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WHILE the bells are ringing on the outer plane, calling men to a recognition 
of the New Time, the soft, silvery tones of the compassionate Heart of Life 
are sounding forth their sweet music to the souls of men, calling them away from 
the paths of darkness, unrighteousness, and despair, to the ever-abiding Glory of 
a Truer and Better Life, and the Hope and Peace of a New Day. 

Katherine Titzgley 

THE NEW YEAR: by Charles Maxon 

HOREAU pointed out that there are artists in life, persons who can 
change the color of a day and make it beautiful to those with whom 
they come in contact. We claim that there are masters in life who 
make it divine, as in all other arts. Is  it not the greatest art of all, 
this which affects the very atmosphere in which we live? That it is 
the most important is seen at once, when we remember that every per- 

son who draws the breath of life affects the mental and moral atmospl~ere of the 
world, and helps to color the day for those about him. Those who do not help to 
elevate the thoughts and lives of others must of necessity either paralyse them by in- 
difference, or actively drag them down. When this point is reached, then the art 
of life is converted into the science of death. And no one can be quite inactive. 
. . . Every one lives, thinks and speaks. . . . The Theosophist who is at all in 
earnest, sees his responsibility and endeavors to find knowledge, living, in the 
meantime, up to the highest standard of which he is aware. . . . Man's life is 
in his own hands, his fate is ordered by himself. Why then should not the corn- 
ing year be a year of greater spiritual development than any we have lived 
through? I t  depends on ourselves to make it so. This is an actual fact, not a 
religious sentiment. In  a garden of sunflowers every flower turns toward the 
light. Why not so with us?  

And let no one imagine that it is a mere fancy, the attaching of importance 
to the birth of the year. The earth passes through its definite phases and man 
with i t ;  and as a day can be colored so can a year. - From Editorial by H. P. 
Blavatsky, Lucifer, I ,  337. 

The Past;  what is it? . . . You are the past of yourself. Therefore it con- 
cerns you not as such. I t  only concerns you as you now are. In  you as you 
now exist, lies all the past. . . . I care not what I zvas, or what any one was. 
I only look for what I am each moment. For as each moment is and at once is 
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not, it must follow that if we think of the past we forget the present, and while 
we forget, the moments fly by us, making more past. - William Q. Judge 

The old year is gone and we stand on the threshold of the new. 
Once again we are face to face with one of the mysteries of our exist- 
ence - the mystery of Time : the Past, the Present, the Future. Yet 
how few seek to understand it;  how few seek to understand them- 
selves; how few know that the key to the understanding of the Uni- 
verse is within themselves ! 

And how few realize that the present moment is ours. Each 
moment we stand between the past and the future. All the mighty 
past is focused in the present, and only through the gateway of the 
present moment can we enter into the future. 

Nor can we halt on the threshold, there is that within which for- 
bids our stay. W e  may be never so loath to let the present go, yet even 
while we seek to detain it, it is gone into the irrevocable past. So day 
follows day, year follows year, and still we will not recognize nor apply 
the great secret of cyclic law, which the succession of moments and 
the mighty procession of the years so persistently force upon our 
attention. 

Truly it is in the commonest facts of life that lie our greatest 
opportunities, and it is in the most comn~onplace occurrences that are 
hidden some of the profoundest mysteries. 

Oh, that I could live my life over again! How many have thought 
this ! But we know it may not be. Yet there is better than that. There 
is a new day not yet lived, a new year not yet run its course, awaiting 
us all with its infinite possibility. T o  live life over again? It may not 
be; but life before us, with the experience and lessons of the past - 
that is ours. For, after all, the wish is not to live the same life over 
again if we could. Were that possible, we should live it again as 
before and with the same unsatisfying result; but underlying the wish 
is the prayer, nay the hope, for a new life in which we may build upon 
the lessons and experiences of the past. Yet we make a grave mistake 
if we seek to live in the future before it is ours, for it is as impossible 
to live in the future as in the past. 

In the truest sense, neither the past nor the future is ours, but 
only the present. Our weakness and folly lie in neglecting the present 
with its opportunities, as we do when with vain regrets we live the past 
over again in memory, or in imagination picture for ourselves life as 
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we would have it in the future. In either case we miss the opportunity 
of the only time which is ours, the present moment, the Now. 

