








































































































CALUM N Y :  by William Dunn 
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THE SPIRIT OF EVIL · 

The same yesterday; today; (but not forever). 

� •0:� E have become so accustomed to fix our thoughts upon I� ·1�: � the ' Beacon Lights ' of history, that it requires some ef

flf1--, o�l fort justly to estimate the historical background from which 
��J,; · such ' Lights ' have emerged. Up to the present day, history 
fails to record the life of a single Great Teacher, Reformer, or Pioneer 
Thinker, who was not opposed, and subjected to martyrdom, by that 
original spirit of ancient and modern Evil - Calumny. It is not suffi
cient to generalize the diverse forms under which slander, and defama
tions of character, flourish ; it is time that a diagnosis of the moving 
spirit from which all these originate, be applied. Addison's statement 
that ' 'the way to silence calumny . . . ,is to be always exercised in such 
things as are praiseworthy, " is negatived by all past experience ;  for de
spite the labors of every pioneer of Humanitarian Progress, from the most 
ancient Seer down to those of the present day, the Evil Spirit of Calumny 
is in no way dislodged from the Human Soul. On the contrary, it has 
at its command every device and weapon with which thought and ingenu
ity have endowed the human race - as witness the ingenious forms of 
literary representation with which modern defamers clothe their spite and 
malice. The truth of this matter has been convincingly stated by Augus
tine : 

It is vain to seek for an cJiicicnt cause for the bad will : we have to do, not with anything 
efficient, but with a deficiency. The mere defection from that which supremely is, to things 
which are on a lower grade of being, is to begin to have a bad will. 

The truth of this utterance of the great Church Father has been veri
fied on every page of history. Calumny has always had birth in the 
minds of those who, because of some " deficiency," broke away from the 
good cause they were associated with (and which demanded efficiency) , 
and fabricated conscious lies to support their acts of desertion. It is from 
such sources as these that other minds (who are not in the habit of seek
ing truth in anything) draw their inspiration, to advance their dominant 
instincts to detract and slander those whose efforts proceed along lines 
that are original, and not endorsed by custom and tradition. And it 
should be noted that all who accept the word of a calumniator, without ex
amination, display an ' Augustine ' deficiency second only in degree to that 
of the calumniator himself. This deficiency may be defined as absolute ig
norance of the lives, motives, and philosophy of those whom they slander, 
(which the calumniator is acquainted with to some extent, but consciously 
diverts and twists, for purposes of his malice and hatred) . Addison spoke 
truly in condemning those who absorbed slander without question : 
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What shall we say of the pleasure a man takes in a defamatory libel? Is it not heinous 
sin in the sight of God? 

It may be truly said that the receptive condition of minds which negative
ly accept calumny without questioning its genesis is not far removed from 
the actual conditions under which all evil flourishes. Hervey put this 
well in saying : 

Slander, that worst of poisons, ever finds an easy entrance to ignoble minds. 

Strange as it may seem, the most ardent persecutors and slanderers 
of the great liberators of civilized laws and customs (without whom no 
release could have been found from medieval barbarism) ,  are those who 
profess being ministers and followers of Christ. The furious body of 
' Christian ' monks who murdered the pure-souled Hypatia, and the solemn 
conclave of bishops and ecclesiastics who committed the saintly Joan 
of Arc to the stake, are familiar instances of the ancient spirit of evil 
which survives to this our day - the only distinction being as to the 
' means ' employed. The means at disposal in past centuries were the 
most atrocious methods of bodily torture that ingenuity of thought could 
devise. That being no longer possible, the arch-enemy of humanity slyly 
shifted its ground to an even more cruel mode of torture than that of 
lacerating the body - viz. that of literary ' suggestion ' sent broadcast 
through means of the printing press - the subtlety of which in no way 
lessens the horrible cruelty aimed at the ' characters ' and ' motives ' of 
those outside the pale of ecclesiastical ' authority, ' (or institutions whose 
courses are menaced by moral progress) . 

The Apostle Paul, one of the foundation rocks of modern church in
stitutions, uttered some facts to his contemporaries, which if voiced by 
a modern teacher, would invoke spiteful misrepresentation. But Paul 
has been dead for 2000 years, hence it is ' safe ' to voice his words in a 
modern pulpit without fear of their application being looked for. 

Am I therefore become your enemy, because I tell you the truth? - Gal. iv. 16 
Tell me,  ye that desire to be under the law, do ye not hear the law? - Gal. iv. 21 
That we henceforth be no more children, tossed to and fro, and carried about with every 

wind of doctrine, by the sleight of men, and cunning craftiness, whereby they lie in wait to 
deceive; 

But speaking the truth in love, may grow up into him in all things, which is the head, even 
Christ: - Eph. iv. 14., 15. 

And be renewed in the spirit of your mind. - Eph. iv. 23. 

And in Philippians i. 16 : 

The one preach Christ of cpntention, not sincerely, supposing to add affiiction to my bonds. 

The following quotations might have been written by a modern Teacher : 

2 Timothy, · Chapter I I I :  
1 . This know also, that i n  the last days perilous times shall come. 
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2 .  For men shall be lovers of their own selves, covetous, boasters . 

5 .  Having a form of godliness, but denying the power thereof: 

7 .  Ever learning, and never able to come to the knowledge o f  the truth. 

Chapter I V :  
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2 .  Preach the word; be instant in season, out of season ; reprove, rebuke, exhort with all 
longsuffering and doctrine. 

3 . For the time will come when they will not endure sound doctrine. 

10 . For Demas hath forsaken me . . . . 
1 1 . Only Luke is with me . . . . 
14 . Alexander the coppersmith did me much evil : the Lord reward him according to his 

works. 

15 . Of whom be thou ware also ; for he hath greatly withstood our words. 

Hi . At my first answer no man stood with me, but all men forsook me: I pray God that it 
may not he laid to their charge. 

He that doeth wrong shall receive for the wrong which he hath done : and there is no respect 
of persons. - Colossians. iii. 25. 

For the mystery of iniquity doth already work : only he who now letteth will let, until he be 
taken out of the way.- 2 Thes. ii. 7. 

And then shall that Wicked be revealed. - 8. 
And for this cause God shall send them strong delusion, that they should believe a lie.- 11. 

