























































































































MODERNISM IN THE CHURCH
H. T. EDGE, M. A.

HE rapidly changing times in which we now live exhibit well

the essential phenomena of growth: the struggle between

static and dynamic forces; the rivalry between the influences

that expand and those that bind; the strange antics and
postures assumed by organisms, in their endeavor to accommodate them-
selves at once to the expanding vitality and the fixed form. For this is
growth: the expanding of a form; whereby it both increases its dimensions
and retains its shape; changes its costume without losing its identity;
hitches on to the future, yet will not let go of the past.

In the established religious bodies we are witnessing these phenomena.
Religion itself, the vital principle of humanity, is welling up in new
strength from within, bringing {resh intensity, zeal, and searching light
into every human interest; and into formal religions among the number.
Thus the churches — religious bodies -— are restlessly writhing under the
influence of the religious spirit; in danger of being torn asunder in their
effort to cling at once to what is behind and what is before. They will
only move one step at a time, perhaps; but many times means many
steps, and the conservatism of today was the liberalism of yesterday.

There is a Modernist Movement in the Church of England. The
Church of England is only a part of Christianity in England; there is
Christianity in other lands; and Christianity is only one religion out of
many. So this modernist movement ranks fifth in a scale of subdivision.
Its recent throes engage the attention of three articles in the Hibbert
Journal for January. We gather that an alarmist wave which swept over
the press lately was due to the fact that the Churchmen’s Union for the
Advancement of Liberal Religious Thought held a conference at Cam-
bridge, and that its discussions were ignorantly regarded as a new bomb-
shell, whereas they really date from 1898, when that body was founded.
It is a descendant of the old Broad Church Movement, and at its first
conference it resolved, among other things, that it was necessary to
unite Churchmen ‘““who consider that dogma is susceptible of reinterpreta-
tion and restatement in accordance with the clearer perception of truth
attained by discovery and research.” In its first report, dated 1899, it
declared its aims to be, among others:

“To defend and maintain the teaching of the Church of England as the historic Church of
the country and as being Apostolic and Reformed.”

“To encourage friendly relations between the Church of England and all other Christian
bodies.”

359



THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

The Union asserts without reserve its belief in the Incarnation and
Resurrection of our Lord Jesus Christ, but advocates a wide liberty of
belief with regard to the mode and attendant circumstances of both.

From a paper by the Rev. Henry D. A. Major, B. »., we take the
following:

“The Modern Churchmaf has no desire to destroy or dissolve the great dogmas of the
Christian faith. He is convinced that they contain inestimable spiritual values. He is con-
vinced also that the Christian Church cannot enjoy fullness of life without them. But he is
equally sure that the Church cannot do with them in the form in which it has inherited them

from a distant past. They need criticism and reformulation, and he knows there can be no
finality in the process.”

Another clergyman said that —

“The difficulty in which the modern Liberal school finds itself is that of constructing a new
system which will appear like the old whilst fundamentally different. Its disciples want to
substitute jesuanity for Christianity and to induce themselves and the world to believe that
no material change has been made.”

There seems to have been a tendency among some of the speakers to
make Christ more human and less divine; and one man asks whether it is

possible that the Jesus of Modernism is replacing the Virgin of medieval
piety, as a human mediator. Another describes Jesus as

“A man distinguished from all other men, before or since, by his unique knowledge of the
Father, his spiritual insight, and his perfect moral purity. His pre-eminence was due to the
fact that he more than any other man partook of the Divine Logos.”

This is certainly a change from the typical Christian idea of Christ.
But still he remains unique, and the idea of their bemng, or having been,
other men with the same attributes is excluded. The writer of one of
the articles says:

“Modernism in England . . . has presented a non-miraculous, non-mysterious, easily
understood, non-sectarian, and. popular religion. The only question is whether this is Chris-
tianity. At the head is placed the human Jesus of history, a gifted teacher of the Fatherhood of

God and the brotherhood of man, and, to quote Dr. Barnes, one ‘gifted with rare psychical
strength. His power to cure disease was remarkable.” ”

Evidently there is a craving for something more human; it is being
realized that the perfect Man is our ideal. The conventional Christ was
(so some people evidently think) too far above the heads of men; being
unique, his life could hardly be regarded as imitable. The natural result
is that, instead of trying to follow in his footsteps, we are led to regard
him as infinitely superior, and ourselves consequently as hopelessly in-
ferior. Yet many of his own sayings bear out the more modern idea
rather than the conventional one. We could quote a string of passages
in which Christ appears as a great human Teacher, claiming nothing for
himself beyond what his disciples may attain, attributing his powers to
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the divine grace of the Father, but pointing out the way for others to
reach the Father also. Some of these Modernists appear to think that it
was the ancient Church that converted Jesus into a unique deific power,
and that it is their duty to reinstate Jesus in the place which he actually
claimed for himself. One of the writers says:

“This worship of the ideal man is not Christianity, which is the acceptance of salvation
through Christ alone.”

And adds that there must necessarily be

‘“a miraculous element in religion, an element of wonder to inspire reverence for some power
outside ourselves and incomprehensible to us.”

But the Mystic Christ would satisfy these requirements. If the
Christ of history was a type, an example, of what other men may become;
if the ‘Son,” through which we approach the ‘Father,” is the Divine Soul
incarnate in every man, then the element of wonder and ‘miracle’ is
present, and still Christ remains human. -

In all this it seems to be tacitly assumed that Christianity (whatever
it be) is the supreme religion; the other religions are not mentioned.
The difficulty as to the long ages precedent to the coming of Christ re-
mains; the millions of Buddhists and Moslems and others are not pro-
vided for. In this Modernist program, religion is both national and
sectarian — sectarian, we mean, in the sense that religions other than
Christianity are excluded. These limitations of course throw great diffi-
culties in the path of liberalism in ideas. It is however a conceivable idea
that there should be one universal Religion, coexisting with numerous
local divisions, of which Christianity might be considered one, and the
Church of England- a subdivision of that again. But in that case a less
absolute attitude would have to be assumed by the divisions and sub-
divisions. The fact is that national and sectarian limitations do not
agree with freedom of thought.

Delving into the origins of Christianity is encouraged by the Modern-
ists, but we do not find mention of delving into the origins of other re-
ligions. Yet it is always advisable, in studying any subject, to attend to
any collateral facts that [ringe upon it. It would be found in this case,
for instance, that the idea of Atonement and vicarious sacrifice by no
means originated with, or is peculiar to, Christianity. Originally a teaching
of the Sacred Mysteries, it signified that the Divine Soul of man sacrifices
itself by entering upon the cycle of incarnation; and that this Soul
becomes the mediator between the mortal man and his Divine source.
This undoubtedly is the true explanation of Christ’s teachings about the
Father and the Son. The doctrine, though applying to all men, has
special reference to perfected men — those who have atiained to those
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higher steps in human evolution to which initiation into the Mysteries
conducts. Christianity has probably originated in the life and teachings
of such an Initiate; but the evidence is overwhelming that his teachings
were tampered with by ecclesiastical bodies and thus converted into that
ecclesiastical and dogmatic form which religions are always prone to
assume when the influence of their originators has been withdrawn and
materialistic influences have supervened upon the pristine spiritual force
among the disciples.

Mankind will insist on clinging to the essentials of religion; and man-
kind outlasts any creed. Moreover a common basis on which nations of
all kinds can meet is required. The foundation of religion is a belief in
the essential divinity of man; and this Theosophists claim to have been
a cardinal doctrine of Jesus. Man, in the last resort, has to {ix his ideals
and regulate his conduct by his innate sense of good and right; it is by
these standards that he judges the creeds themselves. And from his own
divinity come these intuitions. That man is primarily a spiritual being,
is the cardinal teaching of all great faiths; and his innate divinity urges
him ever toward high ideals of conduct. Thus religion is a true inter-
pretation of the nature and destiny and consequent obligations of man.

THE PURPOSE OF THE UNIVERSAL
BROTHERHOOD AND THEOSOPHICAL SOCIETY

MARTHA BLAKE

ZZ09 HERE is a passage in the writings of the eminent French
b Wﬁ historian and statesman, M. Guizot, which shows a profound
Mé knowledge of human nature and wide acquaintance with the

N—=~Al facts of history. He says:

“It often happens that popular emotions, however deep and general, remain barren, even
as in the vegetable world many sprouts come to the surface of the ground and then die, without
growing any more or bearing any fruit. It is not sufficient for the bringing about of great
events and practical results, that popular aspirations should be merely manifested. Tt is
-necessary, further, that some great soul, some powerful will, should make itself the organ and
agent of the public sentiment, and bring it to fecundity by becoming its type, its personification.”