And yet, while every moment is ours to use for good or ill, there 
are certain recurring moments which are to those which follow as the 
keynote is to the musical con~position. Such a moment is the moment 
of dawn, the moment just before the sunrise that heralds the birth of 
a new day; and such a moment, of still vaster import, is the birth of 
the New Year. 

Whence comes the custom of making New Year resolutions? So 
universal is it that it cannot have arisen by chance. There is no chance 
in the Divine Order that governs all things from the simplest to the 
greatest. There is still a ( (  destiny that shapes our ends," however 
rough-hewn, turbulent, chaotic, our human life in this iron age. The 
custom of making New Year resolutions is in itself neither meaning- 
less nor futile, however we may laugh at  it, or joke that the road to 
hell is paved with them. For the road to heaven is similarly paved; 
it rests with us as to which of these two shall be our goal - whether 
our resolutions shall be cemented together by action consistent there- 
with into the mosaic of a noble life, or be left as stumbling-blocks for 
new defeats. 

One of the greatest secrets of life is locked up in this custom, so 
old that no one can trace its origin, born out of the very night of time, 
coming down from the birth of the human race. I t  is a key to one of 
the inner doorways that lead to the understanding and the conquest of 
ourselves, and to the meaning of our life here. I t  is because of man's 
indifference to his real nature, his indifference to spiritual things, that 
he fails to make use of it. Yet its meaning is so plain that he who runs 
may read. " The fruit lies in the seed "; "As is the seed, so will be 
the harvest " ; " Well begun is half done "; "A good beginning is half 
the battle "; and many another trite saying testify to the power and 
opportunity given into our hands at the birth of every New Year and 
the dawn of every new day. I t  is for each of us to strike what keynote 
we will for the coming year; to strike it true and clear and whole- 
heartedly, or false and jangled and insincere. Let us strike it true, 
and in tune with the highest that is in us, and so make music for the 
world ! 

A New Day, a New Year, lie before us; all the past irrevocably 
gone, all the future beckoning with its golden promise! 

Forever, Time's daughters sit threading their beads, neither hurrying, nor 
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delaying. Day after day, year after year, is strung upon their endless thread. 
Here and there a rare jewel, a flashing diamond, an iridescent opal, a delicate 
pearl, shines among the lusterless, jagged beads that by far outnumber all the rest. 

Now and again, sweet melody breaks forth from the Time-Maidens' lips, 
echoing the songs of happy days that have blessed the children of Earth; but the 
songs are rare, seldom do they break the monotony of the moaning sorrow and 
anguished cries that are wrung from their hearts by the world's woe. 

Yet, could we but look into the eyes of the Time-Maidens, behind the sadness, 
we might see not only the record of the days that now are swiftly passing, not 
only the memory of the Earth as it has been for ages; but the light of a far-away 
gaze into the Future that is still to be born. 'l'here is the brightness of Hope and 
the radiance of Joy in that gaze; for the cycles in their turning shall bring again 
a Golden Age, a new day of Brotherhood and Peace. 
0 toiling, sorrowing Brothers, Sisters, your yearning hopes and prayers are 

not in vain! 
0 Warrior Brothers, Sisters, whose hearts beat true, fight on ! 
The first flush of the Dawn is in the sky! 
The Night is far-spent ; the Day is at hand ! 

WORK REGARDED AS A PRIVILEGE: 
by H. T. Edge, B. A. (Cantab.), M. A. 

HE writer of a certain book on technical cliemistry expresses 
the view, shared by many, that science should be studied 
for its own sake rather than from any motive of gain; and 
points out that in actual life the desire for gain is not our 
principal motive for working, but that we work in fulfilment 

of a law of our nature, whose satisfaction brings content. We all 
feel that the notion of recompense has become too closely attached to 
the idea of work in these days, and there is a desire to return to the 
idea of work as being a privilege and a joy. But the conditions under 
which we live bind us fast in a network of circumstances that renders 
well-nigh impossible the realization of this desirable ideal; and these 
conditions are the accumulated growth of selfish and materialistic 
principles of conduct. The question, therefore, that concerns us is 
how to overcome these conditions and bring about the ones we desire. 

In the world today there are many people who are obliged to toil 
for subsistence in such a way that their thoughts are continually cen- 
tered on the question of remuneration. For such people work can be a 
pleasure only in a minor degree. Other people go on working for 
gain long after their needs are supplied, and for them the desire of 
accumulating swallows up the pleasure of working. Others again seek 
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their happiness in the false notion that work is a thing to be avoided, 
and try to be happy without working. 