For we hear that there are some which walk among you disorderly, working not at all, but 
are busybodies.- 2 Thes. iii. 11. 

What would become of a modern minister if he spoke to his congregation 
as Paul spoke as above? The question is worth pondering over. 

The following utterances by Paul are as applicable to commonplace 
experiences of present-day life as on the day they were written : 

Romans, Chapter I :  
22 . Professing themselves to be wise, they became fools. 

25. Who changed the truth of God into a lie. . . . 

28 . And even as they did not like to retain God in their knowledge, God gave them over to a 
reprobate mind, to do those things which are not convenient. 

31 . Without understanding, covenantbreakers, without natural affection, implacable, 
unmerciful. 

32 . Who, knowing the j udgment of God, that they which commit such things are worthy of 
death, not only do the same, but have pleasure in them that do them. 

Chapter I I :  
1 .  Therefore thou art inexcusable, 0 man, whosoever thou art that judgest : for wherein 

thou judgest another, thou condemnest thyself; for thou that judgest doest the same things. 

2 .  But we are sure that the j udgment of God is according to truth against them which com
mit such things. 

1 1 .  For there is no respect of persons with God. 

No greater need exists today than the comprehension that inter
pretation of the lives of others is an exact revelation of our preconceptions. 
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WHAT I S  PRI NCI PLE? by R. Machell 

NE is apt to assume, in estimating the character of a person, 
the right to judge motives as well as actions : the power to 
do this is also assumed as a matter of course, although we 
know very well that nothing is more difficult than to dis-

cover the true motives underlying any single act of any person whatso
ever. And if this is difficult how impossible must it be to know what 
are the motives governing a man's life. In making such judgments 
we also usually assume that other people's acts are sure and infallible 
indications of character, while in ourselves they may be looked upon 
as trivial lapses from a permanent standard of conduct, mere digressions, 
or unimportant indulgences of momentary impulse, that in no wise 
deprive us of our right to regard ourselves as persons of principle. It 
is from some such imaginary platform of superior purpose that we dare 
to pronounce judgment on the motives and conduct of other people. 

Few people care to inquire into their own motives of conduct at 
any time, and least of all when criticizing other people. The majority 
probably never give the matter a thought : acting on all occasions from 
impulse, and adapting their actions to temporary or local prejudice, 
kno ;vn as public opinion, they imagine that they are acting on princi
ple. And if they find themselves in a dilemma forced to decide between 
two or more lines of action they still follow impulse, but by an effort 
they put aside more superficial motives and follow the impulse of the 
strongest desire in their nature which is established there as a habit 
of mind. Gratification of desire being the ruling motive of their lives, 
the strongest desire dominates their mind and in their estimation takes 
rank as a principle. 

It is not difficult to recognise a momentary impulse and to distin
guish it from the more permanent habit of mind, although the two may 
be identical in origin. But when one actually recognises the compelling 
power of principle, and proceeds to regulate one's life accordingly, imme
diately one finds oneself in conflict with both momentary impulses 
and established habits : from which it would appear that there must 
be a radical difference between habits of mind and principle, as well as 
between principle and impulse. 

So long as a man mistakes his mind for himself, or allows his mind 
to assert its independence of his supreme control, so long will he be un
able to distinguish between habits of mind and principles. 

What then is principle? I venture to say that the mass of people 
are incapable of distinguishing between principle and prejudice, or be
tween principles and rules of conduct based upon principle ;  for the 
simple reason tha:t the general belief is that mind is the highest faculty 
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in man, and that the Soul and all things spiritual belong to another 
world, which may become a reality in some future life, but which have no 
immediate influence on daily conduct here on earth. 

This is not the Theosophic view. Theosophy would be mere talk if 
man were not actually divine in essence, and capable of knowing his 
own inherent divinity, or spiritual nature, while still incarnate on the 
earth. This faith in his own Soul as the guiding influence in his evo
lution is not a matter of blind superstition. Rather one might say it 
is the explanation of interior experiences that are otherwise inexplicable ;  
i t  is an  experience in itself that cannot be  ignored ; i t  i s  the evidence 
of a higher nature, that sees and knows the essence of thoughts, the 
foundation of ideas, the truth of things, and even the hearts of men, 
without process of reasoning or calculation, without tests or argument, 
such as the brain-mind loves. 

Faith (that is knowledge) differs from belief that is unilluminated. 
The latter may be induced by suggestion, and the suggestion may be 
unconscious, as in the case of what we call public opinion, in which 
masses of negative minds are influenced by a common impulse and 
collectively create a force that is almost irresistible to weak natures, 
or even to strong minds that are not self-illuminated. But the true 
faith is spiritual knowledge mirrored in the mind as intuition. It is 
the evidence of a connexion between the intellect of man and that which 
is above the intellect (the spiritual Soul) . When this connexion is con
stantly operative we have genius of a high order : but in general at this 
stage of evolution the brain-mind of man is rarely able to record the 
Soul's message more definitely than as a subtle influence, which is all 
too often neglected or deliberately suppressed in favor of intellectual 
reasoning or of response to emotional impulses. . 

Principle is based on a perception of the inner nature of things, and 
it implies a recognition of Law, or what is sometimes called ' the eternal 
fitness of things.' This Law or fitness of things is the essential nature 
of the universe, the outer form of which is an expression of its own in
herent qualities. Man, like the rest of Nature, is an expression of his 
own internal and essential nature, which is vaguely called the Soul ; 
and so he is in touch with every plane of the universe seen or unseen, 
material or spiritual, if he is perfect man. How many are so? 

The perfectibility of man is naturally an important doctrine of Theo
sophy, and affords a rational clue to the many mysteries of human evo
lution and human aspiration, as well as to the bewildering tragedy of 
human degradation. 

