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If there be no reasons to suppose that we have existed before that period at
which our existence apparently commences, then there are no grounds for suppos-

ing that we shall continue to exist after our existence has apparently ceased.
—Shelley

IS THE WILL FREE? by H. T. Edge, m. A.

: = “PETERMINISM or Free Will 7 is a title that one reads
at the head of discussions, which shows that people
still love to debate a very old question — whether the
will is bound or free. It might be as well to begin by

B defining the word “ will,” with a view to arriving at
a dehmtlon agreeable to all parties in the debate. Indeed, that would
seem to be an indispensable preliminary, yet it is sadly neglected. The
result of the neglect is what might be expected — endless confusion.
It is like trying to solve an equation with too many unknown quanti-
ties; and too often also there are mistakes in the algebra, leading to
such solutions as 2 = 3, or 2 = 2 — that is, to absurdities and truisms.

It is safe to say that that which is ordinarily understood by the
word “ will 7 includes factors which are bound and factors which are
free; hence, according to this meaning, the will is both free and bound.
But here we find it necessary to define the word “ free” also. Free
means unconditioned, and it would seem that only the Absolute can
be free in this broad sense of the word, and that every being in the
universe must be conditioned to a greater or less extent. In short,
freedom is relative.

Our actions are determined by various incentives known as wishes,
desires, passions, etc. If we cannot resist these desires, then our will
is bound. If we resist them, we do so in obedience to some other and
stronger motive. In this case we can claim that our will is relatively
free, but yet it is conditioned. We must always act in accordance with
some law; it is inconceivable that a being can act without incentive
of any kind. Hence all action may be said to be conditioned. The
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expression “ freedom of the will ” has therefore to be used in a rela-
tive sense. But this necd not trouble the practical man, since the
human will, conditioned though it be in a strictly philosophical sense,
is nevertheless a great deal freer than the most ambitious man
imagines.

As long as man remains subject to the desires and impulses aris-
ing from his lower nature, he is bound by a chain of cause and effect.
But no man is so completely enslaved as that; his ability to propound
the problem at all indicates the existence in him of another factor
which alters the situation. Behind all the moving parts of our mind
and emotions there is the stable center, the source of our identity or
selfhood, which we often seck but fail to find. It cannot be an object
of contemplation by the mind, its very definition precludes that possi-
bility.

The practical question is how to free our faculties, our power of
action, from the various attractions and repulsions set up by our
desires and misunderstandings. As to the purely philosophical ques-
tion, we may leave that to those interested in it, reserving for our-
selves a faith in the axiom “ solvitur ambulando.” 'The problem of
motion is solved by moving; and perhaps the philosophical solution
of the problem of the freedom of the will is consequent upon its
practical solution.

Yet, when our power of action shall have become independent of
the said attractions, how then do we propose to act? The answer is
— in fulfilment of a higher law, in accordance with a clearer vision,
in obedience to a diviner urge than that of mere desire — say, divine
love, the feeling of harmony with all that lives.

In the above remarks the word * will 7" seems to have become equi-
valent to “ power of action.” Tt is our power of action that is bound
— bound by our likes and dislikes. Hence we have to overcome our
likes and dislikes, if we would be free from their bondage.

The word “will” frequently means a strong desire, as in the
phrase “ self-willed,” or as when we say that Napolcon had a strong
will. By contrast with this, Theosophical language uses the word
“ Spiritual Will 7 to denote a deeper power that may actuate us and
enable us to act independently of our desires. This power is evoked
by unselfish devotion to the highest ideals of truth and right which
we can form. Its spell is “ Not my will but Thine be done!” No
doubt pious people have by their devotion cvoked the aid of this power,
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though without understanding its nature or source. It is existent in
all men and can be evoked by devotion to truth and right and in no
other way. It is a power that cannot be used selfishly or wrongfully
or harmfully. There are lesser powers latent in the mysterious com-
plex nature of man, and these can be summoned in various ways; but
they are of the lower nature and can do mischief; nor do good inten-
tions save the ignorant evoker from the consequences of his ignorant
handling of unknown forces. Much danger threatens society at the
present time from the prevalent dabbling in such forces, and one of
the principal objects of Theosophy is to counteract that danger by
indicating the true and safc path to emancipation.

