


















































































































































THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

When I, having lost thy faith,
still believe

and having given all,

naught receive;

When | am clothed and dressed
with thy thought,

aye clothed with thy thought
yet know it not for thine —

Then Master, art thou nearest mine?

When of thee I ask no miracle
but Righteous Law;

Nor ask of thee no separate mind:

When, O Keeper of my heart

[ stay not thy hand

that casts it far from thee,

but turn blind eyes to meet thy gaze —

Then Master, shall I have learned thy ways?
Lomaland, February 4, 1931.

JULIAN THE APOSTLE
A Fourth-Century History
P. A. MALPAS, M. A.
v
UNIVERSITY-LIFE
N the old days, before Julian had been forbidden to hear or see
Libanius the Sophist, there was one story that the boy never for-
got and the Syrian never tired of telling. It was of the Sophist’s uni-
versity-days at Athens.

First I landed with the rest at the Piraeus and then my troubles began. I
had made up my mind to enter the school of my own countryman, Athenodorus,
and I promised myself happy times at his lectures. It was the realization of
my life’s desire.

Naturally we had to go to a tavern to get a meal after landing, and to tidy
ourselves up a bit. You can imagine what a pleasure it was to find it full of
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real university-students. Athens was more than four miles away from the port,
but the students seemed to make nothing of that.

We soon found the reason. They had come down to kidnap us! Yes, really!

It was this way. The professors were not too well paid — professors never
are — and they had to take fees from their pupils. Some of them had no other
income at all. Well, there were many students who couldn’t pay — they had
no money. Yet it was necessary to have as big a following as possible or the
professor’s reputation was gone. So this is what they did. The students who
paid nothing made it their business to increase the number of paying students
by persuading them to join their own school. And their ways were not always
too gentle.

They would come down to the port, the Piraeus, and to every tavern on the
way — even the taverners were bribed to assist them with their glowing adver-
tisements of this or that professor. Then, when the newly-landed student fell
into their hands, they argued and pleaded, and bullied and teased him until as
often as not they had cajoled him into forsaking the professor he had intended
to join and into joining their own school.

Sometimes there were contests between rival schools and nothing less than
free fights between the students. They were real fights, too. Many a man, as
you can see, bears the scars of wounds he gained in his student-days.

When I landed I had thought there would be no difficulty in finding Atheno-
dorus and joining his school. But at the tavern they caught me and tried to per-
suade me that there could not possibly be a better professor than their own
choice, one Alexander of Athens. I said politely that I had already made my
choice. They would have none of it. I must choose their own professor and
no other. I protested. They grew warm. Finally — you can believe it or not
as you like — they actually kidnaped me until I was forced to assent. And when
I had once joined them it was as much as my life was worth to leave their school.

And Libanius sighed as he thought of his missed opportunity and
his forced university-training. It was his pet grievance throughout
his life. Still, he must have had a good professor in spite of the
rough way in which he entered his school. He had early been left
an orphan, to run wild, and it was not until his fifteenth year that
he fell prey to an overmastering desire to study rhetoric and litera-
ture. But having passed through the undergraduate course he be-
came an instructor for four years in the university; then he spent a
short time at Constantinople before going to Nicomedia for five years
as a renowned teacher. Finally he spent forty years at Antioch as
the acknowledged prince of the rhetoricians and sophists. Eager
though he had been to begin, this record surely tells a story of good
tutorship under the professor whose band they forced him to join.
Many of the writings of Libanius are still in existence.

Fortunately for Julian he came recommended to a special teach-
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er of whom Maximus at Ephesus had told him. As a paying student
and one under the aegis of the Emperor himself, he was hardly con-
sidered good game, and was left more or less alone in his choice of
school. Not so one Claudius, a young fellow a couple of years old-
er than himself.