In his imperfect state man is quite naturally ignorant of his own 
possibilities, while constantly aware of some voice within that tells him 
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he . is higher than the animals, and something greater than his reason 
can admit. Proud of his learning, ignorant of his possibilities, he for
mulates codes, creeds, and dogmas, to define the limits of his science ; 
and stamps these molds of mind upon his progeny, calling the process 
' education. '  But education is a ' drawing out,' a revelation of the in
ner man, it is an appeal to the dormant intuition, it is the evocation of 
the Soul. The old bad system of instruction, miscalled education, stamps 
on the plastic mind of youth a lot of rules and formulae, which later 
in life assume the rank of ' principles. ' At best they are only rules based 
on some other person's interpretation of a principle, and at the worst 
they are the basis of superstition and prejudice, barriers to evolution, 
and hindrances to the attainment of self-knowledge. 

Yet rules are necessary to those who cannot or who will not sub
mit to the guidance of the Soul. And there are many kinds of rules ; 
for, where the guidance of the Soul is not recognised as supreme, the 
field is open to a variety of self-constituted authorities, who lay down 
laws according to their own particular conception of the requirements 
of the moment. Such rules are made frequently in utter ignorance 
of the true Law of Nature, as well as of the possibilities of man : and 
mankind is in a state of more or less constant revolt against all law, . 
because of his own internal ·  knowledge of his natural right to be a law 
to himself, coupled with his inability to assume that position of authority ;  
and also because of his ignorance of the true nature of Law, which he con
fuses with these man-made rules of conduct. From this confused state 
of mind arises much of the violent revolt of youth against established 
order, and all the dogmatism against which the ' independent ' rails so 
bitterly ; and from the same source comes the assurance with which 
the self-styled ' independent ' lays down a new set of rules dogmatically 
ordained to fetter the independence of succeeding generations. Much 
of the discord in the world is caused by the ignorance of those who aim 
at the establishment of harmony; much of the wrong from which men 
suffer is due to the well-intentioned acts of men who wanted to do right 
but who did not know the Law of Nature and of Man. The only remedy 
is right education. 

The brain-mind unaided cannot understand the universal character 
of Law : it tends to the adoption of temporary expedients, which in time 
crystallize into customs, and become traditions that block the progress 
of the race. In the same way the brain-mind unilluminated by the 
light of the Soul cannot see any reason for submission to the Higher Law, 
which is the expression of the real nature of the Soul; and thus it is in 
constant antagonism to the needs of its own higher nature. And if 
the brain-mind is not educated to know its true relationship with Na-
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ture and the Soul of things, it will imagine that the promptings of the 
soul within are an authority for the assertion of its independence. 

The brain-mind is never independent, it is eternally influenced either 
by the higher nature, which I have called the Soul, or by the lower na
ture, which the ordinary man too often calls his soul. This lower nature 
is, as it were, the reflexion or the inversion of the higher, hence the con
fusion. Under this lower influence the brain-mind asserts its indepen
dence of all control ; it glorifies its own egotism, which is the first step 
toward:s insanity, and which achieves its triumph in self-destruction ; 
for it deliberately cuts itself off from the true source of Life, and thus 
becomes a soulless ' shell. ' But few are strong enough to go this length, 
and the majority vacillate between the higher and the lower, and are 
drawn along with the mass whichever way the current flows. 

Strong Souls can influence the variations of the current, but the 
tide of evolution is .in higher hands than those of individual human 
beings : and thus the mass of humanity is protected against entire de
struction and is guided along the path of evolution as far as the peculiar 
constitution of humanity allows. 

The perversity of man is an old story, but the understanding of it 
affords a problem that is ever new : for it must be faced and solved even
tually by each particular human being. Why man should be perverse, 
why he should confuse motives with principles and principles with de
sires, why he should seek destruction by cutting himself off from the 
source of life, why he should constantly mistake his ' shadow ' for him
self - all these are problems that are answered by an understanding of 
the story of Anthropogenesis as unfolded in that monumental work 
The Secret Doctrine written by H. P. Blavatsky for the guidance of Theo
sophists who seek the Path. 

Broadly speaking, perhaps it might be said that the attainment of 
the human stage in evolution marks the emancipation of the indivi
dual from the law of the lower beings, and his entry into a condition 
in which his progress henceforth is influenced by his particular will. He 
is endowed with a certain power of choice, which however limited and 
illusive it may be, is still a new prerogative and one that entails con
sequences on all concerned. The task of the evolving entity at this 
stage is to attain Self-consciousness, and the attainment of this great 
step in evolution is a work of ages almost incalculable. In the long 
' pilgrimage of the Soul ' there is opportunity for countless falls and rises, 
and for innumerable wanderings from the Path. 

Those who have found the Path have learned to recognise principles, 
and to distinguish them from motives. The latter, as the word indicates 
are causes of action, impulses, often arising in the lower nature, in which 
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case the mind is swayed and the soul (the human not the spiritual) 
deluded. The cause of all action is Desire. 

The human entity, freed from the law of collectivity that binds the 
animals into a common consciousness which is their law and their pro
tection, finds itself helpless as a child, a child in fact who gathers the 
flowers that nature offers. Some of the flowers are poisonous and all 
perish, and the child learns his lesson by endless repetition of experience. 
The child matures and seeks to know the meaning of the things he sees, 
and the purpose of his )if e on earth. Then comes the awakening of the 
mind, and with maturity there comes intensified desire for sensation ; 
then the fight begins between the lower terrestrial nature and the higher 
or spiritual : the battlefield is in the mind itself. All images (such as a 
battle-field) are crude and objectionable when alluding to the experiences 
of the Soul in man ; for man identifies himself so strangely with all his 
changing states of consciousness, that he is himself the fighter and the 
field of battle, he is the champion and the adversary, and he is, again, 
none of these, but the Supreme Judge who looks on unmoved at the 
conflict. How can one symbolize reality, all symbols being illusive? 
And yet how else can Truth express itself outwardly except in symbols? 
All Nature is symbolical, inevitably, spontaneously figurative of the in
visible reality. The principles that guide this symbolism, this manifes
tation of the universe, are the inherent qualities, the spiritual essence 
that finds visible form in Nature by translation into terms of Matter. 
Motives of action arise in Nature when Desire arouses the potential 
energy of Matter. 

But besides spiritual principles and material desires man creates 
'molds of mind ' that he mistakes for principles, habits and customs 
and theories and prejudices, creeds, dogmas, and superstitions to bind 
the Souls of other men, and then falls down and worships the fetters 
he himself has made. But in these false principles there is no light to 
lead him, nor is there motive power to urge him on : these are supplied 
by infiltration of the Soul's light from above or by the irruption of desire 
from below; the false and fictitious principles that man's mentality 
evolves are fetters that bind the Soul, but that are lifeless in themselves. 