But work is really a fulfilling of the laws of our nature, and such 
fulfilling ought to bring a satisfaction that would be an answer to the 
problem of life. The animals all fulfil the laws of their nature and 
find thereby the end and aim of their existence. The bird that seems 
to spend the whole day in the collection of insects or seeds is actually 
enjoying the use of its limbs and senses; nor is the lizard that basks 
in the sun and raises himself up and down on his little newly-evolved 
arms occupied exclusively in meditating on the subject of flies. As to 
man, we may quote Pope to the effect that: 

T o  be, contents his natural desire, 
IIe asks no angel's wing, no seraph's fire. 

But this applies to the " poor Indian," who, in the poet's vision, 
lacks those introspective and questioning faculties that trot~ble the 
denizen of western civilization. The " untutored mind " has fewer 
faculties to exercise; but the more complex mind may find its more 
difficult labor crowned by a richer achievement if it can succeed in 
profitably exercising its ampler endowments. 

The idea of work as a privilege, however far  from realization, can 
at least be held before the mind as an ideal ; and this will bring nearer 
the realization. But to what extent is this the ideal of work that is 
held up by our politicians and social reformers? Do they scheme out 
ways by which all men may be allowed the privilege of working, or 
plan to punish the erring by depriving them of work? It is admitted 
that, with the facilities of modern invention, ample sustenance for all 
could be insured at  the expense of a trifling contribution of labor from 
each. But suppose that, instead of trying to arrange a con~pulsory 
schedule of working hours, we were engaged in a polite scramble for 
the privilege of contributing to the general maintenance! 

Visitors to the International Theosophical Headquarters at  Lotna- 
land often wonder how the people there can be content to work without 
remuneration, yet the lack of remuneration is itself one of the princi- 
pal attractions. All will admit that anxiety about remuneration spoils 
the joy of work, and that relief therefrom is often found in the indul- 
gence of some hobby. The essence of the hobby is that it consists of 
some labor that need not be performed; it is a labor of love. There 
are many people, in all branches of occupation, who would be glad of 
the opportunity to work from sheer love of work; but they are pre- 
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vented either by inexorable circun~stances or by the hypnotic force 
of strongly ingrained ideas and fashions. The ability to work in such 
desirable conditions is esteemed by the workers of Lomaland as a privi- 
lege for which they ought to be thankful, seeing how difficult it is to 
be obtained elsewhere and how many people are unable to share it. 
And this last consideration should also make them anxious to extend 
the privilege to as many as possible and to point the way by which it 
may be secured on a larger scale. 

I t  would be easy to go through the list of occupations in which 
people are engaged, and to point out in the case of each one how desir- 
able it would be if love instead of gain were the inspiring force. Rut 
such an enumeration is not necessary, since it can be supplied by each 
one for himself. The teaching profession is one that might be men- 
tioned specially as being hampered by the question of remuneration; 
for there is no profession wherein it is more desirable that the worker 
should be free and unembarrassed. How much better it would be 
if all teachers could be relieved from anxiety as to sustenance and left 
free to express to the full the energy with which their noble profession 
inspires them! Artists, too, in every field - graphic, musical, literary 
-are sadly encumbered by the obtrusion of " filthy lucre "; and it 
is quite needless to expatiate on the advantages of being free from 
that incubus in their case. And so with all the crafts, constructive, 
agricultural. Modern conditions turn men into pieces of machinery, 
executing some simple set of mechanical motions over and over again 
all day; and the farmer is burdened by anxiety about profit and loss. 

But, without enlarging on this part of the theme, so familiar to 
all, let us pass to a consideration of the means of achieving the desired 
end. And here, leaving aside all devious bypaths of discussion, we 
may go straight to the only possible answer, an answer whose truth 
will scarcely be denied. There is one requisite with which all things 
are possible, without which nothing is possible. There must be more 
heart-life in the com~nz~nity. Our commonwealth is all on a selfish 
basis, and that is precisely what is the matter with it, as we are all 
realizing more clearly every day. This is the one solution to all the 
vexed social problems of today - we must have more heart-life. 

Many modern theories regarding man are contrary to his best in- 
stincts, for these instincts are chiefly social and give evidence of his 
possessing a heart all the time. His economic theories are largely based 
on the assunlption that man is an inveterately selfish creature, who will 
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always gratify himself at the expense of his fellows whenever possible. 
His biological theories are based on more than one curious assumption 
-that man is an animal, that the animals are selfish. The theory 
that society is a complicated chemical reaction may be very interesting 
but it will not solve our problems. What we need is a philosophy that 
will interpret man's instincts, motives and aspirations as we find them. 