This Claudius was obviously a delicate young man and not well
fitted for the rough-and-tumble of undergraduate life. At the tavern
where they went to breakfast after landing, and to shake off the
effects of their seasickness, Claudius found himself the object of at-
tentions from two contending parties. First they persuaded him,
then they threatened, then they used their hands — it was the eter-
nal student-argument in all its stages —‘‘positive assertion, flat con-
tradiction, personal abuse, personal violence.”” In other words, the
rival schools commenced a free fight to secure the unfortunate Clau-
dius. The latter became himself mixed up in the fray and seemed to
be faring badly, when Julian intervened. Already it was known that
he was the cousin and protégé of the Emperor and his word was not
to be despised; in fact, that is why he had been left in comparative
peace. Claudius was permitted to go with him to Athens and the
contending schools left to seek other prey, not without each vowing
loud threats of vengeance on the other. ‘“We will see if there is any
justice to be had from the magistrates, you see if we won’t!”— the
usual empty threats which would be forgotten by the afternoon, of
course.

The lonely Julian had found a friend in the first hour. Claudius
was really a decent young fellow and he seemed grateful to his cham-
pion. Himself, he was not fit for such student-fights.

On arrival at Athens — a matter of four miles or so — they were
met by two other young men about the same age as Julian or a little
older. One gave his name as Gregory, a native of Nazianzus in
Asia, and the other was Basil, son of the Cappadocian Bishop Basil
whom Julian had already met in his exile at Macellum. Claudius
and they had been friends before, and they were overjoyed to meet
one another in the university town. Claudius introduced his new
friend Julian to Gregory and all four became friends; yet Julian
never liked Gregory much; there was about him a bluster and an
ignorance shielded by loud-voiced assurance that made him not very
likable. However, as college-friendships go, they were good friends
enough. But Basil was of a more refined student-type and Julian
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liked him. He was more of a gentleman than Gregory with his rough
manners.

Julian knew that the recommendation of such a wise teacher and
philosopher as Maximus could be relied upon. He found his new
tutor Anaximenes was all that he could desire. But he had not yet
been initiated into the student-body. That was an ordeal that could
not long be delayed. In fact, the sooner it was over the better.

Claudius and he were to go to the baths the next day — the gos-
sipping and luxurious meeting-place of the city. Certainly one bathed
there, but it was more like a general club than anything else. You
went there to meet your friends, to talk, to loaf, to exercise, or for a
hundred reasons. Basil told Julian how Gregory, several years be-
fore, had saved him from the rough ordeal of initiation into this stu-
dent-club by persuading the undergraduates to let him off the try-
ing ceremonies on account of his delicate constitution. This was also
done in the case of another sick man, Eunapius, but there were few
who had such escapes from their first visit to the baths in due form.

The new students did not quite know what was in the wind, but
they were prepared for a certain amount of rough treatment. With
a large body of undergraduates they went to the doors of the bath-
house and strangely enough found them shut. One of the party
knocked and a student opening the door from the inside asked what
was wanted.

“We want to come to the baths!”

“Well, you can’t!” and the door was slammed.

They knocked again and made a tremendous din on the doors.
Again the doors were opened.

“Go away!”

“We won’t go away! We are going in! Come on boys! Rush
the place!” The newcomers formed up like a football-scrum and
made an attack on the baths. But before they could make an entry
a similar crowd of defenders suddenly appeared at the doors from
the inside and in a twinkling there was as pretty a free fight as you
would wish to see. Faces were cut, heads were hit, flesh was torn,
and more than one limb was broken. It was no small ordeal for the
young students to go through,

But they showed spirit and did their part, until the defenders
agreed that they had been plucky enough to win recognition. Then
they were allowed to enter as men ‘free of the baths.’
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There were police in Athens, but most of them were about as use-
ful as the old London ‘Charleys’ who used to cry the hours at night
and were the sport of any youngster who wanted some one to at-
tack. There were the soldiers, but they were only used for serious
riots. Somehow there was a certain amount of law and order, but
none too much. Some of the professors were themselves the law.
They used the cane freely. Libanius did. But that was an unprofit-
able business, because an offended student, far from his home and
parental authority, might desert his tutor and the latter find his band
of students depleted.

Yet the magistrates did function, as Julian learnt within a day.
Those were crowded days at Athens for the young student.

Julian and Claudius found themselves subpoenaed as witnesses
at the courts in a case then on trial before the Proconsul.