In looking around upon the condition of the world, as we see it today,
we are confronted with a picture of unrest that is well-nigh appalling,
and a wide-spread desire for reform in almost every department of our
business, social, and political life. No such extended picture is presented
by any one period of known history. Restlessly surging everywhere.
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below the outward appearance of events, is a spirit which is peering forth
into an unknown future, dissatisfied with present conditions and ideals,
making attempts here and there to reconstitute society upon a new and
harmonious kasis, yet met at every turn by dread uncertainty as to the
guiding principle which can be held up to the public gaze as the star of
hope, to be generally accepted as a beacon-light for reform.

No reader of the newspapers or magazines can be unfamiliar with
this aspect of our common life.

Every one knows that forty-six of the countries of the world once sent
representatives to a conference at The Hague, hoping against hope that
some way might be found to lay another stone at the foundations of the
Temple of Universal Peace, which the world had already erected in
thought and aspiration.

Every one knows of the host of pseudo-creeds, Pragmatism, Higher
Criticism, and the like, that have sprung up and are seized upon by
hundreds of Academics, as the last straws floating on the surface of a
maelstrom of conflicting conjectures.

Every one knows that the centers of our civilization, under the direct
governance of popular representation, tolerate conditions of degradation
and starvation in their midst which are a disgrace to our pretended
advancement and progress, and bring about the destruction, both body
and soul, of thousands of our common humanity.

Every one knows that the criminal laws of America and Europe do
little or nothing to remove the morally diseased of the community, but
too often increase and render hopeless the offenders, whom they degrade
instead of curing or helping to a better life.

Yet all thig and much more that might be brought to witness to the
like effect, is the mere outward appearance of the true state of affairs.
That the'actual state of affairs may perhaps be more keenly appreciated,
let me draw upon the writings of Mr. George R. Sims, the well-known
author, journalist, and philanthropist, who contributed to the London
Tribune a series of articles, entitled: ‘The Black Stain,” which have
aroused much feeling. They consist of a plain unvarnished presentation
of a few facts about slum-life in London, from notes in the author’s
pocket-book, taken during a pilgrimage through some of the streets.
The horrors arising from overcrowding and hopeless vice and intem-
perance make a story incredible and, for the most part, unspeakable, and
one that applies in general character of detail to almost every large city
throughout the so-called civilized world.

In one of these articles he takes two pitiful streets, one in Mansion
Land, the other in Villa Land. The long rows of four-storied houses,
once used by well-to-do people, have now become human rabbit-warrens.
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Each room holds a family. The horrors, catalogued plainly and without
exaggeration, are unbelievable. Sometimes there is only one bed for the
whole family, and people of all ages and relationships and of both sexes
herd together like wild animals. One room had two families, including
four parents and eleven children. In many cases the mother is a hope-
less drunkard, spending everything in drink, though relieved by several
different charities, and leaving babies entirely neglected for months
together. They have children by the score, few of whom ever complete
their first year. The various results of such a mode of life can readily
be imagined. Mr. Sims darkly hints at a few; readers can fill in the rest.
Sufficient to say that the cruelty involved to children, especially to girls,
equals if not surpasses the worst horrors of history, and far exceeds every-
thing that savagery can produce. And this has to be multiplied enormous-
ly. In twelve years the National Society (England) for the Prevention of
Cruelty to Children records: 935,543 neglected and starved, 129,366 as-
saulted and illtreated, 32,696 wretched little beggars and hawkers, 23,192
morally outraged, 14,652 sufferers in other ways, making one million
children in England alone, and these only the cases that were found out.

Some people are saying that these conditions are due to the ‘heathen-
ism’ prevalent, and propose more religion. But it is well to remember that
these things have grown up under the aegis of State Religion and of the
numerous other churches. The Church of England has the most powerful
and influential machinery for the propagation of its teachings that it is
possible to conceive: a land strewn with churches, innumerable pastors,
rich endowments, social prestige — everything. And yet these things
are so. Is there, then, any use to increase still further the output of
church-religion? Would not balanced judgment rather jnfer that the
conditions are the corollary of ecclesiasticism? The most warped judg-
ment must at least admit that ecclesiasticism has failed adequately to
cope with them.

In truth we cannot look to any of the ordinary powers for salvation;
for all these powers have proved alike helpless. Whether it is church-
religion, or science, or economics, or charity, the evil still grows unchecked.

Are these horrors necessary accompaniments of civilization as civiliza-
tion is understood today? The fact is undeniable that out of civilization
they have grown, and from civilization they are reproduced as fast as
ameliorated. Our life is largely a sham and preserves a respectable front
by keeping its shame hidden away. This is the inevitable obverse of
the side of life which we turn to public view. ‘

Suppose we search out the roots of this evil, whose branches it is so
useless to keep lopping. Where will our search take us? It will take us
down to two causes, that exist as rankly among the well-to-do as among
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the outcast: license and ignorance. Ignorance of the laws of life, and
license in following instinct and passion without restraint from the
higher law.

Can the churches teach the laws of life? Do they teach them? Can
Secularism, Agnosticism, Science, teach the laws of life? Will stale plati-
tudes about salvation and the love of Jesus avail? Have they availed?
Will the wild and ever-varying guesses of science, or the negations and
queryings of agnosticism do it?

Wherever we go, if we still continue to cherish the same ideals of life,
to live after the same fashion, there we will always have the slum with its
attendant horrors. So long as there are respectable criminals, hiding their
crimes, and many other people innocent in act but negligent, heedless,
burying their heads in the sand and turning away from painful subjects,
just so long shall we have these conditions. The merely negatively good
are about as useful as a praying saint to a man in a bog.

The deeper we go into the real life of our fellow-men, their opinions
and thoughts, the more we meet with the real forceful underlying causes
of all this unrest; and we can hardly fail to perceive the falsity, the un-
fairness, nay, even the hideousness, of much that is passing muster as
permissible in the relations between man and man.

It was the recognition of such facts as these, arising from an extended
acquaintance with the needs of humanity, that gave H. P. Blavatsky the
motive and purpose of her life-work. Deeply touched by the needs of the
times, she spent a quarter of a century of her younger and middle life in
search of the precious truths, and afterwards’ gave her wealth, her name,
her comfort, even her life, to proclaim them for the needs of the humanity
which she loved. Concealing herself behind an apparently eccentric
personality for the better protection of the obejcts she had in view,
fearless and untiring, she labored to bring back to the remembrance of
men the ancient wisdom, which should set them free from the chains of a
dead hope, and give them new life by the realization of the truth, which
truth each man might find for himself. Persecuted, maligned and mis-
understood, forsaken even by those who had claimed to be her best
friends, and betrayed by those whom she had helped the most, she never
wavered in her great purpose; and while this eulogy may not seem
especially relevant, yet it seems no more than right, and it certainly is a
great personal satisfaction, to give honor where honor is due, especially in
view of the many baseless slanders that have been the far more frequent
contribution from the malevolently inclined and the ignorant.

Again quoting Guizot:

“It is not sufficient for the bringing about of great events and practical results that popular
aspirations should be merely manifested; it is necessary, further, that some great soul, some

365



THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

powerful will, should make itself the organ and agent of the public sentiment and bring it to
fecundity, by becoming its type, its personification.”

No better description was ever penned of the work and purpose of
H. P. Blavatsky. Foreseeing the needs both of her own time and of those
to follow after, she recolved to become the “organ and agent’ of the
popular longings and aspiration, and furthermore sought to “bring it to
fecundity by becoming its type, its personification.”

As a token of her comprehension of conditions and their only remedy,
let me quote her own words, uttered many years ago, which are as follows:

“Look for a moment at what you would call the concrete facts of human society. Contrast
the lives not only of the masses of the pcople, but of many of those who are called the middle
and upper classes, with what they might be under healthier and nobler conditions, where
justice, kindness, and love were paramount, instead of the selfishness, indifference, and brutality
which now too often seem to reign supremec. All good and evil things in humanity have their
roots in human character, and this character is, and has been, conditioned by the endless chain
of cause and effect. But this conditioning applies to the future as well as to the present and
the past. Selfishness, indifference, and brutality can never be the normal state of the racc;
to believe so would be to despair of humanity, and that no Theosophist can do. Progress can
be attained, and only attained by, the development of the nobler qualities.”

— The Key to Theosophy, p. 231

“Finally, if you ask me how we understand Theosophical dutly practically and in view of
Karma, I may answer you that our duty is to drink to the last drop, without a murmur, what-
cver contents the cup of life may have in store {or us, to pluck the roses of life only for the
fragrance they may shed on others, and to be ourselves content with but the thorns, if that
fragrance cannot be enjoyed without depriving someone else of it.”"— I'bid., pp. 225-6

‘*Make men feel and recognise in their innermost hearts what is their real, true duty to all
men, and every old abuse of power, eyery iniquitous law in the national policy based on human,
social or political selfishness, will disappear of itself.”— Ibid., p. 227

Every student of her writings cannot fail to see how sure she was of her
ground and how well it was taken, and how plainly she recognised the
need that some one should proclaim the Truth with a persistency that
should bring inquiry and ultimate recognition. Another thing that will
become apparent is that the teachings she gave are not mere fantastical
ideas founded simply on speculation, but that by ample demonstration
of the source from which they came they are proven to be the embodiment
of a long-forgotten knowledge.

