, her yellows and crimsons; she tliinks her scent; her action 
is the full richness of her form. I t  is all directly from her soul - 
which shines forth, blooms, breaks out from her triumphantly, with 
abundant largesse of generosity. You go into the presence of a rose 
and, if you have an ounce of the wizard spirit of gardeners in you, 
are affected by her consciousness as keenly as if she were Queen of 
Sheba or the daughter of an old-time enchanter. There is no noise; 
you have to listen; you have to quiet the restless mind within you, 
and be content to receive instruction. She is a passionless Sappho 
for making poems; let but her flowering time come, and she will not 
rest from her soundless singing. And it is magic that she sings; 
it is vision upon vision drifted out of the heart of Eternal Beauty. 
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0 Gods, that there shotlld be niaterialisnl in a world wherein roses 
bloom! I exalt her, but not invidiously; although she has been 
crowned clueen and has beconle for us the synibol of the bewildering 
copious Beauty of the Innermost, yet she has a thousand fellows; 
and they are all allied together in their protest against things small 
and rnoan and unlovely. Do but string their narnes together - so 
that they have names, and iiot liiere uncouth labels - and you shall 
have lines of poetry galore. Roscs and da fod i l s ,  pallsics and lilies! 
Of course one is thinking of that one perfect lyrical line of George 
hlacdonald's, his supreille lyrical line: " Sitrg apples and clzcrries, 
YOSCS atld Izo~tey." 

P l I hey must have revealed their names, dreaniing then1 out into the 
dreams of sonle village cliild somewhere, or to sonie gardener anlong 
the mountain valleys, accusto~ned to long silences. Tztlip and blztcbcll, 
iris af ld pcolly. Nanles once spoken ~voulcl be sifted in the popular 
mind, which broods, and does not argue, in the country places; and 
the true flower names would be kept, and the niere inventions, lacking 
the force of truth, would be discarded. There you have the method 
and value of all folklore ; folk-tunes, folk-tales, flower-names, in order 
to live must be living; they nlust be energetic with a life and truth of 
their own. Bring such irlatters to the court of the brain-mind, and wit11 
argumentation, classification, and logic you soon scour their bones of 
all vitality and spiritual significance. For some of us, no doubt, the 
reality of a nian is his bare skeleton; sot11 and personality niay both 
go hang. Who was it first affronted that keen, nlerry fellow the snap- 
dragon, with the opprobrious appellation of a?ztirlzinul~z? 

The first writing has not been blurred, we said; but then, you may 
argue, nlost of our garden flowers, and Inany of the best of then1 all, 
have been developed by man from growths far poorer and less beauti- 
ful. Very true; but then, there is a soul in man also. Many will have 
caught the dream and ideal of the Flower-Regents themselves, I think, 
and lent their aid to developing that dreatn in the outer world. Others 
again, will set then~selves to produce fat  inonstrosities and abortions. 
Your clirysanthenium may be a fitting enibodiment for the sweet, 
nlysterious being of the autunm; or it iiiay be the merest educated 
mop. Or  think what coarse horrors have latterly been (leveloped out 
of the pansy. 

Pansies have a double fitness in their narne. They are pctzs6es, 
no doubt; tlzoughts of one of the most (excellently) human of all the 
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flower spirits; thoughts or dreams solemn, brave, or gay. There is 
more wealth in a bed of them, than in stores of uphoarded gold and 
diamonds; they tell you every manner of story, so long as it be beauti- 
ful; they whisper their own peculiar ideas and imaginings, out of 
regions where the 'I'rue and the Beautiful are known for one. In  
that world duty and beauty conflict not; neither gives place to the 
other; they are more than twins, having the same body and soul. 
But here is this other derivation for the name of pansy; made 
long after the naming, but not one whit the less true on that account: 
if your daisy is the Eye of Day, so is this Pan's Eye. Indeed, 
indeed, it is that dear and age-old Wizard that looks out at you through 
every blooni of it. Here you read his tniscl~ief and merriment; there 
his long and purple musings. Pan Universal, they lied when they said 
that yo t~  were dead -yesterday you winked at  me in the garden! 