The matter was simple enough. One tutor and his band of stu-
dents accused another tutor’s band of attacking them and maltreat-
ing them. The defense was a counter-accusation of precisely the
same nature. Which means in shorter words, that the defense was,
“They began it!”

Julian and Claudius had never dreamed that the hooligans who
had made such a row in the tavern two days before over the newcom-
ers had really intended to prosecute their antagonists. It didn’t seem
‘sporting” But there it was. They had made a police-court case
of it!

The rival rhetoricians had long rolls of attack and defense. They
were famous sophists and the public looked forward to some fine
legal speeches running into hours, perhaps days, for all they knew.

But the Proconsul knew better. He was no Greek sophist and
yet he admired rhetoric as much as any of them. It was the subject
par excellence of that day in Athens. Where in old Rome the gladia-
torial shows absorbed the whole attention of the public, and in mod-
ern Spain the bull-ring excludes all other matters, or as in London
the boxing-ring occupies all minds, in Athens it was the rhetorical
contest that counted. Oh yes, indeed, it was going to be a fine case!

The prosecutor and defendant and the witnesses, among them
Julian and Claudius, duly appeared. The case was outlined and the
prosecutor prepared to smash his opponent with what he had written
— there were yards of it.

“Just one minute!” said the Proconsul with a twinkle in his eye.
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“I understand that you claim that you are a serious and capable
teacher of rhetoric and that the defendant’s party interfered with
your students: that they are a sham and know nothing of rhetoric
and therefore have to recruit their numbers by physical violence?
Is that se?”

“Something like that,” murmured the prosecutor, at a loss to see
where the cat was going to jump.

“Now silence again!” went on the Proconsul, turning to the de-
fendants. ‘“You say on the other hand that the prosecutor is a fraud
and that he persuades students to come to him who ought to come
to you, the only real and genuine professor of rhetoric?”

“That is an admirable view of the situation!” flatteringly replied
the defendant. “No wonder he and his hooligans assault my brave
and innocent scholars!”

“Yes, I know it is an assault-case,” remarked the Proconsul.
“But it will help a good deal if we can come down to motives and the
rights of the parties. Now this is what we will do. Either one of
you is right and the other wrong, or there is no case. The whole
thing hinges on whether one school is bogus and has no right to per-
suade students away from the other. Well, that is easily enough
tested. You shall choose one student and he shall argue the case.
The one who fails will prove that his professor is what the other says
he is — no good. You can have an hour’s water each, if you like.”

The usher set the water-clocks to an hour so that the pleaders
should know when to stop, and the case began. The public scented
something highly novel in this contest.

The prosecutor — Julian had seen it — was a bully, more ready
with his fists than his tongue. He was no sportsman. He knew he
had no case, and the knowledge overwhelmed him. He stood almost
tonguetied and made the lamest speech that had ever been heard
from an Athenian rhetorician.

The fun-loving Greek public laughed and jeered at the flounder-
ing youth, only making him more silent and tonguetied than ever.

The Proconsul waxed sarcastic.

“T see you teach the Pythagorean philosophy of silencc!” he
remarked to the prosecuting sophist.

Then the defendant undergraduate had his turn. He was really
excellent. He implored the compassion of the audience; he praised
the excellencies of his teacher; he appealed to the sense of fair play
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of the Proconsul; he became personal in his allusions to the prose-
cutor; he spoke like one inspired, and ended in a flowery burst that
brought the house down with applause. The Proconsul jumped up
in his seat, shaking his robe in his excitement.

Instead of a court-case it might have been a scene in a show where
some gladiator had throttled a lion, or a daring toreador had made a
hit, or some Bill Bluggins had delivered a knock-out blow in the ring.

The audience cheered, the professor wept tears of pleasure at his
pupil’s success; his party were acquitted, and the prosecutor’s hooli-
gans (they were each just as bad as the other really, except in rhet-
oric!) were sentenced so many stripes on the bare back.

It was a great introduction to university-life for Claudius and
Julian! And you may be sure that the successful young orator,
Proaeresius, never looked back from that day. Years afterwards
Proaeresius made another memorable speech before the Emperor and
by so doing won from him a remission of the taxes which his home-
islands had to pay to Athens. That was a speech that made history;
he became a formidable power in the land.