A principle is a living power with its own inherent qualities for its 
sole limitation. Principle is consequently the Soul of Order, just as 
Desire is the informing power in Chaos. Directly one attempts to ex
press thoughts that embody abstract ideas, one is compelled to strain 
the meaning of words beyond the ordinarily accepted limits of colloquial 
use ; and so one must inevitably create confusion in some reader's mind ; 
but if in doing so one stirs some new thought into life, one may consider 
that the effort to· express the unutterable is not altogether inexc\,lsable. 
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It seems then, that the book as we have it closes too soon. Don 
Quixote rose from his sick-bed cured, and something more than that. 
He had been very ill, certainly ;  now, it pertained to the marvellous how 
little ill he felt. In all the long length of his body there was not so much 
as one ache or pain, unless one might speak of the ache of bounding and 
glowing health ; while as for his mind -

He realized a curious clarity in it, quite unknown to him before. 
Of old he had always been troubled with a kind of uncertainty and 
haunting sense of shams. There had been as it were a wraith on the 
borders of his consciousness : one Alonso Quixano, called the Good : 
whose quiet prosaic life had somehow mingled its drab cotton with the 
rich silks and gold of his own. The powers of some enchanter had been 
wont to prevail against him, poisoning with a subtle confusion the truth 

· of things. A giant or a paynim emperor with his hosts, heroically en-
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countered, would loom up suddenly to mock him, on some fantastic 
plane of vision, as no more than a wretched windmill or a shepherd with 
his flocks; there had been times when, through the reality of glorious 
Rozinante, had trembled into view a lean miserable hack ; when Mam
brino's magical helmet had seemed a barber's basin. There had been 
moments when to be God's Knight Errant had appeared a mirage, an 
unattainable splendor, and all attempts to come up with it a forlorn 
hope. One rode atilt at one's objective.; but as in a dream stumbled 
and fumbled over irrelevancies ; the atmosphere became as wet wool, 
or as treachery, about one ; progress, so to say, evaporated ; until, like 
a drunkard or a dreamer, one staggered at last into inevitable thwack
ings and ignominy. Not that he had ever broken the faith of his calling, 
or given an inch to doubt. He had known that that tremendous thing, 
the Glory of Service, of Knight-Errantry, did exist ; as surely as the 
rainbow of heaven, as the flames of sunset and dawn, it was there, and 
one might come to plunge one's being in it : one might attain. But 
there was a world of deceits to fight one's way through first. And if he 
had never despaired, it was true also that the bright reality of hope had 
become a little unfamiliar to him. He knew he had been feeding his 
faith from the stores of conscious will : had had to provide for it himself ;  
no manna of the spirit had fallen for it  from heaven ; nor ravens had 
brought it food, as they did to Elijah of old. He had not really hoped, 
but had only made himself hope - until now. 

But now all was different ; and he did not even hope, but knew. Mas
ter Notary had made his will, and the Curate had taken his confession ; 
of which matters, though one would have supposed them solemn enough, 
he took the smallest account. Sancho, he recollected, had besought him 
with much blubbering not to be so injudicious as to die - whatever that 
might mean. It was somewhere about then that the change had come 
in the tide of his affairs : he must have fallen asleep for a little, to wake 
thus a new man, with the perfect assurance that . going forth now, nothing 
but victories awaited him. So he looked on his surroundings, as on the 
recent past, with the detachment of a mind keyed to higher things. 
The people in the house seemed to him, as he passed out, shadowy and 
half unreal. There was the housekeeper, good soul, very busy about 
something, and apparently weeping the while ; there was his niece, red
eyed and mouse-like quiet ; Bachelor Samson Carasco, the Curate, and 
Master Nicholas the Barber, in consultation seemingly, and melan
choly enough by the look of them - but unreal, unreal. It never oc
curred to him that he had business with them, or was called on to ques
tion or address them. Sancho, in the kitchen, he noticed as he passed 
its open door, blubbering over a very hearty meal. He would have had 
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some kind of connexion with that Sancho, he supposed ; or was it merely 
that the fat shrewd fellow had borne the same name as his own squire? 
It hardly mattered ; since the day of real things had come. In the same 
vague manner he noted the general air of dejection, and wondered what 
its cause might be - but not much, for the business ahead was too in
sistent in its call. 

He went out to the stable ; and - there was, indeed, a lean miserable 
hack at the manger : a wretched horse-skin hung on bones and propped 
up on four caricatures of legs at the corners : just such a thing as he 
had been condemned, when the enchanter's power prevailed against 
him, to imagine Rozinante to be. But there also, beside that mockery 
upon Knight Errantry's companion the Horse, stood the real Rozinante, 
all fire and gentleness and beauty : limbs made for speed and endur
ance, glossy skin, hoofs like shells of the sea, proud mien and arching 
neck : Rozinante, veritably surpassing Bucephalus of old or the Cid's 
own Babieca. The beautiful creature whinnied him a welcome ; as 
for the hack, it lacked only the strength to grow restive at the sight of 
that knightly man in his splendid armor. - For in armor Don Quixote 
was, though without memory how he came to be so clad ; in armor he 
was, not to linger over it too tediously - all panoplied, like Don Apollo 
of the Heavens, in burnished radiance and rubicund gold. 

To him there came Sancho Panza : not the man he had seen blubber
ing and guzzling in the kitchen, but the true Sancho at last, the right 
squire for a knight errant. " Is it your highness's will to ride forth? " 
said this Sancho. - " It is, good friend," said Don Quixote ; " since 
now the day has come when we are to meet the grand adventure, and 
win vast empires to the glory of knight errantry."  He had forgotten 
his Dulcinea del Toboso, or surely would have mentioned her here. 
- -" As God wills," said Sancho ; and without more words saddled the 
beautiful Rozinante and led him forth. On the road a mule was waiting, 
excellently caparisoned ; having held the stirrup for his master, and seen 
him duly a-horseback, the squire mounted the mule, and together they 
rode forward. 