Poets have aimed many shafts of song at  the Daffodil; but for 
ages yet she will remain a transcendent bean of n~ystery, a yellow 
secret of delight, an unfathonlable comfort to her lovers, untold, untell- 
able. One does not know whether she is more friendly or aloof; 
whether she is more merry or secretive . . . and oh that one knew 
the pure secret that keeps her laughing and brooding! A jocujzd 
cof.lzpany? Yes; but she is at  least jocund for no less reason than 
because joy and beauty are at  the heart of things, are the soul and 
nourishment of things ; and because she has some private information 
about the yellow constellations -how that they, too, are pure daffo- 
dils of joy upon their stalks. And then too, in spite of her delicacy, 
think of her daring! -she that  conzes before the swallozw dares, and 
takes the  evitzds of 1Clu~clz w i t h  beauty. Shakespeare must have been 
of the Secrct F'ellowship of Gardeners, or he would never have been 
initiated into such occult wisdonl as that. I t  is what one might reason- 
ably call Magic. 

I knew a gardener once, who classified his charges according to 
religion, and had flowers dedicated to all the Gods and pl~ilosopliers. 
There is this much in it, perhaps : the world-consciousness manifest- 
ing through the prism of human thought, has split itself up into those 
great divisions; as light, through its prisms, falls naturally into the 
rays of the seven colors ; and again, the world-consciousness nlanifests 
through the flowers, and must split and classify itself there too. 
According to my friend, you must see in cherry blossom, plum blos- 
som, chrysanthemum, brave and artistic Shintoists; in peony and 
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dahlia, prini, bright aster and suave, gorgeous pelargonium, Confu- 
cians devoted to ritual, rectitude, an abundant, but eminently tasteful, 
opulence of beauty and well-being. 'rom ancient Vedic and Buddhistic 
India we liavc the lotus, meditating in her white purity on the waters; 
it was she that heard the  legio~zs ~ I L Z ~ ~ Z ~ C Y  past a~zd plunged i~z tiilnelcss 
flzoz~glzt again. For Isliim tlierc is the tulip and perhaps tlie lilac; 
the first proper to Bagdad, Dam:tscus, or Chrdova in the days of their 
glorious caliphs; a splendid figure out of the Arabian Nights; a jtlst, 
liberal, and n~agnallit~lous Saladin; a warrior-poet Sa'di taking the 
field against materialism, falsehood, and barbaria11 rapacity. E-Ic will 
have it, will tlie tulip, that the Golden Age is a reality and still attain- 
able; H e  k~zows  about it all, he k?zo.sus, Ize k~~o.zc~s.  He  is like a song 
of II:~fiz, most gorgeous dreanier and singer of the gorgeous Persians. 
As for tlie lilac, in hcr you have the quiet iragrance of Iranian Sufi- 
ism; here sings Jelaluddi~l the niystic, or the wonderful l'entnlalter of 
Naishapur. 

Roses and pansies, iris and violets; these surely are true Hellenic 
pagans all of them. These are blossoins sacred to ox-eyed Her2 and 
Idalian Aphrodite; who, while the flowers bloom, still have homage 
paid theni, if not by men. Are they not 1110st fortl~riglit, these flowers, 
in their joy of life and delight in the beautiful? Scandinavian myth- 
ology seenis to claim rather trees than flowers; its beauty is too sternly 
grand to be associated with any blooni that one can think of. Then, 
too, it seems to me that if one could get a confession of faith froin tlie 
scarlet geraniun~, it would be in Roiilali hlars and Jupiter of the 
Capitol. 

As for you, Daffodil, you are certainly thc Druidess of the garden; 
pure, beautiful, iliystei-ious, heart of all natural rnagic, at  once joyous 
and austere; you are of that ancient mystery-cult which has drcnclied 
poetry with the dews of \IlTonderment, and itself ren~ains niainly un- 
known; which haunts every hillside and moorland in so~lle six little 
countries, is a tantalizing question-mark on tlie ditn horizon of history, 
and may be studied better on the winds and waters among tlie moun- 
tains, than in books on comparative religion. Here are the Druidic 
trees and flowers : the oak, the rowan, and the hawthorn; gorse, broom 
and heather; vervain and mistletoe, meado~v-sweet and wood-ane- 
moiie; tlie Shatnroclc of Ireland, the J:luehells of Scotland, and the 
Daffodil of Wales (for  the daffodil, if the truth should be told, is the 
leek that must be worn " upon St. Tavy's Day "). There is a kind of 










































































