Well, of course that meant enemies. And once those enemies
succeeded in having him exiled. But the Proconsul was relieved and
the new Governor recalled him to plead his cause. He was invited
to speak for himself and see if he could justify himself before his
enemies.

Well, did you ever hear of such a chance as that? He invited
his enemies to choose the subject on which he should speak. He
asked no handicap. They chose one — a difficult one, you may be
sure.

Proaeresius spoke with golden eloquence for the motion proposed.
Could any one after such a glorious speech ever dare to oppose the
theme? Itseemedimpossible. But Proaeresius did it himself. While
the shorthand writers sweated and their hands flew over the tablets
he spoke with still greater eloquence against what he had just said,
and it seemed amazing that any one could have ever spoken for it.
It was wonderful.

But he did not stop there. He began again while the shorthand
slaves followed him word for word as fast as they could read. He re-
repeated each of his speeches so exactly that there seemed to be no
single word missing or out of place.
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Such a scene had never been witnessed in the history of Athens.
Proaeresius was acclaimed with almost divine honors and was escorted
home with military pomp and pageantry. If only his old teacher
could have seen that day! It was the day when words were wor-
shiped and his pupil had proved himself the king of words.

But all of that came later. Just now we must return to Julian
and Basil and Gregory. Claudius went to another tutor, and they
saw little of him.

Those were happy student-days for the three friends. But Julian
had other things to think of than only his books. Maximus had a
purpose in sending him to Anaximenes as a tutor. It was:

THE ELEUSINIA

Gradually in that intuitional way which a divinity-student of the
hidden life of the soul always cultivates, it dawned upon Julian that
Anaximenes was one of those who could put him in the way of in-
itiation into the real Eleusinian Mysteries. He had already passed
through the Mysteries of Mithras, such as they were, under the guid-
ance of Maximus; but he had also desired with a great desire to study
those of the Eleusinia. Julian was an exceptional man and he had had
an exceptional life enabling him to appreciate the Mysteries better
than most. Of course, ages ago, the process of denaturing the Mys-
teries had been begun by their guardians. One by one the deeper and
more real Mysteries had been dropped, or rather concealed. The ex-
oteric doctrines took the place of the true soul-doctrines. Pure-souled
hierophants died off and others took their place. By the time that
the Eleusinia had been degraded into a State-tax-paying money-
machine there were no Mysteries and no hierophants worth the name.
It is the story of all churches of all religions. Men, women, and even
babies, were ‘initiated’ just as ignorant people are baptized in some
religions today without ever having the faintest knowledge of the
Jordan Maximus, the spiritual Nile, the Ganges, the Eridanus, the
Stream of Spirituality that Descends from Above. They only know
the material font, the piscina of the temples and churches. Eusebius
had invented the rather clever excuse for Constantine that he had
been a Christian all the time, but had put off baptism until he could
be baptized in the little Syrian river Jordan; all alike had forgotten
what the real Jordan of John Hydranos was. All was tinsel, money,
materialism.
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What had Julian to do with all this? How could it help his soul-
life?

Well, ages after the Great Pyramid had become derelict there
were initiations that took place there — real initiations of the freedom
of the soul and its divinity. The labyrinth existed and perhaps still
exists to show the initiate the old formulae of the soul, inshrined and
written in imperishable stone. Julian with his sharpened soul-in-
tuition knew perfectly well that the real Eleusinia were not dead,
but merely withdrawn into the secret recesses of sacred things. If
he could only find a genuine initiator, he could face the mystery and
partake of its purifying rites. Maximus had told him that there
would be no clashing with the Mysteries of Mithras, since he would
have been voluntarily permitted to enter the new rites. Gradually
the way opened for him and he deliberately asked Anaximenes to
guide him to the true initiator.

It was done. The punishment for revealing the Mysteries was
death. The punishment for revealing the name of the hierophant
was also death. Therefore history has never known who initiated
Julian into the Eleusinia, the Mysteries of the Mother of the Gods,
the Mysteries of the Celestial Virgin, Ceres, Demeter, Cybele, Isis
of the ten-thousand names.