Fully appreciating how burdened humanity is with the conservatism
of ages, with intellectual inertia, and with a lack of quick perception of
the true lines of action to adopt, she well knew that nothing short of a
life of practical martyrdom would avail to make any impression of her
message upon the intelligence of the age. Her anticipation in this regard
was amply justified; but her purpose gained stedfastness from her deep
conviction that, once the human soul has obtained a glimpse of a possible
perfection, however remote, it will not rest until the goal is finally attained.
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She seemed to know that the very idea of imperfection is only the product
of that which knows of perfection; and that great truths can work their
way but slowly into the thought-evolution of the age. But 'she pos-
sessed a boundless confidence that sooner or later they would attain their
full development and recognition. Her self-appointed mission, then, was
to arouse, to do all in her power to break up the mental molds of the age,
to call the attention of seekers after truth, and to point out the way
which all might follow.

In the final chapter of The Key to Theosophy, she thus describes the
future progress of the work which she inaugurated:

"It will gradually leaven and permecatc the great mass of thinking and intelligent pecople
with its large-minded and noble ideas of religion, duty, and philanthropy. Slowly bul surely
it will burst asunder the iron fetters ol creeds and dogmas, of‘social and caste prejudices; it
will break down racial and national antipathies and barriers, and will open the way to the
practical realization of the Brotherhood of all men.”— p. 293

Is there anything in such a statement that should arouse antagonism?
That her words have aroused antagonism is quite beyond question; but
the very fact of that antagonism is full warrant to question its bona fides,
and to stimulate suspicion of the #otives that prompt to the maligning of
an undeniably noble and sellless purpose, a purpose based upon truths so
substantially founded, that they have thus far successfully withsteod
the almost unremitting opposition of more than forty years.

To give added life and vitality to the work of H. P. Blavatsky, by
demonstrating in every way possible that Brotherhood is an actual fact
by reason of natural law, and to make it a living power in the life of
humanity, is a brief statement of the purpose of the Universal Brotherhood
and Theosophical Society. It is a positive purpose, a promise and an
undertaking of work, a systematized effort to attain an object. Originally
established in 1875, it was intended to collect together as many of those
who became interested in Mme. Blavatsky’s work as were willing to join
their forces with hers in a wide-spread movement of reform.

After some years of study and promulgation of certain fundamental
tenets, the necessity became apparent that some active means should be
taken to initiate and carry into due effect plans of reform based upon this
fundamental principle of Brotherhood and altruistic effort for the relief
of those who needed help. This led to the establishment of the Inter-
national Brotherhood League, as the department of practical work of
the Universal Brotherhood Organization, the objects of which, it has been
well remarked, cover every known ground of philanthropic work. Organ-
ized efforts have been set on foot to advance all the objects of this League,
which are classified under seven several heads, and as time goes on these
efforts will increase in proportion as the growing sympathy of mankind
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leads others to join in jovful service for the good of their fellows; for the
world is simply bound to awaken from its dream of complaining toleration
of evil, when effectual remedies are more generally presented and recog-
nised.

Perhaps the most efficient work of the Organization, as well as the best
known, is the institution of Rija-Yoga schools, which were founded by
Katherine Tingley and with the belief that by this means could be best
concentrated the energies of the Movement upon the formation of a
nucleus of humanity of a higher order, and thus carry on the effort into
the future with ever-increasing efficiency. This is explained in her own
words as follows:

“The world seeks for and requires a practical illustration of the possibility of developing a
higher type of humanity, and an opportunity for this now presents itself. All who have the
welfare of the world’s children truly at heart can hasten the day of better things eagerly sought
for by so many.

.. . The co-operation of all who undertake the work of teaching children will bring about
greater results than are now conceivable. . . . Only by wise teaching, by training and self-
reliance, self-discipline, concentration, and a recognition of the power of silence, can the lower

qualities of the nature be overcome and the highest be developed, so that the children who are
brought in touch with this Movement shall in their turn become practical workers for humanity.”

The truth of her assertion hardly needs emphasis or exposition, so
axiomatic is it that the inculcation of such ideas, to be truly efficient,
cannot be begun too soon. And how patent it is that the teachers’ part
in R&ja-Yoga training, or in any true Brotherhood work for that matter,
cannot be bought with a price; that commercialism, even to the question
of salary, or any remuneration, can have no part in it whatever. To be
effective, it must perforce be a free offering; for must it not be that he,
who would enter into a bargain for the passing on of God’s great truths,
will ultimately find himself unable to deliver according to his contract?

The divine calling to the preaching of God’s word is no idle saying;
and when the calling is %eard, there can be no pause by reason of personal
consideration; and it is a realization of the awful conditions with which
the world is so replete, and the almost utter hopelessness of every effort
at rectification, that makes the hearts of good men and women fairly ache,
and impels them, not only to lift up their voices in protest, but to exert
themselves in every way promising any measure of success, and that too
without thought of self, much less of any personal reward or benefit.

Does not the Theosophical program, then, find ample justification?
Shall Theosophists simply teach interesting particulars about the astral
planes, or how to develop psychic powers? Shall they tell people to be
good and offer them some vague reward in some vague future life? What
else 7s the right thing to do than to urge people to study the Higher Laws
of life, the laws that have been so ably expounded by H. P. Blavatsky,
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and that will bear the closest scrutiny that human intelligence can devise,
and that --- best of all — will enable man to discover how life may be lived
under conditions that shall be at least tolerable and decent?

Theosophy aims to renovate the whole basis of human life by instilling
its noble ideas of human life and destiny in place of the animalism of
recent science and the cold platitudes of theology. It asks and seeks no
recruits to its Organization, but it does urge everyone to remember that
the best thing he can do towards bettering conditions is to make his own
life as true as possible. If his efforts are restricted to a small circle, he can
make that circle sacred; and it will widen. If he desires wide influence,
let him remember that there is a road to boundless influence, if he will but
take it. It consists in the modest, patient fulfilment of the small duties;
for, as these are achieved, larger ones open out. By persisting in such a
course, he will find his sphere of influence enlarging quite as fast as he can
keep up with it. And he will have the satisfaction of feeling that each
moment of his life is lessening the amount of suffering, and that his silent
influence is inspiring many others to place themselves as comrades by
his side. Compassion should inspire to action, but not to useless feverish
struggling, much less to a policy of turning away the eyes. It should
inspire us to the fulfilment of duty and the observance of every divine
instinct.

Surely it is well to be reminded now and then of what exists in our
midst, not that any intelligent person is unaware of it, for everyone who
can read a daily paper published anywhere in the world knows well the
manifold story of human degradation; but it is well, even necessary,
that those who have the heart and courage shall reach down as it were
and firmly grasping the well-known evidences of human foulness, lift
them high aloft, not as anything new, but in order that the full light of
day shall reveal their awful hideousness; and so holding them aloft,
demand and redemand the attention of the world, demand it so continual-
ly that attention simply cannot be denied, demand it so insistently that
attention shall be followed by activity, demand it so persuasively that
hearts shall ache in very sympathy, nor find relief for their own distress
until the awful distress of the world is fully healed. )

Is there need for effort, for untiring effort, of such character? How
else can humanity’s inertia be overcome! How else can humanity be
saved — saved from itself! And this is the purpose of Theosophy, the
mission that the Universal Brotherhood and Theosophical Society has
set itself. Nor does it simply point out necessities and urge others to
grapple with them; but it undertakes the corrective work itself and, while
saying little of, the calumnies some seek to cast upon it, has full con-
fidence that sincere and intelligent work for such a cause cannot fail.
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DREAMING 1 WAKE
I'. P.

“0 my Divinity! blend thou with me . . .
That from darkness I may go forth in Light.”

DREAMING a day away along a shore,
The waves weave magic with the light, to pour
A gauzy sheen and veil the drifting sea.
A wraith of opal mist it seems to be
Floating and flowing wide above the decp,
Charming the inner vision from its sleep
To see the mellow melting mist on high,
A spatial ocean blended with the sky.

Day-dreaming fades away when on the sight —
Far seeing in the dawning rosy light —
Expanses open where no salil is seen,

Nor shoaling shores with tidal straits between.
The dome-base, all aglow with ceaseless dawn,
Circles irradiant space no night falls on.

Glories of light pour up as morning calls
Splendors of contrast where no shadow falls;
The pearl-blue sky with crimson light aglow,
Is streamed with bronze and gold in molten flow.

Viewing these wonders, through the heavens unfurled,
They are familiar as my natal world.

And through the fiery maze and from below,
Come souls of friends and loved ones whom [ know;
Some lost to me when death called them to rest,
With some from earth who wait on life’s behest;
But all with me released from dreamy night —

A flock of souls gathered by love for flight

Through realm beyond the reach of mortal thought,
Whence souls divine return with knowledge brought.