Many writers are declaring that modern civilization needs religion. 
So in truth it does, but what religion? The only satisfactory answer 
is, Religion itself - the one eternal and universal Religion that under- 
lies all religions. The name of this Religion is the Heart-Doctrine. 
Seek in yourself for the motives that are broad, impersonal, compas- 
sionate, and give them scope; so shall you find your Spiritual nature 
grow, and light will come. W e  need more faith in our own Divinity. 
It is this that Theosophy seeks to implant by its lunlinous teachings 
as to the nature of man. Theosophy is the Doctrine of the Heart. 

THE HILLS OF CAERSALEM: (Welsh Air: Crugybnr) 
By Kenneth Morris 

0 H Hills of Caersalem the Immortal, 
Where wonder, a daffodil, flowers, 

Oh City with sunset for portal, 
And the opals of eve for your towers, 

Though we wander the deserts of sadness, 
Though our glory be dimmed and o'ercast, 

We shall put forth in barks of sun-gladness 
And come by your marvels at last! 

When the pageant and pomp, and the riot 
Of sunset in mystery wane, 

And the calm feet of evening and quiet 
Steal gleaming afar o'er the main; 

When the silent wave glittereth, dreaming 
In  citron and silver and blue, 

Our vision goes yearning and streaming, 
Oh Hills of the Deathless, to you! 

Not meekness shall win to your splendor; 
Not death guides the bark to your shore, 

But the strong man shall force your surrender, 
Go in, and have joy evermore. 

Swing wide, 0 ye gates of compassion! 
Swing wide, for man's madness shall cease, 

And, purged of all prayer and all passion, 
He shall roam on the Mountains of Peace. 

International Theosophical Headquarters, 
Pokt Lorna, California. 



THE LOUVRE: by Laura Bonn 
VER so slight an acquaintance with Paris, a few months or 

weeks or even days, leaves an unfading impression of ex- 
hilarating life, sparkling lights, green parks and fresh gar- 
dens; of graceful bridges spanning its river; of wide 
avenues of trees radiating from a center and ending in 

spacious squares; of majestic colunlns, arches, palaces and cathedrals. 
For many days one is satisfied to enjoy the charming out-of-door life 
of Paris, to drive through its avenues and wooded parks, to mingle 
with the crowd thronging its boulevards, conscious of its gaiety and 
friendliness - in a word, to appreciate the city's lovely exterior before 
entering its many public palaces to see what Paris is like on the inside. 

One of the noblest of the monuments of Paris, and the one above 
all others that belongs to the race as well as to France, is the Palace 
of the Louvre. Historically it is one of the most interesting buildings 
of Europe, aside from its importance as the depository of the priceless 
and unsurpassed, if not unrivaled, museum of art. The present palace 
of the Louvre was begun by Francis I on the site of the ancient Louvre 
which was the home of the kings of France since the thirteenth cen- 
tury. The palace was extended and beautified by generations of 
kings, its imposing east front with its superb Corinthian colonnade of 
coupled columns, being added by Louis XIV. The west facade is an 
excellent example of early French Renaissance architecture. The 
interior of the palace has been decorated and redecorated from time 
to time by successive governments and only a few of its apartments 
retain their original appearance. One such is the great Galerie d9Apol- 
lon which in itself is a museum in which one could spend hours. Its 
walls and ceiling, so rich in painting and tapestry, form a gorgeous 
setting for such relics as the swords of Charlemagne and Napoleon 
which its glass cases contain. 

Dumas, that endless and delightful story-teller, has peopled the 
palace of the Louvre most vividly for us with those who really lived 
there in generations past, and to his readers it has become a back- 
ground to Catherine de AJedici, the Cardinal and the Duke of Guise, 
to Mary Queen of Scots in her youth, when she was the wife of the 
French King Francis 11, and to many other famous characters of 
history, until the royal residence was moved to the palace of the Tuil- 
eries. 