But the exoteric Mysteries or fragments of them have escaped
into publicity and we can follow some of the exoteric formulae through
which Julian passed. Of the soul-processes which he went through
we know nothing, for the soul is known to the soul alone, and words
have little to do with the matter.

THE DRAMA OF THE MANVANTARA

A Symposium on the Rounds and Races, epitomized from descriptive
passages in The Secret Doctrine, and rendered by a group of seven mem-
bers of The Theosophical Club in Lomaland

¢« HE drama of the Manvantara!” — H. P. Blavatsky’s own

words, as she unfolds the story of the Rounds and Races.
Further she tells us that “the Drama enacted on our planet is at the
beginning of its Fourth Act,” in other words, its Fourth Round. It
is to the story of this Round and its Races that she dedicates the
major portion of her masterwork, The Secret Doctrine, painting for
us picture after picture in a mighty drama of the pilgrim-soul.
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Piercing the ‘Veil of Isis,” as she did, with the vision of the Seer,
how majestic is the scene with which she opens her great book! To
quote from the mighty archaic text which she rediscovered for us,
the Book of Dzyan: “Time was not, for it lay asleep in the infinite
bosom of duration.”

Great Nature herself had cleared the stage — that mighty stage
of “vast, frontierless Space” when every differentiated thing, “like
so many dry leaves,” had been swept out and swept away into realms
of invisibility and quiescence.

But with the dawning of a new day the Monadic Host awakens
from its agelong sleep in the “infinite bosom of duration.”  The
Great Pralaya closes, and Time the ‘“Great Illusion” once again be-
gins to mark the activities of a new Manvantara. In what H. P. B.
herself calls “a bird’s-eye view of planets, Rounds, and Man,” the
Drama opens and spreads its vast glory before us; and we, partici-
pants in this Drama in whose fourth act we find ourselves, are at the
same time spectators. As H. P. B. also says, “for a clearer compre-
hension of the whole play” we shall “have to turn back before we can
proceed forward.” In the story of the Rounds and Races, therefore,
we shall view the panoramic scenes of past ages as spectators view
a photo-play, the swift flash of picture following picture,

THE BirTH OF WORLDS

Our Drama opens with the “birth of worlds,” and H. P. B. unfolds
before us a view of the whole Kosmos — countless Universes of stars
and worlds, infilled with spiritual hierarchies, divine Hosts, among
which is our own Home-Universe, “bounded by the encircling zone of
the Milky Way.” Here, then, is the stage across which march the
scenes of this kosmic drama, in majestic procession, to the harmony
of the Music of the Spheres.

We feel the rhythmic pulsing of the Great Law as it sends its
mandate through Nature in cycles of sevenfold duration, infolding
and informing Nature’s whole vast Order in its march towards a high-
er life.

With the Law of Analogy in our hands as a master-key, with its
magic Open, sesame! “As Above, so below,” we enter the inner realms
of Being—worlds within worlds, visible and invisible, countless world-
or globe-chains sevenfold, through which evolving life proceeds from
the first globe to the seventh, in seven great Rounds or Cycles.
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By a process which Occultists call the “rebirth of planetary
chains” we even see these globes forming. As H. P. B. herself gives
us the picture:

The birth of the celestial bodies in Space is compared to a crowd or multi-
tude of Pilgrims at the festival of the ‘Fires.” Seven ascetics appear on the
threshold of the temple with seven lighted sticks of incense. At these the first
row of pilgrims light their incense sticks, after which every ascetic begins whirl-
ing his stick around his head in space, and furnishes the rest with fire. Thus
with the heavenly bodies: a laya-center is lighted and awakened into life by
the fires of another ‘pilgrim,” after which the new ‘center’ rushes into space and
becomes a comet. It is only after losing its velocity and hence its fiery tail, that
the ‘Fiery Dragon’ settles down into quiet and steady life as a regular respect-
able citizen of the sidereal family.