Widely we range where Truth illumes our course,
And learn of wisdom, drawing near its source.
Dreaming not now along a gleaming sea,

I wake, immortal once again to be:
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Arisen from dreaming dreams which fade away;
And with my fond companions in the Day
Beyond the mystic blended sea and sky,

As souls unbound from flesh we gladly fly

To bathe in tides of light where dawnings spread,
And on through splendors, by the Spirit led.

Beyond all dreaming on an earthy shore,
A soul no longer lost, pinioned I soar

With other risen souls flying through space,
Endowed by birth with every godlike grace.
Awaiting us estates, empire, and power;
Dignities and majesty ours by dower.
And from the far abyss of purest Flame
Come echoes of the ONE, above a name.
From dreaming dreams of unreality

I wake to know man’s immortality.

Of Spirit now I know myself a part —

[ts peace and joy and glory in my heart.

International Theosophical Headquarlers,
Point Loma, California

HOW 1 BECAME A THEOSOPHIST
E. J. DADD

HE purpose of our existence is that we should learn com-
passion. We begin to realize our divine selfhood when first
our experience leads us to compassion for others — our
other selves. Thus it becomes of value to look back over the

past, knowing that others are meeting the same difficulties, and feeling

that whatever clarity of thought we have will assist them in their ap-
proach to knowledge.

The struggle to the light is part of the great conflict of the age between
intuition and the prevailing psychology of fear, buttressed by ignorance;
it is the action of the higher and lower forces of nature, progress and
inertia, expressed in human life. -

It would not be right to take any credit for being a Theosophist,
having been led to it by a seemingly inevitable trend of circumstances.
As Mr. Judge says: ‘“No one was ever converted into Theosophy. Each
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one who really comes into it does so because it is only ‘an extension of
previous beliefs.” ”’ My early life seemed compounded of strong intuitions
of right and perceptions of truth, and at the same time an earnest devo-
tional tendency which made it seem a duty to conform thoroughly to
accepted standards of religion. But Theosophical thought was working
in the world, the ‘molds of mind’ had been shattered by master-hands,
and no amount of mistaken zeal or yielding to the ideas of others could
force the soul-intuition back from its demand [or recognition.

The very thoroughness put into the study of the so-called ‘plan of
salvation’ prevented its acceptance. Nobody wished to understand it
more than did I; but it had to be reasonable — blind faith was not ac-
ceptable. There were, and of course are now, all shades of opinion on the
matter, from the strictly narrow and literal to the broad and liberal,
from those who insisted on emotional experiences to those who discoun-
tenanced emotion as unreliable. As different branches of the Church
could not decide, and have not decided, to agree on the matter, and as
an academic study of the subject was beyond me, so the problem remained
at the time a puzzle.

As for the doctrine of punishment after death, I simply didn’t believe
it — it seemed obvious that what men suffered here on earth was quite
sufficient. And it was distressing to feel that the doctrine of the infalli-
bility of the scriptures was untenable, to know what an almost impossible
task it was to test translations for oneself, and yet to be urged that no
time be lost in making a decision about this and other matters. Haste,
not thought, was insisted upon.

And so on with the different Church doctrines; the soul within de-
manded that everything be questioned.

Paul’s teaching of the duality of human nature was helpful: there
was something that tallied with [acts of experience.

Fortunately, strong intuitions of right conduct constituted a saving
quality in the midst of so much conflict of thought. Is it not from the
lack of an intuitional confidence in principle that the world is all awry at
present? As has been pointed out in Theosophical writings, men have
been to a large extent freed by strong hands from the domination of
fear, which constituted at one time a certain restraint over wrong action,
but the light of the soul is not able to impress them with confidence in
right principles. Thus the unthinking and blind amongst humanity cannot
be expected to live better lives until the enlightened minority make so
powerful a stand for right that more of the light within is able to gain
recognition, and the general standard of life and conscience raised.

I remember with what avidity I read a book written by a courageous
churchman, seeking to give an explanation of sin and redemption that
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was amenable to reason. It was immensely encouraging: I could see then
that light was to be found, and of course did eventually find it in Theo-
sophy.

The book was by one named Garnier. He pointed out that the cruci-
fixion of the Christ was not an atonement in the revolting sense of placat-
ing an angry god, but simply an ‘at-one-ment’ in the plain sense of that
word — the bringing together of God and man. I hope he now has the
additional light Theosophy gives: that the crucifixion of Christ is a uni-
versal type, sometimes actually occurring in outward physical life, but at
all times taking place in the incarnation of divine life into gross physical
matter in order to raise it to higher levels of consciousness; the divine
itself in that process becoming more conscious of its own nature.

This book was in the library of a Bible-class to which I belonged;
so far as I know, I was the only one to whom it appealed.

It is interesting to remember that for a few months before coming
into touch with Theosophy I had a strong impression that I had to meet
a new friend, and every new acquaintance awoke the thought: ‘“Is this
he?” Soon after I met a member of the Sydney (Australia) Lodge,
feeling quite certain then that I had come to my own in Theosophy. Some
hitherto closed door opened, and I seemed simply to take up anew the
threads of an old task. No amount of ridicule, anger, or argument could
shake the conviction that Theosophy was the truth.

The thoroughness of one religious sect in following out the literal
teaching of the New Testament was attractive for a while; and while
owing its members nothing in the way of enlightenment, yet one of them
was unwittingly very helpful to me. Men are almost always better than
their beliefs, and the soul can speak through any honest heart.

But the great weakness in current religion is its lack of bearing on
practical life. Life is regarded as onlv incidental lo religion, an exact
reversal of fact. Human life is a vehicle for the manifestation of the
divine, and religion is the science of that manifestation. See the vital
difference between that view and the outrageous lie that human life is
essentially sinful, without dignity, and useful only as an antechamber
to a heaven! No wonder that men have become largely abandoned to
pleasure and repletion, drudgery and debauchery.

To me it seems as though the whole scheme of current religion were a
deceit of the lower mind to cover its own weaknesses, a scheme fostered
by interested parties to their own ends.

What a tragedy of disappointment is in the outpouring of the freshest
and best aspirations of youth, only to be dried away in the arid sands
of theological dogmatism and uncertainty!

In the days of my apprenticeship to the printing trade I could not
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see any interest or purpose in work, and not a fragment of what I had
studied as religion ever occurred to me to have a bearing on ordinary
affairs. Rather the reverse was the case. The sectarian friend whom
1 have mentioned as having helped me was insistent that interest should
be withdrawn from the world of men and centered on the world to come.
(He was successful in business himself and supported a large family.)

Anyhow, as regards practical results, I know that whatever success
I have had as a printer has heen due to the application of Theosophical
principles to daily life — duty, self-reliance, self-conquest, brotherhood;
without these I could not have arrived at the Aryan Theosophical Press.

So much for coming into touch with Theosophy. - But does that make
one a Theosophist? Not if the lower mind knows anything about it!
Never would I have gotten an inkling of what it meant to be a real Theo-
sophist unless there had been those in charge of and belonging to Lodge
No. 1, Australia, who were practically following out the teachings of
our three Leaders.

It seemed the strangest kind of talk at first to hear stress laid on the
fact that “to live to benefit mankind is the first step,” and that to live
for the sake of others brings light. It was far more attractive to dwell
on the magnificent philosophy and seeming possibilities of personal attain-
ment. But gradually it became clear that here was the science of every-
day life, simple human life dignified, the meaning and use of one’s own
intuitions of right explained, and their relation shown to a mighty plan of
human perfection. And, also, without the help of the knowledge of our
dual nature, how could one control the wayward impulses of the animal
nature, psychologized by the spirit of excess prevailing in present-day life?

What then? Having found the truth, am I now a Theosophist?
Only in the degree that I pass on to others the light which I have.

“SOME minds, otherwise bright, have objected to leadership. . . . This,
however, is to misunderstand, and to be frightened by a word when the idea
is reassuring. The very law which requires that mankind should have no
owners, requires that it should have guides. To be enlightened is the reverse
of being subjected. The march forward requires a directing hand; to rebel
against the pilot scarcely advances the ship; one does not see what would be
gained by -throwing Columbus overboard. The words ‘This way’ never
humiliated the man who was seeking the road. At night I accept the authority
of the torches.””— VICTOR HUGO
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MAN UPSETTING THE EARTH
E.

%3%% 28 T has recently been suggested that certain alleged disturbances
(}ﬂ ) in the behavior of the earth and moon are due to the war.
/[ —, Lhe earth is delicately balanced in its position and movements
)____»,2)4%1%1’ by magnetic forces, and these have been upset. How?
By the transference of large quantities of metals from their place in the
ground to a small area in the north of France. Such is the suggestion.
It is true that our operations on the earth’s crust are comparable to those
of microscopic animalcules on the skin of an apple, which might be sup-
posed to have transferred a few particles of rust from one part of the skin
to another; so the operations do not bulk very large, comparatively
speaking. But then those magnetic forces may be very delicate.