Not, however, upon the familiar (and famous) Campo de Montiel ; 
but through vast regions unlike any in La Mancha. In front there were 
the dim bluenesses of immense distance ; on this side topless precipices 
soared dizzily into the heavens above ; on that, fathomless abysses 
hid the far world beneath their carpeting of cloud. There were prodi
gious valleys, wide as the world ; there were august mountains towering 
afar in faint turquoise and purple, about whose peaks in the sweetness 
of the evening clustered the large white flames of the stars. A keen ec
stasy and lightness encompassed Don Quixote, limbs and mind and 
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spirit ; his soul was nourished with wonder and inspiration, in tutelage 
to the mountains and to the fires of heaven. Neither weariness nor need 
of food or drink overtook him ; that gigantic beauty momently renewed 
and increased his strength. 

He rode forward, conversing at whiles with his squire on the deeds 
of knighthood ; calm wonderful words came to his lips ; noble and beauti
ful were the replies he had from his companion. - Long journeying 
elapsed before it came to his mind that the name of Sancho was some
how inappropriate for that one ; he had listened to grave utterances of 
poetry and wisdom, at first without heeding their unwontedness, then 
with a growing surprise ; until certainty at last took him, that he had 
never been squired by such an one before. He turned his glance won
deringly from the infinity before him, to behold the most kingly of men 
riding at his side. - " Sefior," he said, drawing rein -

-" Take it not ill, Sefior Don Quixote,"  said the other, " that I 
ride beside your highness through these regions as your squire. My . 
master, having taken account of your deeds and fame in La Mancha, 
desired that you should visit his court ; he has set apart for you, if you 
will honor him by accepting it, command of a wide dangerous region 
in his dominions ; knowing your ability to win victories against the 
most stubborn of his foes. Since the way is long, and not easy to find, 
he sent me to escort you to his palace." 

-" Caballero," said Don Quixote, " for this graciousness thanks 
must be given in deeds rather than in words. My sword and lance are 
henceforth at your monarch's disposal. "  So they rode forward ; but 
it did not occur to Don Quixote at that time to make enquiry as to the 
names and titles of his squire. 

Vaster and wilder grew the mountains ; wider the valleys as they 
advanced. Along the lips of chasms where blue infinity fell endlessly 
below them ; by the shores of night-blue waters strewn with a million 
trembling flame-splashes of gold ; night and day, night and day, they 
rode on ; and ever the consciousness of immortal strength, the serenity 
of pure being, grew in the spirit and limbs of the knight. In what Spain 
were these lonely mountains? Had any Amadis of Wales,* or Palmerin 
of England, ridden through them before? 

They came, early of an evening, to the top of a barren pass ; there 
the road branched, one way leading to the right high up along the moun
tainside, the other sweeping clean down into the valley. Far off, shining 
like a huge coronet in the sunset, gleamed a city with many gem-bright 

*De Gaula is rightly so translated, and not as " of Gaul " as is commonly supposed. 
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cloud-soft towers and minarets : beyond the immensity of the valley ; 
beyond and above ranges upon ranges of snow-capped mountains, all 
velvet blue and dark and pale purple below their snows, whose austere 

splendor it crowned. " It is the high metropolis of my king," said 
the squire. 

-" What dark army is that, that moves in the valley? " said Don 
Quixote. " Whose grim castle is that, yonder in its depths to the south
ward? " 

" It is the army of my king's enemies," said the other anxiously, 
and with a sigh. " The castle is their chief stronghold ; thence their 
leader, a great insurgent baron, works huge oppressions against the 
world. "  

The soul of Don Quixote swelled into grandeur within him. " Senor," 
he said, " I  little thought the opportunity would be granted to me so 
early, to prove the faith of my new allegiance. "  

-" Do not think of it, Senor Don Quixote, I beseech you ! Taking 
this road to the right, we shall avoid them and act prudently ; it is to 
be considered that they are numberless and puissant. It will be yours 
presently to ride against them at the head of many ; but now - " 

But the spirit of Don Quixote was unshakable as the mountains, 
luminous as the rising sun. " Senor," he said, bowing and with a haughty 
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gesture, " I  have the honor of knight errantry to consider " ;  and with 
the words, couched lance, spurred steed, and away with him. 

Down the slope thundered Rozinante ; with less danger of stumbling 
than the renowned Pegasus of old charging through middle air. En
chantment, as he came to the level ground, flickered over the scene and 
mocked his sense : it was a thousand windmills he was riding against ; 
it was a forest of trees ; it was a flock of sheep ; it was - Enchantment 
could prevail nothing against him now; right into the grim host flashed 
the golden figure of him ; lance did its work, breaking the outermost 
ranks, and was gone ; and in his hand in its place flamed a falchion out 
of the mythologies. On he went ; a roar of consternation rose about him, 
and he heard his own name carried to the horizons. Borne on still by 
the impetus of his charge, he hacked and hewed to right and left of him ; 
nought in mind but the ideals of his profession, and the gloomy stan
dard, held aloft by giants, towards which he had aimed his horse from 
the start. They receded ; then gathered and surged in on him ; but 
he fought on and on ; the force of his charge was spent, but he fought 
forward. He was in the very center of them; he was close to the stan
dard ; standing in his stirrups, he drove a great blow at the standard
bearer ; blows rained upon his shield and upon his armor ; he had but 
the one thing in mind. He grasped the standard-pole . . . and fought 
and reeled and struggled . . . and it went hard with him. To and fro 
they rocked, Don Quixote, bearing up but nigh overwhelmed under 
their masses --- but winning, but winning ! . . . And there came towards 
him one vast as a mountain, grim as the storm of a night in November, 
bearing a mace whose falling hardly the mountains might withstand . . . 

A trumpet sounded behind from the hillside, and suddenly the dim 
air was filled with golden light and the rushing of myriad wings. The 
dark host receded ; a cry of dismay went up from them, and as it were 
they melted away before the whirring of the wings that passed : a cloud 
of darkness pursued afar by a vanishing glory and aureole of light. But 
not before the knight had won the standard. He sat his horse proudly 
in the midst of the empty plain ; the one who had passed as his squire 
was at his side. 