With this passing on of the light — this lighting of the many
from the one — how vividly we see dramatized the fundamental
teaching of the Ancient Wisdom: that ‘“Brotherhood is a fact in
Nature.” As The Secret Doctrine tells us, “From Gods to man,
from Worlds to atoms, from a star to a rush-light, from the sun to the
vital heat of the meanest organic being — the world of form and ex-
istence is an immense Chain, whose links are all connected.” In this
story of the pilgrims passing on the light we find an ethical applica-
tion to our own lives, for, as our Teacher often tells us, we who have
received the Light in its purity, truth, and beauty, must pass it on to
those who follow after.

THE GLOBE-CHAIN OF OUR EARTH

Whence came, then, life and light to our own planet Terra?
What is its past history?

Our ancestors came from the Lunar Chain — the Lunar ‘Pitris’
or ‘Fathers’ who in the course of aeons evolved into Man himself.
These entered the cycle of evolution on Globe A of the Earth-chain
and passing round in sevenfold orderly course the entire Chain of
Globes, at last evolved fitting human forms. The Moon, then,
of the great sidereal family of the Hosts of Worlds, is our mother.
But in what way did we leave this ancient home of ours, now
scored and riven by titanic forces, slowly sinking to complete
dissolution?

In manner sevenfold we came, in seven great migratory flights,
like birds of passage winging their way to a new home — some lead-
ing, others following, and many laggards bringing up the rear.
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Sevenfold are Earth and Moon; sevenfold was this mystic flight
of souls. Across all barriers of space and time we came — we, the
Monadic Host, the pioneers. Those who were the most advanced
led the way to form that new World-Chain in which the Monads of
each kingdom were destined to advance to higher levels until, the
last Round closed, humanity should attain godhood. Then will the
globes of this Earth-Chain, at the cyclic hour parting, as the Moon
did, with their own life, inform and call to life another laya-center,
the open door to another and still higher Chain of Globes.

MAN AND NATURE

In the vastness of this mighty world-drama we see the absolute
unity of Nature, “every part of it interlinking and interlocking with
every other part.”” We see the magnificent progress of Evolution
carried to its highest expression in Man, and promising to every atom
in Nature a destiny the same. We see revealed man’s present aim —
initiation into complete knowledge, and we hear the promise to the
kingdoms below him that they too shall rise from stage to stage, in
time to reach initiation also. Thus Man and Nature are one. As
a great Sage has told us: “Nature exists for the experience and eman-
cipation of the soul.” Man, child of the Universe, possesses all the
elements of his Great Mother, each of his seven principles being de-
rived from one of the great cosmic planes.

As a ‘Star of Glory’ we see man’s highest Self, Atma-Buddhi, de-
scend into Matter, through which the pilgrim-journey must be made
and out of which man is destined in future ages to arise. The Light
of Spirit, having robed itself in ever-deepening shadows of material
existence, then casts aside veil after veil, under the incessant urge
and mighty impetus of ‘self-directed evolution.’

THE RACES

Of the first two Races The Secret Doctrine tells us that they were
too ethereal and phantomlike even to be called ‘physical man.’ The
First Race was created by the Moon-gods. They, the Lunar Pitris,
gave man all that they had to give, but the Fire of Mind they had
not; so man, shadowy and colossal, as the old text tells us, was mind-
less, un-self-conscious, hardly more than the promise of complete
Spiritual Man.

This First Great Race had neither type nor color. Dwelling al-
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most as a star apart upon its own continent, ‘“‘the Sacred Imperish-
able Land,” it was ‘“the Race that never died.” About it we are
told little more than that “the Pole-Star has its watchful eye upon it
from the dawn to the close of the twilight of a day of the Great
Breath.”

Gradually, through the aeons, this First Race merged itself into
the Second, and thus lived on, while the Second Race came to be
spoken of as “the shadows of the shadows.” It too was colossal, im-
material, dwelling in the midst of a shadowy, immaterial world, the
mystic Hyperborean, “the land of the Gods.” Here is the picture:
beside a shadowy mankind, gigantic reptilian forms and the huge
fronds of archaic fern-forests, looming in silent majesty against the
skies of a dawn-mist world — man and Nature inseparable, evolv-
ing with equal step together. Science may protest at the theory of
a shadowy, astral earth, but as H. P. B. observes, “Why could not
the winds blow, rain fall, and waves (of carbonic acid apparently, as
science seems to imply) break on the shore, on an Earth semi-astral?”