What is important is that magnetic forces are represented as, to some
extent at least, taking the place of the old gravitation. Gravitation is
perhaps mainly a quantity introduced into an equation to make it come
out even; hence it would be of the nature of x, which can at any time be
put equal to pq or to anything else desired. So there is no harm in intro-
ducing magnetic forces into gravitation. Besides, we know that there
are such magnetic forces, and they must produce some result. Light is
said to be an electromagnetic phenomenon; hence the magnetic forces
may play pranks with the alleged rectilinear propagation of light, in which
case we have been measuring the stellar spaces with crooked rods, and
‘things are not where they seem.’

No force in the universeé seems to be entirely independent of other
forces. Poe says somewhere that he cannot move the grain of dust on his
finger-tip without [or ever altering the movements of the entire universe of
orbs. And, as thought produces motion, thought must alter the universe.

THE POETRY OF LIFE
B. I. GORDON

D ‘ﬁf ‘You cannot get something for nothing,” is a bit of everyday
Al {\&m@ lore. The meaning of the first, if unraveled, is as clear as the
M midday sun. The second carries its own simple commentary.
The wish for happiness is upon our lips by day, and its consummation is
ardently desired for the short period of our dreams, if happily they are

=

=

2209 HE kingdom of heaven is within you,”” said a spiritual teacher.
/
((@E

379



THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

not too much disturbed by the rarity of its visitations. How much more
can I get for the value of that which I give? Is not that the slogan of
most men? It is the watchword of our marts; labor swears by it. Those
representatives of the nations called diplomats carry it in the secret
pockets of their thoughts. Religious devotees think of ingenious subter-
fuges by which they can evade the stringency of ritual. Medicine is
bending its energies towards discovering serums or panaceas, by which
we shall be able to go around to the back door of nature’s laws, and
attempt to outwit the scheme of life; saying ‘Yoho old chap! I shall
get what I want; I will not be denied my indulgence; I can make faces
at you, for see what those wiseacres have given me as a protection
against you.

There is really one gigantic skeleton that hides in the closet of the race,
and is forever grinning — as skeletons should — at the sham that is putting
on such pretensions of decorum and propriety. ‘Publicity, I will none
of you; my privacy must be protected,” says the individual as well as
aggregate mankind. Could we but see ourselves as others see us, how
our failings which now pass muster unheeded would shock us. And does
not the long winding path of history down to the dim perspective of time
point at the drama ol our failings as enacted in the past? And from
the maze of that winding path, can we not pick out nation after nation
and see why each in turn had succumbed, some in ashes, and others,
though living, but the bedraggled survival of former glory?

The record of these nations whose brilliant existence is now but a
memory; and of those still enduring as a faint shadow, should speak to us
in burning words of the great unalterable purpose that underlies human
life. For the laws that underlie it are eternal and true, and cannot be
evaded through the schemes of the brain, notwithstanding the denial
by some that such laws hold sway. We cannot plead ignorance of the
civil laws, and must bear the penalty of ignoring them. How then may
we expect to evade the operation of the divine laws of life?

Happiness can only follow as a consequence of giving and not taking.
And when I say giving, I mean that condition of human development or
self-control, when the best of the nature is surrendered. We cannot be
gross, selfish, acquisitive, and enjoy that peace that comes when these
qualities are eliminated and in their place is planted love, unselfish-
ness, moderation.

There are three, or more properly two, subjects which underlie the
sum and purpose of human attainment. Through them alone may the
divine order of life as expressed through man be consummated. They
are love or brotherhood as the objective, and self-control, which of course
presupposes service as the means, for we cannot have love in our hearts
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without brotherhood or serving mankind; we cannot be fired by a zeal for
service, without offering ourselves for trial in the crucible of self-control.

Perhaps there are some who believe that the giving of fifty thousand
dollars to a charitable institution, by one who has seven millions, while
going on in a life of indulgence, is adequate giving. I say nay; it is not so.
Lite cannot be bribed. Nor can we atone with shekels, no matter how
many, for the stifling of the higher nature that is prompting us to lift
our lives to its light.

How can a man expect to get the poetry out of life when his body is
corrupt from uncontrolled habits, when his desires, like runaway steeds
devoid of a guiding hand, are dashing him to destruction in the chasms
of his lower nature? We know that in the very lowest degrees of physical
phenomena, say in chemical activity, affinities cannot manifest themselves
until the precise conditions for such results prevail. Even the average
intelligence readily concedes such truisms. Yet when we come to the
very acme of this universe — the pinnacle of its expression, the human
heart — we seem to expect laws to play truant. They will not play
truant. The more subjective, the more interior the plane of expression,
the more exacting are the laws pertaining to that plane. It is unquestion-
ably easier to put together the mechanism of a household washing-
machine, than that of a delicately regulated Swiss watch. What use is
there to talk ol beauty and poetry when the inner meaning of life is sealed
[or us? when there is a film before the eyes and a crust about the heart?
Must we not first recognise that we are in essence divine, and that upon
the playground of our lives is enacted a mighty drama, the drama of the
conquest of the lower nature in order that we may be bondsmen no more?

Listen to the voice of your inner nature, to your conscience, for a day,
a week, or a month; catch its every silvery whisper, abide by it in the
everyday life in the workaday world. Then will greet you the soft light
of a new dawn; the dawn of a golden day, a day that will have no spiritual
setting. For by the light of that golden day the body and its desires,
the mind and its functions, the will and its various executive machinery,
will take each its place like so many thralls, the willing thralls of
yourself, their lord and master. Nothing can drag you, nothing
can chain you, nothing can disturb you, for you are a conqueror inthroned;
all the functions of your nature, in leash, are now your mettled and willing
steeds, alert and ready to obey your slightest behest.

It is by this I mean that you give; you give far more than you take;
for you are giving every minute of your day. It is a pure heart you are
giving, and a controlled mind. It is a manhood that is steadily growing
in stature, vivified by the light of a divine effulgence, the effulgence of
your higher nature. And the service you are doing to humanity is to the
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measure in which that divine union has been consummated. That is
your reward, that is what you may take unto yourself, and it is a joy
passing all words.

Of course, first comes the recognition of divinity, then must all your
faculties and functions follow in the wake of its guidance. The full
attainment of divine union is the result of a long quest. But even the
first efforts to descry the light of the higher nature, a mere glimmering of it,
will give a joy and a peace beyond measure or estimate. For how, or
with what objective experiences, can the inner life be compared? There
is none so lowly that he may not probe for the deeps of that inner life,
for that resurrection, for that ‘“kingdom of heaven which is within you.”

Oh for the joys of a purposeful life, for the certain knowledge where lies
one’s path of duty! There is so much confusion in the ranks of men.
Thev know not what to do. By throwing open all the avenues of the na-
ture of this vast kingdom that is ours, and flooding it with the pure,
sweet air of the inner life, is the riddle of existence solved.

Now as to the poetry. Life will unfold itself as one grand poem, an
epic, that you will be writing with your life; will indeed be living. And
provided you do not lose sight of that inner guidance, the humdrum of
existence that wearies men will but leave you calm and joyous. For you
will see the purpose of it all. And as the actor plays his part, that part
which for the time it is necessary for him to enact, yet he himself remains
distinct and free from his impersonations, so you too must play your part,
that part which life has given you to enact, using the body, the mind, and
the various faculties as they are needed to perform the duties of life;
but yourself, remember that you are king, who must at all times exercise
the royal prerogative of command and control, being ever vigilant that
not for one moment must any part of you that should be ruled, rule you.
Your mind, your desires, your will, are yours, but you are distinct from
them. They are ever ready to take advantage of you and go their own
way: that you can never permit. They must at no time supplant you,
or they will submerge that which is unselfish in you, that which is pure
in you, that which in you desires moderation and self-control, that which
lifts your aspirations to their divine expression.

The poetry that resides in external nature and in man is because of
the indwelling spirit that impresses itself upon them, and if these qualities
in us that are allied with spirit, in fact are spiritual, be continuously
overborne by the frailties of the flesh, passion, anger and resultant des-
pondency, they hedge in our finer perceptions like a thick growth through
which they cannot view the real inner beauties that reside in everything.

With the companionship of the higher nature that is really your
true self, what an ally and guide you have in all vicissitudes, what a
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source of unfailing strength! And when unexpected trials overwhelm us,
and we feel as though we should bend under the weight of them, then
does this voice of the inner nature if we but heed its message speak to us
in silvery tones of a great trust that should be ours, a trust in the higher
law, a law that cannot err. This voice within says: Falter not! You
have infringed upon the laws of your nature, upon the laws of life, upon
the great family of the race of which you form an indissoluble part; you
have either in this life or in lives that are gone, disturbed the laws of
harmony, the laws of your being; and these lessons which you call sorrows,
and which are an adjustment of the great law of life, are here for you to
profit by, to chasten you and urge you to eliminate the discords of your
nature. Stand receptive to the promptings of your Godhood. Then,
what a balm of peace becomes yours, for you have conquered!