This palace, begun by Catherine de Medici, was joined to the 
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Louvre by great wings, the two buildings becoming thus one immense 
palace, around which centered many of the most vital events occurring 
in the French capital for some centuries. The Tuileries was the scene 
of many a memorable disaster at the time of the overthrow of the 
ancient French monarchy. Mobs invaded and stormed it. I t  was 
taken and retaken by the people and finally burned by the Commune 
in 1871. The Louvre narrowly escaped a like fate, as it too was under- 
mined and charged with explosives and its roof watered with petrol- 
eum; but something, generally called Chance, intervened to save it 
while its sister palace perished in flames, and all that is left of it othcr 
than its historical associations, are the pavilions which adorned its 
extremities and which, now restored, form the architectural termina- 
tion of the wings of the Louvre. These wings fornlerly connected the 
two palaces. The gardens of the 'l'uileries which were laid out by 
Louis XIV's famous gardener, Le NGtre, now cover the site of the 
demolished palace and are open to the public. Little children play 
there on its lawns and around its fountains; women sit and sew there 
in its shade, and it is the place for loitering and promenading when 
the band plays on afternoons in summer. 

Amid such happy, peaceful surrounding it is difficult to realize the 
thrilling scenes enacted here during the stormy period of the Revolu- 
tion and of the Empire. Two scenes that occur to the mind are the 
unfortunate and humiliating flight from the palace of Louis XVI and 
Marie Antoinette in disguise and under cover of darkness, in sharp 
contrast to the pomp and circu~nstance with which the Imperial party 
assembled here to proceed to Notre Dame Cathedral for the Coro- 
nation of Napoleon. A still more recent scene was the unhappy flight 
of Empress EugCnie after the Emperor's defeat at  Sedan. Just as 
the third Republic was proclaimed the prefect of police rushed into her 
apartment at  the Tuileries shouting, "The  Empire has fallen, save 
yourself Madame." And the last royal resident of the palace was 
forced to save herself by flight through the long gallery of the Louvre, 
down into the street and away in a hired cab. 

For more than a century a great part of the interior of the Louvre 
has been occupied by the famous art  collection now so extensive in 
its scope that, were there only this museum left in the world, one could 
still trace the history of ancient and medieval art  by means of the mag- 
nificent specimens to be found in its halls of antiquities, of sculpture 
and of painting. Even the uninstructed in art  can to a great extent 
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appreciate the collection provided he makes up in zeal what he lacks 
in knowledge. The museum itself will educate him who brings to it 
an enthusiastic interest, for surely one can value objects of art  as 
much for the thoughts they give rise to as for any approach to perfec- 
tion the canvas or marble may possess. Here before the eyes in splen- 
did array is spread a page, nay a volume, of the history of man as 
expressed in art. 

In  Egypt, Chaldaea, Assyria, Babylonia, and other ancient lands, 
man expressed himself by recording on stone or tile, for the decora- 
tion of temple and palace, symbols of his gods, his religious rites and 
beliefs, his triumphs and pleasures. Wonderful examples of these 
records of the past are found in the Louvre and one can in imagination 
rebuild the palaces of Nineveh or Babylon with their massive walls 
of sun-dried brick, covered without by enamel tiles and within by slabs 
of alabaster on which were carved the triumphs of war and the pleas- 
ures of the chase. The imposing entrances of these palaces were 
guarded by winged human-headed bulls or lions or other mythological 
conceptions. 

Both Egyptian and Mesopotamian art doubtless exerted an in- 
fluence upon early Greek art and hence upon succeeding art for all 
time. The conventional conception of the human form of these ancient 
peoples culminated in the freedom and perfection of form in the art 
of Greece. In the Louvre one can see the beginning of art in the sculp- 
tures from Nineveh, Babylon and Thebes and its culmination in the 
Venus of Milos and in the Winged Victory of Samothrace which in 
its mutilated majesty, with great outspread wings, stands now at  
the foot of the grand stairway. As a single figure it is perhaps the 
most inspiring bit of Greek art extant. 

The Greeks attained to a perfection of form which we can never 
hope to surpass and although Browning claims, in his Old Pictures ilz 
Florence, that the special task begun by the early Renaissance artists 
was to portray, not the form alone, but man himself ," to bring the in- 
visible full into play," we are not warranted in saying that this was 
not equally the aim of the best art of the Greeks as also of those older 
races of Egypt, Babylonia and Assyria. I t  should be remembered, 
however, that a significant feature of much of Egyptian art, as also 
of other ancient lands, was its symbolism, portraying the powers and 
attributes of the soul, and that this is not found in later Greek art, 
nor in the art of the Renaissance. 










































































