Then, with the slowly evolving human form, came the slow de-
velopment of the senses — first hearing, then touch, then sight, then
taste, and lastly smell — on parallel lines with the evolution of the
elements: ether, air, fire, water, and earth; while over the entire globe
there reigned eternal Spring, and between man and Nature there
was naught but harmony. How exquisite must have been that de-
veloping first sense, hearing, when the sound of budding leaves and
running sap was sensed as natural music! As color after color
gleamed in the dawn-mist sky, their rhythmic dance was heard. Then
came the sense of sight, and man could fathom the mysteries of sun
and sky and observe the most distant stars. Language was but as a
series of “chantlike sounds, composed of vowels alone.” There was
no need of mindborn speech, for there was no need of concealment.
All was simple, childlike trust.

How marvelously the archaic records picture Nature’s long ef-
fort, aided by the gods, to create complete Man. Listen to the Book
of Dzyan:

The breath needed a form; the Fathers gave it. The breath needed a gross
body; the Earth molded it. The breath needed the Spirit of Life; the Solar Lhas
breathed it into its form. The breath needed a Mirror of its Body; “We gave
it our own,” said the Dhyanis. The Breath needed a Vehicle of Desires; “It
has it,” said the Drainer of Waters. But Breath needs a mind to embrace the
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Universe; “We cannot give that,” said the Fathers. “I never had it,” said the
Spirit of the Earth. “The form would be consumed were I to give it mine,”
said the Great Fire. . . . Man remained an empty senseless Bhiita. . . .

The Third Race followed, ‘“the most mysterious of all the Races,”
so H. P. Blavatsky tells us, for it was at first no Race, but “a won-
drous Being” called ‘“the Initiator.” It was at a period well after
the mid-point of this Third Race that occurred that marvelous evo-
lutionary change which is told allegorically, not alone in the great
world-cosmogonies, but in the traditions of many savage tribes. By
the Greeks it was allegorized in the story of Prometheus, who brought
the Divine Fire to mankind — the Fire of Mind; by the Hebrews in
the story of the ‘Serpent’ in the garden — that ‘Serpent’ so long
libeled when he should be regarded, instead, as the benefactor of
mankind, for he found man an animal, and left him a god; he found
man mindless and dowered him with reason and the power of choice;
he promised man immortality, and he kept his promise.

It was the consummation of Nature’s long unaided attempts, for
the lighting of the Fire of Mind in hitherto mindless mankind made
us in literal truth Sons of the Sun. Gloriously indeed should this be
made manifest in our lives today — this truth that these bright Ones
from the Sun’s own realm, these the ‘Redescended,” were, and are —
OURSELVES !

And there is a greater truth even than that; for not only did the
bright gods bring to man the Holy Fire, lighting ‘““as one candle light-
eth another” the dormant Mind within him, but — supreme sacri-
fice! — they incarnated in mankind themselves — they ‘the Rede-
scended,” the glorious Manasaputras, remaining with this favored,
this mysterious Third Race, during all of its latter portion, as Divine
Instructors, Initiators of civilizations.

It is interesting to recall at this point what our present Teacher
tells us about the geological stage-setting for these Races. The First
had its definite beginnings in the Devonian or early Coal-Period;
the Second very probably in the later Carboniferous, or possibly the
early Permian; the Third was contemporaneous with the enormous
reptiles of the Triassic and Jurassic Periods of the Secondary Era;
the Fourth appeared early in (or before) the Tertiary; while our
own Fifth Root-Race may be traced back into the Miocene.

Lemuria, ‘“cradle of mankind,” where lived the Third Race,
“bright shadow of the Gods,” was a land of eternal Spring. And
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how vast was the area that it covered — not only what now lies be-
neath the Pacific and Indian Oceans, but “extending in the shape of
a horseshoe past Madagascar, round South Africa, through the At-
lantic up to Norway.”