-" Senor," said Don Quixote, " to whom am I honored to owe my 
deliverance? "  

-" Senor,"  said the other, " make nothing of the deliverance ! I 
am, in truth, the Captain-general of the war-hosts of my sovereign. 
I am styled, Don Michael of the Flaming Sword. ' ' 

Side by side in pleasant converse they rode forward to the palace 
gates : Don Quixote of La Mancha and Don Michael Archangel : each 
wondrously pleased with the nobility and high bearing of his companion. 
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The Bay proper lies beyond Korth Island, the strip of land at the right. The 
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SAN DIEGO 

BY GEORGE FULLER 

AN azure arch, with irised· bordure set; 
A blazing sun, whose conq'ring beams, far flung 
O'er mountain, mesa, vale and shore, tho' hung 
With purple mists, whose changing shadows fret 
The distant hills, a golden sheen spread yet 
From Cuyamaca' s peak to Loma' s wall; 
A sun that beautifies and brightens all, -

· And kissing warm the sea�wind blithe, swift met 
As eager o'er the strand she leaps, his call 
Confessed, soft airs ambrosial breeds, that youth 
Protract and lusty age prolong, while all 
That breathe their zephyrs sweet, and list their sooth 
Aeo�ian song, all other lands forget, 
Or, seeing t�em no more, feel no regret. 
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CHAPTER VI 

HE day was beautiful, and Julia 
bethought her of a letter from 

Lady Marshbank which she 
proposed to read to her hus
band by way of entertain
ment, for the good lady was 

an amusing correspondent, 
and gave them all the gos
sip in a light and easy 
style that was surprising-

ly free from malice. The la
test beauty to attract the ad-

miration of her son was always 
reported with a most searching analysis of the lady's charms and de
fects of character. . This time, however, the writer confessed herself 
somewhat alarmed because the object of Sir Alister' s most recent in
fatuation, while not strictly beautiful, was in some respects more dan
gerously attractive to a young man of his peculiar temperament. His 
mother always spoke of her son's ' temperament, ' when she wished to 
allude delicately to his inordinate vanity. Lack of beauty was no de
fect in the anxious mother's eyes ; it was indeed rather a recommendation, 
but there was a more serious defect in the young woman's qualifications : 
to wit, a total absence of independent fortune with which to minister 
to the needs of an extravagant husband ; but the worst fault of all was 
that she was an actress, one of the latest claimants to the rather uncer
tain honors of the stage. 

These things were bad, but what most alarmed the good lady was 
the fact that the girl was entirely unlike the young women whom the 
susceptible Sir Alister usually selected for the fleeting favor of his ad
miration. She was not frivolous, nor was her personal character open 
to criticism, and moreover she seemed to have rather severely snubbed 
the young man for some time. Under these circumstances Julia was 
well able to understand her foster-mother's anxiety. 

Martin was amused at the writer's alarm and asked the name of this 
new light of the drama, whose fame had not yet spread to Paris. 

" This is what she says," said Julia, delighted to have got his mind 
on to another theme. She went on reading. 

" You know how I dislike those horrible plays of Ibsen ; well, for 
my sins, I was induced to go with him to hear the latest horror, in order 
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to see this miracle. The play was just as gruesome as anyone with a 
taste for ' problems ' could desire, but the woman was certainly remark
able. Her big brown eyes have a queer fascination : they haunted me 
for days, yet she is almost insignificant in size and not particularly beauti
ful. But those eyes are dangerous. I know that Alister will make 
a fool of himself, if she allows it. But she seems really a very worthy 
sort of person. Of no particular origin, her father was an unknown 
artist and I believe she uses her own name Clara Martel." 

Martin sat up and repeated in a peculiar voice, " Clara Martel,"  
as i f  he  had been asleep and were now trying to recall his dream. 
" Clara Martel. "  . . . 

" Why, Martin, do you know her? " exclaimed his wife wondering 
a little at his manner. 

" Yes. I knew her slightly, in fact she sat to me for my first Cleo
patra picture."  

" Ah !  She was your model ? "  Julia's voice was almost chilly as 
she asked the simple question ; but Martin hardly noticed it, and an
swered simply. 

" Her father was a friend of Talbot's, and was interested in Cleo
patra, so she let me make a study of her for my picture, when I was 
' stuck ' for want of a model. Then her father died, and I never knew 
what became of her. "I went to England about that time and clean for
got her. Yes, her eyes are certainly remarkable. Her father was a 
delightful talker and seemed to have read a lot. The girl was silent 
and peculiar. I never dreamed of her going on the stage. I had almost 
forgotten her." 

Julia felt somehow inclined to wish the " almost " could have been 
" altogether." Martin had never mentioned the incident of the sitting 
for that picture, which now returned to her memory vividly. She re
called the peculiar fascination of the Queen's eyes in the painting, and 
recognised some underlying current of mystery connected with that 
past, which was beyond her reach. She felt as if she had stepped upon 
a forgotten tomb and heard her footfall echo in the unknown depth 
below. Martin seemed now inclined to sit and dream rather than talk. 
Julia was jealous of anything that drew him away from her even in 
thought. She watched over him more as a doting mother does over a 
wayward child, and she was ready to forgive his humors and his weak
nesses if only she could remain his confidante. She thought there were 
no secret chambers in his soul to which she had not access; and she had 
never felt the pang of that kind of jealousy, familiar to so many wives, 
for Martin was well content to look to her for all the comfort and com
panionship he needed. So she too relapsed into a silent meditation on 
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the subject of the girl who had so suddenly appeared as a disturbing 
element in the family. 

She was familiar with Alister's unstable ' temperament. ' He was 
extremely candid in his confidences, and used to tell her of a good many 
of his love affairs (the more innocent ones) ; and other people would 
at times complete the record of his escapades, so that she was not under 
any delusions as to a man's ' fidelity ' in love : and yet she never for a 
moment believed her husband capable of such levity as was natural 
to Sir Alister. She thought of those eyes, and wondered if Martin had 
indeed forgotten them so completely ; and then she could not help spe
culating as to how much there might have been for him to forget. Lady 
Marshbank had easily adopted the old saying : " There's safety in num
bers," as her consoling motto in thinking of her son's matrimonial pro
jects, and so far none of his infatuations had given her cause for much 
anxiety, except upon the score of a possible scandal. But a woman who 
was not beautiful nor rich nor easy of approach, and who yet had the 
power to hold his admiration, was ·certainly a cause for serious considera
tion if not alarm. 