Our original question, then, is thus answered: the personal will
is not free; the Spivitual 117l s free — free in all significant senses
of the word.

How to summon to our aid the Spiritual Will constitutes the great
Quest, the pursuit of wise men throughout the ages. Tt is this that
the great Saviors and Sages have sought to teach; it was this that
was taught in the ancient Mysteries. This is the eternal Way or Path,
always the same, though with many approaches. We can all achieve
relative freedom by sacrificing desires to higher aspirations. A ser-
vice of love may wean a selfish man from his wretched crankiness.
There is no limit to the extent to which the principle can be applied.

At the root of all motion we must posit a self-moving power; this
is a philosophic axiom. And we are obliged to suppose the existence
of such a self-moving power in ourselves at the end of the chain of
causes and effects (if it be permissible to speak of an end in such a
connexion). But there is no sense in trying to jump at one bound
to the absolute or to sound the depths of infinity. The practical point
is to find that center in ourselves which is independent of our states
of mind; the question as to how far this in its turn is conditioned by
still higher powers may well be postponed until a further point in our
evolution has given us a new point of view. Tt is a mistake to expect
to see the whole road from any given point on which we may be stand-
ing; and a still graver mistake to be pessimistic on that account.

There are great possibilities before him who undertakes to achieve
this practical liberation of the will; but he must be able to distinguish
between his will and his desires. It is for this reason that all true
Occultism insists on the primary necessity of devotion to an im-
personal object. If self-development be made a primary object, the
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motive of ambition persists and ruins the results. Self-development
is achieved incidentally to the primary object, which is impersonal.
If this explanation seems inadequate, that is due to the inevitable
confusion arising from the use of words whose meaning is ill-defined
—such as the words “selfish” and “unselfish.” But such obscuri-
ties are generally due to making our philosophy too abstract, and they
can be removed by bringing it down to practical life. So let us take
one or two simple cases in illustration of the difference between per-
sonal and impersonal motives.

Suppose a valetudinarian, occupied with the care of his health or
with attempts at self-culture, to become enthused on the subject of
agriculture, so as to forget about his faults and virtues and failings
and devote himself to the care of his plants. Or suppose a teacher
interested in his pupils, or a mother in her children, or a father in
his family, or any other such case that comes to mind. All these
people are forgetful of self-conscious motives and are absorbed in
the expression of a broader and more impersonal aspiration. Thus,
in the study of Occultism, we seek to identify our interests with a
broad and impersonal ideal; and in this way the little personal will
is made to give place to the greater Will that inspires our disinter-
ested actions.

In fine the Will is free in proportion as it is unfettered by desire.

“DE MORTUIS —”: by Kenneth Morris

The evil that men do, lives after them;
The good is oft interred with their bones.

HIS is true, in one sense, as W. Q). Judge states somewhere:
the effluvia, psychically spcaking, of evil deeds, being gross-
er and heavier, hangs about longer in the inner atmosphere
than does the effluvia of good deeds; and thus it is easier
to put a curse upon a place than to bequeathe it any real
benediction; but there is another sense also, and perhaps a more im-
portant one, in which this passage may be read. Oh that the right-
minded among mankind would fight as intelligently and persistently
to uphold the good that is so often interred, as the wrong-minded fight
to make the evil that men do persist!

Behind all the events of life a mighty warfare is stirring; the
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rise of states, the fall of dynasties, treaties and battles and arbitra-
tions — all these things are the shouts of victory heard by us from
afar off, dimly; or they are the flashing of the swords and helmets
of the gods moving battleward, that we catch glimpses of through the
smoke and confusion of the conflict; or they are the glare and echoes
of the lurid fires and thunders of the demons. The story of man is
the most wonderful and enthralling of all stories; because it is a
cipher, beneath which may be read all the secrets of the universe.
Great Camlan endures; every day “the noise of battle rolls among
the mountains by the wintry sea ”; every day, perhaps, it is given to
us to interpose a shield between the helm of Arthur and the traitor’s
sword; or again, at any time we may be lending our strength to
Medrod, and speeding the blow whereby the King is wounded again
and again. Not of old only, but always and now, Odin opposes the
demons: who will wait to see which army is victorious? Or who
will fight for Odin whether he win or lose?