With this unfoldment of the law of life, all your experiences will be
filled with meaning, with interest, with significance. You can never
again be utterly disconsolate. And then you will have power to discern
and the eyes to see a rosy dawn in every new day. And when the heavens
are blazing with glory that proclaims the day hath ended, you will equally
welcome the peace and balm of the night. And when that greater day
comes, with its even, and your setting sun is at hand, the whole symphony
of your nature will sing out in tones of trust, trust and resignation in and
to the arms of the great law, where in other spheres you will rest for a while
that you may return upon the scenes of earth-life, to a new birth, to new
experiences, refreshed, strengthened, and with a greater power to serve,

THE FOURTH DIMENSION

T. HENRY, M. A.

REAT confusion of ideas subsists respecting the ‘fourth

2 dimension.” Scientists have used the term in their own

S special scientific sense; and non-scientific people, who have
\F7=73¢ read Hinton’s ‘Scientific Romances,” are mixing this sense up
with the romantic ideas of an imaginary fourfold spatial extension ela-
borated by Hinton. The mass of a body is four-dimensional: to find it,
we must multiply the volume by the density; the volume is three-
dimensional. Thus: find the mass of a rectangular block of stone
12 x 13 x 13 inches, whose density is 2}4. Multiply the four dimensions
together. But it is evident that the three spatial dimensions constitute a
group apart, and are not of the same kind as the fourth dimension — the
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density. The four dimensions are not interchangeable, as are the three.
By turning the block of stone about, its height, length, and breadth can
be interchanged with each other; but we cannot so turn the block that its
density will become one of the three spatial dimensions, while one of these
three spatial dimensions becomes the density.

Yet, if instead of a solid stone, I take a volume of air and compress it,
I shall thereby diminish one or more of the spatial dimensions while
correspondingly increasing the density of the gas. So the mass of the gas
may be said to be four-dimensional, having length, breadth, thickness,
and density; and these four are mutually dependent, the mass remaining
constant. But we must not make the mistake of trying to torture ourselves
into a conception of mass as a kind of geometrical space.

Some have tried to include ‘time’ (whatever they mean by that word)
among four dimensions, of which the familiar spatial ones are the other
three. But they do not realize that time is an indispensable element of
our thinking process; and that, if we objectivize it, or externalize it, so
as to make it something outside, we must thereby eliminate it from our
mind, thus reducing our consciousness to some unknown transcendental
condition and bringing all ratiocination on the subject to naught. The
result of trying to do this is that we make time objective and subjective
both. Thus Wells, in his ‘Time Machine,” makes people travel through
time at the rate of a year a minute and suchlike absurdities.

A recent writer states dogmatically that a body at rest is ‘moving
along the time-axis.” But what does he mean by ‘moving’? He can only
mean that the body has a velocity along the time-axis; but what is a
velocity? Is it not the ratio between a distance and a time? Thus the
body which, as he says, is moving along the time-axis, must have some
velocity along that axis; that is, it is moving at the rate of so many hours
a second, or years a day, etc. Which is nonsense. By his use of the term
‘time-axis,” he destroys the meaning of the word ‘motion’; and yet he
continues to use that word in its usual sense. He externalizes time, and
yet keeps it within his consciousness. If we are to make time an object, we
must be able to take up our stand outside of time. We must go in for a
course of Patamjali and become an accomplished Yogi. Then we may
know, but we certainly shall not be able to tell anybody.

Of course it may be said that perhaps there is more than one kind of
time. Very well; perhaps so; but this is where we quit.

A distinction often overlooked is that between three-dimensional space
and solid bodies; but it is duly made in The Secret Doctrine, quoting
from Pythagoras:

“Pythagoras had studied Esoteric Science in India; therefore we find his pupils saving:
*“ “The monad (the manifested one) is the principle of all things. From the Monad and the
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indeterminate duad (Chaos), numbers; from numbers, Points; from points, Lines; {rom lines,
Superficies; from superficies, Solids; from these, solid Bodies. . . .""—1I, pp. 433-4

People readily admit that there is no physically objective existence
for a line or a surface; that we know these only as features of solid bodies.
But they do not always realize that a geometrical solid is as imaginary and
unsubstantial as a geometrical square or line. There is no reason for
putting squares and cubes in different classes in this respect. I can see
either one of them {loating about in my mind; but I cannot pick up
either of them on the beach. All I can find there is material bodies.
They have shape, and that shape may be cubical; but the cube is only an
abstraction, and cannot be objectively isolated from the body itself any
more than can the weight or color of the body.

The quotation made above continues that the elements of solid bodies
are four — fire, water, air, earth. These are not elements of a geo-
metrical solid. The abstract Euclidian geometry seems to treat of the
properties of extension, which is itsell a property of physical matter —
or of that particular form ol objectivity which we call ‘matter.

THE INHERITANCE
R. MACHELL
(Continued from the Mearch issue)

P@;I o’t’ONAS lost nothing of what he heard, although he made no

" comment of his own; and he put two and two together to some

K q purpose, with the result that he believed that he had scored a

B0 point against Rebecca in fathoming a mystery. He would not
tell her his conclusions, and she would not ask.

Mark’s confidence induced him to relax a little and to release a story he
had gathered from an old fisherman who went around hawking fish and gossip
in the neighborhood, Jimmy Somers by name. It was but an ‘old wife’s tale’
about an imaginary schooner that had gone ashore and been sunk near
Crawley Cove, no one knowing aught about it but for a woman who was
washed ashore and who disappeared; which showed that she was a spirit
that was following the man who had betrayed her. Some said the man was a
Cayley, but there being no longer any Cayleys left at Crawley, the wise ones
opined that she would be a ghost come to haunt the house.

Jonas observed that the fisherman in question was quite capable of
inventing the story himself, but owing to circumstances he thought that the
narrator must have been helped by some report of a certain wreck that he
himself had never 'mentioned. When the story was told to him he made free
to laugh at it as a foolish yarn, and the old fisherman had seemed disappointed
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at such incredulity. This was the first allusion to the wreck that had come
round to Crawley, but it showed that the two coastguards-men had not been
altogether silent on the subject, even if they had not reported it officially.

Both Mark and Jonas agreed that the tale was too improbable to need
any notice from sensible men. As to the ghost, onc more or less in the old
manor-house was not worth mentioning.

Old Jimmy Somers, the fisherman, was commonly regarded as a notorious
liar in spite of his protest that he never added anything of consequence in
the telling of a tale. During the fishing-season, Jimmy ofien landed his
catch at Martin’s Gully and used the deserted hovel as a stable for the pony
and cart with which he hawked his fish around the neighborhood, making
Crawley his first house of call. So he was well known there, and was one of
the first to make acquaintance with the new squire’s niece.

She was a mystery to him: he had seen no one like her belore, and in his
heart doubted if she was just an ordinary mortal, or one of those elemental
spirits in whose reality he secretly believed.

He got the story of the wreck from one of the drunken coastguards, and
only added to it the ghostly part as an appropriate completion of the incident.
To tell the truth, he hardly believed that such a wreck had actually occurred,
but he saw dramatic possibilities in the story and adopted it into his repertory
to be perfected at his leisure. He was {amiliar with the true story of the
romance of Sally's daughter with Dick Cayley, and in his imagination linked
it onto the legend of the wreck, and made the woman who was reported washed
ashore some sort of a ghostly reproduction of poor Molly. He had weird
notions of his own about the elemental spirits, ghosts, and disembodied souls
which figured in his tales, and gained him some reputation as a seer.

One evening when calling at the manor-house later than usual, he heard
unearthly music, and stood to listen in the twilight near an open window until
it ceased, then he crept closer and peeped in. He was convinced that what
he saw was the ghost-lady seated at the piano and the music that he heard
was the chiming of spirit-bells beneath the ocean where souls of men are
lured to their destruction by the spirits of the deep. He listened but a mo-
ment, for fear that he too would be drawn down below the waves as others
had been who had plunged from the rocks to join the ghostly sirens and
the lost souls imprisoned there.

And that was how it came about that Jonas found a basket full of crabs
in the garden with no one near to claim it; and that was why Jim Somers
looked so strangely at Miss Margaret when next he met her. He understood
at once that she was in reality a spirit who had come to land by magic arts,
and would return to the ocean whence she came when she had found the one
she sought or was exorcised by a stronger magic than her own.

Maggie concluded that the old man was crazy, and Mark encouraged the
idea, although he sometimes wondered if old Jimmy’s speculations might not
pe as near the truth as any that the parsons had to offer. He loved to let his
own imagination wander to other planes of existence, particularly when
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Margaret would croon a melody for his delight. She had not ventured to
sing seriously yet, fearing to trust her voice, and also fearing to awake the
past which slumbered just beyond the reach of memory. She feared the hour
of awakening that must comc with her return to health. She seemed to be
in a beautiful dream that might dissolve at any moment, leaving her face to
face with horrible memories and dread reality --- her singing was so intimately
associated with the nightmarc of the past.