To Martin the name of Clara Martel came ominously as an answer 
to his own querulous self-examination. She seemed to stand before him 
now as an accusing spirit, silently scornful of his small success, his com
fortable life and popularity ; and her glance had no need of language to 
call back his first ideals and aspirations, his dedication to the task of 
vindicating the reputation of the Great Queen, his reverence for the 
Gods and for the ancient mysteries. She seemed to be looking down 
on him from some forgotten height which he too once had scaled ; and 
once again dimly and distantly he saw himself standing in the presence 
of the Queen, whose eyes were those of the unknown girl, who came to 
him in his need, as if she were indeed a ministering spirit sent by some 
higher power to help him in his task. He had forgotten her ; and the 
Gods seemed very far away. His years of archaeologic;al research now 
looked to him like a mere pleasure voyage in some safe sea among the 
enchanted islands of a land of dreams, where he had gathered pretty 
shells and curious stones to play with childishly. Meanwhile he had for
gotten her : and the Gods look coldly on ingratitude. 

He shuddered slightly, and his wife roused herself, saying : " The 
air is chilly still. Shall we go home? " 

Yes. He was impatient now to be at home. The studio was home. 
The luxury of his present abode was strangely in contrast with the po
verty of the old studio in which he had dreamed such splendid dreams, 
but still it was home. The studio is still the studio in spite of the up
holsterer's most 'laudable efforts, and to an artist the studio is home. 
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For the first time since his marriage a cloud had come between them 
- a memory ; no more. 

Where had it come from? 
Suddenly he felt as if his life had lost reality. He tried to rouse him

self; and as he did so he looked at his wife beside him. She seemed far 
away. She too was part of that pleasure voyage on a fairy sea, where 
scientific facts· were magic toys created by wizardry for the delusion 
of such dilettanti as himself. He wondered vaguely if she too would 
prove as illusive as the science he had accepted as a substitute for true 
vision and the wisdom of the Gods. 

She turned to look at him, and noticed the strange look on his face. 
She was alarmed ; but laughed, and said : " Come ! wake up, we are 
nearly home. I think you have been asleep. You look dazed and dreamy. 
Have you got cold? "  

He shook himself and answered : 
" I  think I was half asleep. Yes, it is cold. I shall be glad to be in 

the studio again. That is the best place for an artist."  
Clara Martel had passed out of  the painter's life, but she had not 

forgotten nor lost sight of him. She followed his career as one might 
read a legend of the past in the events that are occurring on the stage 
of our own day. She thought the time would come again when he would 
need help, but whether it then would be her lot to set his feet upon the 
path once more she could not tell. 

Meanwhile she had her destiny to fulfil ; and her career afforded 
ample occupation for her thoughts ; but still she could find time to thiqk 
of others. The idle have no time to think of anyone but themselves. 

Though living now in London she had not lost touch with her old 
friends the Talbots, and they gladly kept up a regular correspondence 
with her. They had told her of Martin's marriage and of the pictures 
he exhibited ; some of them she had seen for herself ;  and from these 
data she could partly read the story of his life. It was a disappoint
ment ; but she still hoped that he would some day turn back and find 
the forgotten path, before his life was wasted utterly, and the fire of 
creative imagery had grown cold ; before the years had set the seal of 
failure on his brow beneath the wreath of victory with which the vain 
world crowns its favored ones. For it is so that a man may be acclaimed 
by men and highly honored, while the assessors in the " Hall of Judg
ment " watching the weighing of the heart may have already uttered 
the verdict that admits of no appeal : " Tried and found wanting. "  

When she remembered his lofty aspirations and thought now of his 
academic triumphs and social success, she feared to hear the voice of 
the recorder proclaiming " Tried in the balance and found wanting." 
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She still dared to believe the promise of his youth might be fulfilled. 
But she had seen so many a fair promise wither ere the life that bore 

it reached maturity ; and she had seen stars that had burned bright in 
the eyes of children fade or disappear in adolescence, while fires of another 
kind blazed up in place of them. The world in which she moved was 
full of such fires, which too often she saw worshiped as the pure flame 
of genius : fairy fires, will-o'-the-wisps, indeed, that lead to the swamps 
and quagmires of life. 

Many of those she met were marked with the mud in which they 
wallowed secretly - though such poor secrets are not hard to read, 
nor are they pleasant reading ; and Clara Martel was forced to shut her 
eyes to very many things in order to endure her constant contact with 
such undesirable companions. She was a dramatic student, one amongst 
many, but very much apart from all the rest ; although but few of them 
were conscious of the fact, perhaps because she hardly was aware of 
it herself. She saw so much to love in human nature, and was content 
to shut her eyes also to so much, that she was seldom conscious of her 
loneliness, which is an affliction that particularly pertains to egotism ; 
the selfish person is eternally alone. 

But she was rarely lonely, and if the atmosphere of her thought
world was of too rarefied a kind for those with whom she was in daily 
contact, that was perhaps unavoidable : to her it was but the natural 
state of things, normal and familiar from her infancy. 

But now her student days were over, and she had already gained 
a certain reputation for her interpretation of some of Ibsen's characters. 
His plays were only then beginning to find acceptance with the public, 
and she was one of the few who could successfully fill some of the more 
exacting rOles. She was already popular among the more ardent of 
the great dramatist's admirers, though not herself by any means an 
enthusiastic worshiper of the master. She had no sympathy with the 
gloom and horror in which he seemed to revel ; she was an optimist. 
Still, there was scope for her talent in an attempt to impart some warmth 
to characters that to her seemed lacking in the higher qualities of woman
hood, and she· did full justice to the marvelous dramatic instinct of 
the great Norwegian. . 

Like Martin she had dreamed her dream, and seen the path before 
her ; and like him she had held herself pledged to a noble cause, and 
she believed herself called to fulfil a certain destiny. Like him she looked 
on Egypt as the home of human culture and the shrine of art ; like him 
she hoped to see the ancient mysteries revived on earth, and the lost 
secret sciences restored to their former place of honor. From her father 
she had learned ·more real Egyptology than the archaeologists of that 
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day believed capable of scientific demonstration. But she looked in 
vain for a dramatist touched with the sacred fire, who should restore 
the drama to its ancient glory as the revealer of the Sacred Science. 