Who then are the Gods and demons that wage this warfare of
the world? Small need to inquire, perhaps; so evident, will we but
look for them, are their footprints and the marks of their battling
through all human affairs. Are men souls, sparks of the Flame of
flames; or are they mere clay impassioned and made crafty? Is their
proper motion ascent, or to take the downward road towards hell?
May we call for heroic deeds, compassionate lives, flaming aspira-
tions; or must we only expect selfishness and mean ignoble medi-
ocrity? Is it to be soaring or crawling with us? Where the bright
conception is maintained, there behold the glint of the wings of the
Dragon, the banner of the Gods; where they preach and insinuate
the other, look for footprints of the hellions.

These thoughts invade one, in contemplating the fate of earth’s
heroes and teachers. It is a sore thing for the demons, that the cham-
pions of their opponents here in the world should have a shining
reputation unsullied. A great hero stands before mankind as an
object-lesson in the divinity of the human soul: the grand and central
truth of things, so far as concerns us souls embodied. Of such and
such a one history says that he did great deeds: he flamed over half
a continent, and broke the bondage of five nascent nations. T'ran-
scendent genius was there, surely, some lightning power that shone
down from above, and was never evolved of the passions and the
selfish thought that schemes for self-advancement. Now mark the
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rumors that are to rise and go the rounds of the scandal-lovers, before
a century or two shall have rolled over his grave. A hero indeed?
Divine light of the Soul? H-m!— he was a very ordinary human
man, let me tell you! Why, all the world knows what he spent on
scent — how many affairs of a certain nature he had — just why he
went to such a place on such an occasion! And the baser levels of
our minds love to hear these things, and believe them cagerly; no
proof is asked for; we will not examine or trace the thing to its
source; glittering generalities (a putrescent glitter) shall serve us
better than facts; of course it was so with him — are not we our-
selves —?  The meanest side of human nature is that which will not
allow any one to have been better than oneself.

There is no heroism in the ranks of the demons; their warfare is
wholly inglorious, a matter of backbiting, of throwing mud at every-
thing bright, unsmirched, and splendid; of offering base, tasty explan-
ations for noble deeds and lives; of libeling wherc there is no danger
of prosecution: libeling the great living, and libeling the great dead.
Anything and everything, so as to cast doubt upon the divinity of the
soul of man. Immortal Voices spoke to Joan the Maid, and she went
forth obedient and did the impossible — impossible, unless there be
that great wizard, the Soul, utterly transcending all our petty possi-
bilities. The whole world is indebted to Joan for saving France to
the world; but infinitely more because she, of all historic persons,
did so triumphantly flaunt the proof of our human divinity in the face
of the world. If you can believe in Joan, then also you can believe
in Baldur, Alawn, or Apollo; Hercules with all his labors will be but
a trifle to you, and you may even conceive of some flamy, unstainable
godhood slumbering within yourself. So the great thing will be at
all costs to keep you from believing in Joan.

You do not believe in witchcraft, having been born a little late for
it; in her own time, however, witchcraft was a cry that would serve
well enough. Now, being scientific, we say hysteria, or we say epi-
lepsy; we care not what far-fetched fools we make of ourselves, so
we may but account for the Glory of God, as if it were one of our
own diseases. Witchcraft then, hysteria now; yet it is always the
same voice that is speaking, the same charge that 1s made. Tt matters
not what she was, so long as her story shall suggest nothing hopeful
to us, nothing to set the imagination free and soaring, to cut the mind
from its moorings to drab, trumpery, unlovely, and commonplace
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things. Always some new DBarabbas of a theory shall he let loose,
so that Christ the Soul may be again and again crucified.