The promised visit 1o old Sally was not long delayed, and it was a golden
day in the dark record of the years for the old woman. Maggie was full of
serious anxieties as to the cooking she had undertaken, but Maggie's serious-
ness was more beautiful than mirth to Sally’s frozen heart; and her most
anxious moments melted into rippling laughter or triumphant glee. Mark
came to sharc the meal, and helped to make the feast a celebration. When
the meal was over and the table cleared, Maggie insisted on altering the
arrangement of the furniturc according to some plan of her own, which Sally
watched intently and Mark curiously. She cleared a space at the far end of
the large room that formed the body of the house, and hung a shawl across
an open doorway leading to the backyard, changing the whole appearance
of the room.

Old,Sally watching muttered now and then approval, as ‘“Aye! that’s
how it was,” or else more doubtfully: ‘‘Yes! that’s how it should have been,”
as if she were assisting at a rehearsal of an old play.

At last the two elders were told to close their eyes or else to face the fire
1ill she was ready, and they dutifully obeyed - Sally expectantly and Mark
goodnaturedly content to humor a pet child.

Maggie at last called out from the distance, '**Now you may look.” They
did, and in a whirl of flying draperies a dancer entered like a fairy from the
curtained door and bowed to them. Then came a dance that was a dream
revealed. It was exactly what Sally knew was coming, and she clapped her
hands in wild delight. Mark was too dazed for words. He felt like one who
has, by some mistake, passed uninitiated into a temple of the mysteries and
beholds a ceremony whose meaning may be veiled but whose influence is
profound. But Sally was transported. She followed every movement,
recognising with delight the figures of the dance, which followed one another
just as they had done in her dreams when Molly came and danced for her the
steps and figures she herself had taught the girl in her infancy out of her own
gypsy lore - - bequeathed to her by her grandmother, who was of Bohemian
cxtraction, claiming descent from the original Egyptian emigrants, who were
the guardians of the Tarot, and knew the ancient modes of divination.
To her the dance was a religious rite. It had been given to her as such, and
she had never found a pupil other than her own child capable of feeling in
herself the peculiar rhythm that was the real key to the mystery: for mystery
it was, even to her, who knew the outer form, but merely sensed its inner
meaning vaguely as an instinctive impulse. The dancer seemed to have the
rhythm in her heart; and every fiber of her body seemed to thrill responsive
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to that inner urge that set in motion strange magnetic currents in the ether
and vitalized the very atmosphere.

All rhythmic motion is magnetic in its influence and spiritual in its origin,
but there are few dancers in the modern world who can interpret any but the
lower forms of the more ordinary emotions. Even the gypsies have at last
fallen under the deadening influence of our civilization, and have almost
forgotten their hereditary lore.

Old Sally was content and murmured: ‘“Blood tells. She is her mother’s
bairn.”” She had not taken her eyes off the dancer for a moment, but as soon
as Juanita passed behind the curtain the old woman turned to the window
behind her chair, asking: ‘“Who's that out there? It’s maybe Jane come
back before her time.”

Mark looked, and saw the figure of a man retiring to the gate, as if he had
intended to announce himself but had changed his mind and gone away,
finding that there was company in the cottage. It was the parson who
occasionally ventured to call officiallv, more as a matter of duty than with
any hope of being welcome. Sally was pagan to the core and had no use for
parsons. She said as much, but Mark said:

“He means well. I’'ve had some talk with him. I like the man.”

To which old Sally queried: “What was he doing there? Prying? To see
what he could find to say against the heathen sinner, as they call me; unless
it’s witch. He’ll have a tale to tell now against our Maggie here, that’s
nearer heaven than he will ever be, with all his prayers and preaching.”

And that was just what passed through the bewildered brain of the un-
invited witness to that mystic rite. He had been held spellbound there almost
unconscious of his indiscretion, then, overwhelmed with a sudden sense of
the indelicacy of his conduct, he had crept away very much ashamed. But
his wonder soon overcame his shame. Never had he supposed that dancing
could be other than a mere amusement at the best, and at the worst the
indulgence of a natural emotion. What he had seen was altogether different,
something for which he had no name, unless he were to call it a mystic cere-
mony. The mystery of rhythmic motion was a sealed book to him, and yet
he had sufficient intuition to perceive some deep significance in the motions
of the dancer, if that was dancing which differed utterly from his conception
of the dance. It was a mystery, and he in watching it had felt himself guilty
of profanation.

When Maggie had rearranged the room she nestled down beside her
granny’s knee and laid her head on the old woman'’s lap like a tired child, and
Mark lost himself in contemplation of the picture. The child looked very
frail and fragile now, yet how could he hope to hold her when her strength
returned? As he gazed he saw the traces of her battle with the world, child
though she seemed at a first glance. Her attitude suggested infinite weariness,
and the sight of it was almost welcome as he thought that he could shelter her
and she would be content to stay a little longer. She would not leave him
yet — not yet. He heard himself thinking: ‘“Not while I live.”
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A few days later Mr. Douglas called at Crawley manor to show if possible
his unexpressed apology for an intrusion that after all might have escaped
attention. He could not openly excuse himself but vaguely hoped his feelings
‘might in some way express themselves. Margaret was touched by his em-
barrassment and spoke as if she had no suspicion that she had been spied upon.
She questioned him about his parish and listened sympathetically as he be-
moaned the spiritual indifference of the people. Then they were full of super-
stitions, belief in ghosts and elemental spirits and such remnants of barbaric
days. Of course they denied all knowledge of such things if questioned by
him, but things came to his ears through other channels. The servants
gossiped and brought back tales to Mrs. Douglas, who was interested in
psychology and would have joined the psychical research society if he had
not protested.

Maggie was curious to know, but dared not ask, what was the difference
between village gossip and psychical research. He said his mother sometimes
had extraordinary dreams, which he regretted; but which were not to be
accounted for along lines of ordinary reason. She had sometimes foreseen
events that happened later just as she had seen them in her dreams. But on
the other hand, sometimes the dream was. not fulfilled, as far as he could see;
as for instance when she saw a ship upon the rocks near Crawley Cove,
where no wreck had been heard of by the coast-guards. But she declared
they must have been mistaken; she had scen it all so clearly. And now he
heard the story had gone round, and grown as stories do in the telling into a
fabulous romance. He did his best to ridicule such tales, but could not cure
the people of their love of such degrading superstitions as ghost and spirits.

Again his listener would much have liked to ask if the dreams and ghost-
stories in the Bible were also degrading superstitions, and if not, why not.
But she said nothing on that point, merely conveying a general impression of
sympathy with him in his difficulties. And the result was he thought her one
of the most sensible women he had met, and for a moment quite forgot that
scene in old Sally’s cottage; and when Mark joined them they were ap-
parently on excellent terms. The vicar stayed to tea, and questioned Mark
about his travels ineffectually. That subject was not welcome at the manor-
house. And then he talked about the parish; and mentioned one or two hard
cases, widows of fishermen who had a hard fight to keep out of the dreaded
poorhouse. And there he talked to some effect, and found a ready listener
able and willing to give practical help. One of these widows had lost her
husband precisely as was foreseen in a dream by Mrs. Douglas.

The vicar told the story with a touch of pride and with the assurance that
this particular prediction was exempt from the slur of superstition by the fact
of its confirmation by experience. Launched on this subject he could not
refrain from mentioning the fabulous romance which had grown out of the
other dream that had failed to materialize in fact.

It was substantially the same as that which Jonas Micklethwaite had told
to Mark, but Mark kept silence on that point. The improbability of the story
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was enough to class it as a fable, and he was content to let it rest at that.

To change the subject Margaret inquired if the vicar was interested in
music, and was rewarded by an enthusiastic response. Thelittle man beamed,
but looked round the room in vain to find a piano or any other musical in-
strument. When his hostess turned to the sideboard and opened it his face
fell. But he regained his attitude of expectation at the first chords.

She seemed to take his measure with a glance, and did not ask who was his
favorite composer, but chose a nocturne of Chopin and felt the sigh of satis-
faction that escaped her listener.

Again the mystery of rhythm took possession of his soul and for a moment
set it free. And then his heart felt the yearning that escapes from the impas-
sioned heart of the composer; the yearning of a soul seeking to quench its
spiritual thirst with nectar drawn from flowers of the earth.

The music seemed to bear him away over moon-lighted pastures up through
sheltered groves where light like silver rain dropped through the branches
of the trees, and mountain torrents murmured over rocks or gurgled in dark
pools; and then away up over moors where vaporous mountains towered,
crowned with citadels that lost themselves in clouds but left him still on
earth — entranced and ravished with the beauty of the world, kissed by the
moon above, but still on earth; while overhead stretched heavenly regions
inaccessible, and in his heart the yearning was transmuted into an ecstasy that
numbed his soul as with a passion that has spent itself in pain..