She marveled that the message of Theosophy should wake so few 
echoing voices among the dramatic authors of the world. Surely some 
genius must arise to put into dramatic form some of the teachings of 
antiquity, that Madame Blavatsky in her great books had brought to 
the western world, and to redeem the theater, and rededicate it to the 
service of humanity. She knew that this must come; but feared that 
she might not live to help in the great work. 

When she had heard of Martin Delaney and his Cleopatra picture, 
she thought that he must be one of the brotherhood, one of a group of 
souls that come to earth at stated times to give new spiritual energy 
to a degenerate age. But he seemed to have lost heart, or to have chosen 
a lower path ; he was now little more than one of the dilettanti, with 
whom Science and Art are hobbies, and philosophy a subject for ' scienti
fic investigation, '  which is a polite term for ' groping in the dark.'  Genius 
does not go groping, but stands on a height and sees with opened eyes. 

Unlike the painter she was not deluded by success ; she knew that 
it was no more than an incident in her search for the true path. But 
Martin looked on his triumphs as so many milestones on the Path it
self, on which he felt that he was already far advanced. 

Yet all his satisfaction seemed to melt away, and all his secret tri
umph lost its savor at the mere memory of a woman's eyes. 

Julia sat in her own room wondering wherein she had failed, wonder
ing what evil influence had passed her by and struck the heart she thought 
herself so well able to protect against all pain or disappointment. She 
felt as a mother might, who finds her child has gone beyond her. Had 
she grown old and helpless? 

For the first time she felt the pang of doubt as to her power to pro
tect him from himself. Was Love then not omnipotent? The doubt 
was momentary. Youth was still strong within her, and her confidence 
returned, but henceforth tempered with a doubt. 

When Lady Marshbank next wrote to Julia it was to tell her of a 
new phase of Alister's infatuation. Julia did not read the letter to her 
husband. In it the writer said : 

" Alister is really too absurd ; he wanted me to go with him to a 
house in Bayswater last week. You know the kind of people one ex
pects to find in Bayswater ; but this if you please was to meet the Theo
sophist, Madame Blavatsky. It appears that his inamorata is a disciple 
of hers, and had induced the silly boy to go with her to a Theosophical 
meeting at her · house in Lansdowne Road. Now you know my dear 
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I am not prejudiced about religion, but I object to being dragged into 
new movements without knowing what they are about ; and then they 
say that all sorts of queer people go to these meetings. Alister has been 
there several times and was deeply impressed, so he says at least ; but 

I am too old for new re
ligions and things of that 
sort. The world is good 
enough for me, although 
no doubt it might be bet
ter ; but it will last my 
time. So I declined. Now 
he subscribes to their 
new magazine ' Lucifer ' !  
Think of it ! I try to 
keep it out of sight, but 
it is sure to be on the 
table when some parti
cularly orthodox caller 
comes, and I get credit 
for it. It really is too 
bad. You know how I 
dislike new notions and 
unnecessary fads, - and 
then to be taken for a 
Theosophist. That boy 
will bring me into dis
grace with everybody in 
one way or another. I 
shall have to go back to 
Gadby. I think I must 
be getting old." 

" Poor dear," sighed 
Julia - sympathetically. 
" That boy is certainly a 

trial. But then I suppose all men are, more or less." 
And then she fell to musing on the mystery of the girl who seemed 

to have such a strange influence on the two men so differently yet so 
intimately connected with her life. The name of Clara Martel seemed 
ominous to her. When she thought of her a cold hand seemed laid upon 
her heart to still its beating. 

A few days later she found her husband reading a book she had not 
seen before. When he went out she picked it up and found it was The 
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Voice of the Silence, by H. P. Blavatsky. She frowned on reading the 
title, and felt again that cold hand on her heart. But she drew a chair 
up to the fire and sat down to see for herself what this Theosophy really 
meant. Some hours later she stood with the book still in her hand look
ing intently into the fire. She was very pale. 

She had read the book, and in her own way understood it. Now she 
knew what was before her. If Martin should accept the teaching of 
this book, her day was done. She could no longer be his guide and com
forter. He would go beyond her. If he entered on that Path he would 
be lost to her. She could not follow him. She, who had been his guide. 
She knew that his imagination would transport him into regions beyond 
her ken. She was intelligent, and knew that the earth was her world, 
and that she had no wings to bear her to the heights that he would scale 
if once he left her guardianship. She saw him lost to the world and her 
upon those dazzling heights, unless she saved him from himself. There
fore she did not hesitate. 

She stirred the fire, and put the book into the hottest part, and watched 
it slowly burn to ashes, but with no sense of satisfaction. It was an act 
of sheer despair. As she stood there her husband entered. He saw 
the ashes of the book still glowing in the fire, and noticed the pale cheek 
of his wife as she turned to greet him. 

" Why Julia," he said. " What are you burning there? " Then 
looking closer, he saw and understood. " You have burned that book. 
Why? " he asked coldly. 

She put her two hands upon his shoulders and looked into his eyes 
pathetically, saying, 

" Because I love you." 
At her touch he stiffened slightly and put up his hands as if to thrust 

her from him, but hesitated, and merely took her hands in his, looking 
down at her reproachfully. Then she knew that she had won. 

She dropped her head against his shoulder and cried there, as he 
gently stroked her hair in silence. 

The ashes in the hearth turned dull and grey, the light was fading 
from the sky ; and in the studio the shadows deepened about them soft
ly, as if to hide her triumph and his shame : and both were grateful for 
the gathering gloom, that seemed to set its seal on some unspoken pact. 

He looked into the fire, where the dull grey ashes seemed to have 
stifled all the throbbing fire that usually made the embers glow with 
fairy pictures. But he looked in vain, for he saw no pictures now, but 
one that he did not choose to see : it was " the dying of the light. ' '  In 
his heart he knew a fire had gone out, leaving the chill of death within 
the house of life : · and as he kissed the woman in his arms his lips were cold. 