Then there is Shakespearc: about him we do know practically
nothing, but may know this much: within that personality the divine
soul, stirring, found some responsive element; secized upon the mind
(with its very moderate education) and utterly transcended it; giving
out through that intellect more than many intellects might contain;
tapping, you may say, the ocean. lere the man counts for almost
nothing, the work counts for all. Tt the latter have come from
Shakespeare, the modest, unostentatious, husinesslike, not over-intel-
lectual nor highly educated, and you arc hound to posit that it came
through him from sources universal. Do but shout Jong enough, and
tease texts with sufficient patience and ingenuity, and you shall get
many to believe that it came not through or from Shakespeare at all,
but had its whole source in the mere gigantic intellect of Bacon. And
as we cannot yoke together the influences of the soul and meanness,
peculation, and the accepting of bribes, behold what great work has
been accomplished! We have insulted and degraded the grand dra-
mas; we have accounted for the lightning of heaven with the flame
of a farthing dip; we have blasphemed Poctry by fathering on it
a merely clever mind; we have said Twush! there is no ocean! All
water 1s from the kitchen tap.

Genius is the shining of the soul, the fruition of many lives of
effort.  Who would approach the soul, must travel on the road of
stern morality with the ardent love of mankind to urge him onward.
There are black imitations of genius; there are the incandescences of
putrefaction; of these we do not speak. But where you find the true
and splendid thing, therc the effort, the love, and the purity have
been. If they are not there any longer, then the light of genius in
that man is destined to extinction -— and that too happens often
enough. 'The soul that has lahored so long comes into a new body;
before it has made its link with the young brain and flesh complete,
before it has tmpressed upon these its mastery, they — sensitive, or
that soul could never have chosen them — may have gone rioting
after delight and satisfaction in strange quarters, and set up habits
that the soul will never succeed in quelling. Intermittently it may cap-
ture the brain, and speak out a few words of its message for awhile;
but in the end it must conquer and drive out the devils, or go. Such
souls are Promethean: chained upon the Caucasus of the flesh, and
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preyed on by vultures of passion. They defied Zeus the tyrant of
old, and brought down fire from heaven for the sake of man. But
they shall not bring more fire until Herakles has unbound them; and
we shall not qualify ourselves to be fire-bringers, by giving ourselves
up to be torn by the vultures. Sometimes we talk as if it were these
very vultures that brought the fire.

This fact that some geniuses — many — have quenched their light
with evil-living; that men have found the soul, and then fallen —
is the molehill whereof the enemies of man have made their mountain.
The reputation of no Helper of Humanity is safe from them; heaven
knows how history may be twisted. By their fruits ye shall know
these Helpers; that is the only safe criterion. If one has risen up
and spent his life fighting on the side of the angels; if humanity is
freer and nobler because of his toil and suffering, therc surely will
be whispered rumors against him; ten to one, specious evidence will
be at hand to show that he was a blackguard. There is but one decent
and gentlemanly course to take: scout the whole of it with contempt
and indignation. We owe that much to the heroes,

THE ISLAND-CONTINENT: by the Rev. S. J. Neill

HE voyage from Auckland to Sydney takes about three
days. Passing along the coast of New Zealand northward
one may note several points of interest. The first is the
Kawau, a most beautiful island a few miles from the main-
land. Tt was for years the home of Sir George Grey,
K. C. B., “ England’s Great Proconsul,” as he was called. A headland,

wooded to the water’s edge, reaches out like a protruding arm round

the most lovely and secluded harbor imaginable. The residence is
visible among the trees, just a little way from a sandy beach. The
wharf at which you land is of blocks of copper, or so it seems, but
they are only the slag of copper smelting from the ore once mined on
the island. Here Froude came to see Sir George; and here the High

Commissioner for the Pacific was sent by the British Government to

consult him on State matters. Though not always in agreement in
former days with the Government in London, her late Majesty Queen