He sighed as the music ended, and found no words in which to formulate
his feelings; but the musician understood and sought to lead him back into
a more familiar path by singing one of Handel’s arias, that brought tears
to his eyes and peace to his soul. She had sung quite softly fearing to trust
her voice as yet, but with a mastery that suggested great reserves of power.
Rising from her seat she closed the piano and the listener felt just as if sud-
denly the light had all gone out of life.

Recovering himself he tried to express his gratitude; but broke off his
little speech, and changing his manner said in an awed voice. ‘“‘This house is
supposed to be haunted, but there can be no ghosts here. Such music would
open the gates of heaven for any earth-bound soul. . . . Goodbye!”’ And
he was gone.

The speech was so unexpected that his host let him go in silence, and then
exclaimed: ‘“He’s too good to be a parson; he's fit for something better.”

“Poor man,” said Margaret. ‘“To love music like that, and to have to
live without it. What a life! So this house is haunted! I suppose I am the
ghost; but he had no such idea himself. That old mother of his must be a
regular medium. I wonder if she could be exorcised by music. Was that what
he was thinking of? He is a clergyman, why does he not do it himself?”’

“Well,” said Mark, “the man was right about the music. Such music
could exorcise evil spirits, if there are such things, better than the clergy.
Though nowadays it is the fashion for them to profess disbelief in ghosts and
such things. I suppose that’s easier than exorcism, which is out of date
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apparently. But they do believe in them all the same, and he was honest in
confessing it. You are a magician or a witch; no, not a witch, a fairy queen.”

Maggie was silent for a while and then spoke thoughtfully. ‘““The worst
kind of ghosts are those that hide in the dark corners of one’s own mind.
They are more difficult to drive away. And there are so many of those dark
corners; some of them closed, but with doors that open from inside when the
ghosts want to come out. They love the darkness. Sometimes I think they
are the darkness: for they melt, as darkness does when the sunlight is let in.
Music is sunlight. Life without music would be like living in a house with
doors and windows closed, and all the cupboards open. To play music is to
let in the sunlight. Where is the darkness then? Darkness is only bearable,
I think, when one is sound asleep.”

Mark, sitting in his big armchair, leaned forward and stirred the fire,
saying: ‘“‘But the darkness makes the firelight seem comfortable.”

To which Maggie answered: ‘‘Yes. Firelight is comfortable; but it makes
the darkness more mysterious. Music is sunlight; it fills the world with joy.
When the sun shines, one wants to go out and bask in it.”

But Mark persisted: ‘“Still, firelight is a good welcome when one comes
home at night, after the sun is down. Now is the time for music. Yes. Let
us have music. It will not put out the fire as they say the sun does. But it
will light up our hearts with another kind of fire, a magic flame, changing the
darkness into a jeweled veil through which the eyes of spirits can shine in
on us like stars set in the sky to help us understand what lies behind the veil.”

So Maggie played: and round them spread the jeweled veil of mystery.
And time and place and person and the accidents of life were all dissolved in
waves of pure emotion that vibrated with the rhythm which is life.

And through the waves there ran a current like a purpose undefined, an
inner rhythm more elusive than the rest. At first there was a sense of pure
enjoyment, as if the music bore a benediction. Then came an awakening of
new energy; and with it rose a flood of feelings that created an unrest of a
new kind. Mark felt as if the rhythm of the music were the vibration of his
own soul awakened from a torpor, and now urging him to some uncertain
enterprise. He was not satisfied with mere enjoyment. His soul had need of
action; it was awake, and it seemed as if the world were calling to him in some
mysterious way to give it life: as if it too had been asleep, and slept uneasily,
dreaming of mighty and heroic schemes that died still-born in dreams, for
want of hands and hearts to give them actuality.

Mark felt new aspirations waking in his heart, and was bewildered by these
new emotions. It seemed to him as if the beauty of the inner world was
clamoring for expression in the world of mortals, calling in vain to men to
make life beautiful on earth, as true life is beyond the veil. At that moment
there seemed to be nothing impossible in such a task. Indeed it was only
natural that life should be beautiful on all worlds, even upon the earth: and
Mark accepted the responsibility with a light heart. How could he do other-
wise, being transported into a world where life itself is beautiful spontaneously.
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Margaret played on, and thought the old piano must have been reborn or
in some strange way rejuvenated, there was such freshness in its tone, such
a response to her demands. Sometimes when playing or singing to a sym-
pathetic audience she had succeeded in completely freeing herself from the
sense of personal self-consciousness, and had felt herself merged with her
audience in an all-pervading presencc that pulsated with the rhythm of the
music. Then the enthusiasm of the audience would break out in wild applause
dispelling the momentary sense of unity, and replacing it with purely personal
emotions, approval and recognition by the hearers and a sense of triumph in
the performer, followed by a reaction which was like a reminder that the
triumph of the performer marked the failure of the soul. It was as though
some delicate spell, laboriously woven of impalpable essences, were shattered
by a clumsy touch.

There was no breaking of the spell in that way now: and yet there was a
slow reaction from a state of absolute content Lo a vague yearning for some-
thing not achieved, some climax of illumination not attained, some longing
that the music could arouse but could not satisfy.

There was a long silence in the room while each was following somec
slender thread of thought that like a clue might lead the adventurous soul
through the wild jungle of emotions, the enchanted labyrinth of the mind
which holds us prisoners each in our own penitentiary of selfhood.

At last Maggie broke the silence, asking impersonally: ‘“What is the
meaning of it all? Where does it lead to?"

Then to Mark still dreamily she put the question: ““Do you believe that
there is any definite purpose in our lives?”’

Mark answered cryptically: ““Not till we recognise it for ourselves. And
yet without a purpose how could anything exist?”

‘““May it not be that the purpose of life is life?’” asked Margaret, adding by
way of explanation: ‘I mean that perfect life may be the object of existence:
and all we see of it is just experiment and failures. Somehow I seem to know
there is a purpose in my life that I do not yet begin to understand.”

‘“Exactly,” answered Mark; ‘‘there must be a cause for everything.
But I would not call it a purpose until it becomes a conscious will. I cannot
understand an unconscious purpose.”

“Why, then, the purpose of life may be to understand what we are living
for. But most people neither know nor seek to know the purpose of their
lives. They are content to live, or seem to be. Would they be happier if they
knew why they live? Sometimes I think they are all afraid of knowing who
and what they are, and where they come from and the rest. Of course they
all have a lot of things they want and hope for; but why were they born at all?’

Mark answered cautiously: ‘I suppose they needed that experience.”

“What for?” asked Margaret hopelessly.

“Because we can only learn by experience. That is how we grow.”

Maggie went back to her original inquiry, again asking: ‘“ Why should we
learn? Why should we grow? Who is the better for it all when we die?”’
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Mark hesitated. His inspiration was exhausted. He was getting into
deep water, and floundered back into the shallows of mere speculation, taking
up her last words. ‘““When we die we may go on gaining experience, for all
we know. I think that death is very likely just like sleep, an interval of rest.
Life may go on and we may have a lot to learn before we know the purpose
of it all. Death may be just a part of the game of life.”

““And pain and hate and suffering and all the horrors of life, are they all
part of the game? An awlul game, I think,” said Maggie with a shudder.

Mark thought so too, but saw no remedy, so he philosophized. ‘‘If man
has made a hell of earth, and does not find it comfortable, surely it is up to
him to change it: but he seems to be in no hurry to make a heaven here, as
far as I can see. He must prefer it as it is, or he would alter it.”

Maggie was silent. Mark’s pessimism oppressed her with its reasonable-
ness; but she protested: ‘“But there is no one who knows how to alter it,
perhaps.”

“Or else,” suggested Mark, ‘“there are not enough who really want it
altered: if there were, a Teacher would appear.”

The idea of a Teacher had not presented itself to her as a serious possibility
before, but now it seemed to contain a seed of hope that there might yet be
found a way to right the wrongs of life. She caught eagerly at the word
‘Teacher.” ‘‘A Teacher,” she said. ““Surely if there are Teachers they must
have known the misery of life, and must have tried to show the path of happi-
ness. Perhaps there are Teachers in the world and people do not recognise
them. Perhaps we have to learn how to know them when we meet them.
I wonder if that is really the purpose of our lives - - to find the Teacher who
will teach us how to live?”

“It may be so,” said Mark but with a certain sadness that was born of the
habit of acceptance of the inevitable, which had been the keynote of his.
character so long that pessimism had almost lost its meaning to him. He had
found most things bearable if a man will not feel injured or disappointed at
the ways of destiny. He had not fought the world, but just accepted it, and
hardly dared to think that its conditions could be changed.

But Margaret had fought and struggled, and the star of hope, however
clouded, still shone reflected in her soul. She could not accept the misery and
squalor that existed in the world as inevitable, or as permanent. Her soul
rebelled, demanding happiness as its inalienable right.

’

(To be continued)
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