Victoria always felt a deep regard for the great Statesman, and fre-

quently wrote to him and sent him books; for had he not, humanly
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speaking, been a most important link in saving India? — sending the
troops which had arrived at South Africa, where he was Governor,
to the relief of India, before the news of the mutiny, in those days,
had reached England. His great influence in South Africa, where his
name is still cherished, might have prevented no end of trouble had
his advice been followed, and might have consolidated South Africa
long ago, and thus have prevented the Boer war with its lamentable
loss of men and money. It is well known that Sir George was a great
hook-collector. He gave his large library to form the Cape Town
Library, as many years afterwards he gave another magnificent lib-
rary to Auckland, New Zealand, known as “the Grey Collection.”
It is not generally known that H. P. Blavatsky's writings found their
way to the Grey Library at the Kawau soon after their publication,
and that he took a keen interest in the study of man’s higher nature.
It is fitting to say a little about Sir George Grey in writing about
Australia for he had been Governor of South Australia, and had dur-
ing his exploration of West Australia been wounded in the leg by
a native spear, a wound that never thoroughly healed.

As we steam along the coast northward the next point of interest
is the Bay of Islands. Here on January 29, 1840, Captain Hobson
read the Royal Commission which proclaimed New Zealand a DBritish
possession. 'The date is observed as the anniversary of the Colony.
The famous “ Treaty of Waitangi ” between the natives and the Brit-
ish Government was signed February 5 the same year. But not long
afterwards, on July 8, 1844, the famous Chief Heke cut down the
royal flagstaff at Kororareka. It was near this place that the warlike
Chief Hongi lived — he who had converted the presents given him in
England into firearms, and had killed about one-fourth of the Maori
race with these weapons.

At the extreme north as the steamer turns westward, steering now
directly towards Sydney, we pass a most interesting rocky headland.
It is Te Reinga, the extreme north of New Zealand, and the place
according to Maori lore all spirits at death step off into the unknown.
And there are some strange tales told among the natives of how in
some cases, when a loved one lay long sick and then was seen to pass
towards Te Reinga, this almost departed one was drawn back to live
in the body again by the power of strong will and love.

On the voyage across to Sydney the Pacific is not always very
deserving of its name. But the approach to Sydney makes one forget
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even seasickness. It is fitting that our first view of the great Com-
monwealth, the Island-Continent of Australia, should be at the place
where settlement was first made. 'The great navigator Captain Cook
had been at Tahiti to observe a transit of Venus; from that place he
came to New Zealand and then sailed westward in search of the great
land known along its northwestern shores to the Dutch, and some-
times called New Holland. e came in sight of the Australian coast
at that part known as Victoria, and sailed northward to a place called
Botany Bay, near what is now Sydney. Tt was on April 20, 1770,
that he discovered Australia. At Botany Bay Captain Cook landed
and took possession of the country in the name of the British Crown.
The favorable account given by Captain Cook of his Australian dis-
covery led the British Government to send convicts to Botany Bay.
No doubt it was thought that at such a distance the convicts were not
likely to return or give any further trouble. But the only way of
getting rid of convicts is by changing them into good citizens. In
Great Britain the name of “ Botany Bay,” for a long time sounded
as the term “ Siberia 7’ does to many in Russia. It was the very far-
off land from which there was no return; and there were the “ living
dead.” Before the close of the eighteenth century very many free
settlers had gone out to Australia, and after a time convicts were no
longer sent out to Botany Bay or Port Jackson. And so sensitive,
and justly so, have the Australians heen about keeping away the con-
vict influence that for many years a bitter feeling existed between
Australia and France over the latter country continuing to send con-
victs to the New Hebrides, an island which was not too distant from
Australia to prevent some of the convicts escaping to New South
Wales, where, it was said, they did not make exemplary citizens, any
more than some of the British convicts of former years. In 1906 an
agreement was come to between France and Great Britain for a joint
occupation of the New Hebrides, but Australia was not taken into
account, and the Anglo-French administration of the New Hebrides
was bitterly criticised by the Australians.

Captain Cook fancied he saw a similarity between the coast of
that part of Australia where he landed and the Welsh coast, and so
gave it the rather long name of New South Wales, which has stuck
to it ever since. If it is your good fortune to steam into the harbor
of Sydney early in the morning, as the sun is rising behind you and
lighting up the coast, your eyes rest on a panorama which it would

































































































