Of this gigantic ‘mother-continent’ the Atlantic portion became
the geological stage-setting for the Fourth Root-Race — the Atlan-
tean, where was developed the most brilliant civilization the world
has known. ‘“There were giants in those days” truly: men of the
greatest physical beauty and strength, of supreme intellectual power
also, but a power developed ‘““at the cost of the psychic and spiritual.”
As written in an archaic Commentary: ‘“The last survivors of the
fair child of the White Island had perished ages before. Their elect
had taken shelter on the Sacred Island, now the fabled Sambhala in
the Gobi Desert.”

Thus we of the Aryan nations of the Fifth Root-Race trace our
descent through the Atlanteans from the more spiritual Races of the
Lemurians, those “in whom the ‘Sons of Wisdom’”” had personally
incarnated. And we have this picture before us as a help in our ef-
fort to control the psychic and regain the spiritual powers that in
Atlantis were lost.

We come now to the drama of our Fifth Race humanity. Sym-
bolic are the scenes in the prolog, for in the days of the earlier Races
a Golden Sheen enwrapped the earth. It was the Golden Age, when
the gods walked and talked with men. Descended from the Divine
Instructors and primordial Sages who taught the humanity of the
Third Race, here in the Fifth they reappear, Instructors in the Arts
of Peace, and Founders of Mystery-Schools. Links were they in
the Golden Chain of Hermetic Succession through which the Sacred
Teachings passed from remote Antiquity, on through historic times,
even to our own day, now, under the name of Theosophy, brought
once again to mankind by Helena Petrovna Blavatsky, the Messen-
ger of the Great Lodge.

But let us not linger in the twilight of the Past. Let us leap ahead
in thought to the day when the Laws of Divine Justice shall make all
right again; when the Universe, to our then spiritually opened eyes,
shall be “infilled with hierarchies of divine beings,” Divinities whom
we know today as Suns and Raja-Suns, and like to whom we are des-
tined one day to become.

So let us leave the Drama in the glory of this thought — this
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Drama of the Manvantara, with its illimitable grandeur of extent and
sweep; with its spiritual keynotes and progressions; with its dis-
sonances, but also with their final resolution into the sublime mass-
chord of Love, the cement of the Universe! This is the picture as
H. P. B. has painted it, when the Great Drama draweth to its close,
and we of the Sixth Race and the Seventh that are to be, shall sweep
forward to our consummation in the light of an unimaginable glory.
Iti mayd $rutam!*

*Chanted in unison — a Sanskrit phrase, meaning ‘Thus have I heard'— the
ancient chela-response. Very soft music accompanied the Symposium throughout.

THE PITRIS: OUR PHYSICAL AND
SPIRITUAL ANCESTORS

RosE WINKLER, M. D.

They (the Lunar Pitris) are Monads, who having ended their life-cycle on
the lunar chain, which is inferior to the terrestrial chain, have incarnated on
this one.— The Secret Doctrine, I, 179

OW many would be interested in so abstruse a subject as ‘The

Pitris?” Who are they and what relation do they bear to

men? Can they advance evolution and arrest the spiritual decline
of civilization?

It is only the Ancient Wisdom which can give us light and know-
ledge of these spiritual entities, or gods, who are the ‘Ancestors,’
‘Fathers’ and progenitors of man. Like Ariadne’s thread, the Sacred
Science leads the way through the labyrinth of the mysterious origin
and destiny of man. It quickensthe conviction that all powers, ener-
gies, and capacities lie within, and through repeated rebirths in hu-
man bodies amplify their inherent force, through incredible cycles
of time, to evolve man, the thinking entity, into a full-blown god.

A deeper study of the Ancient Wisdom familiarizes one with the
septenary constitution of man and the universe, and with the teach-
ing that the self-impelled Monads could not have unfolded the prin-
ciples of their characteristics without the help of the Lunar Pitris.
What mysteries do these lunar beings reveal! As the thoughtful
mind follows the shining thread of truth, there dawns upon the con-
sciousness the fact that the Pitris are the hosts of ‘Masons,’ the ‘Build-
ers’ of the physical body which enshrines the evolving personality;
and that they are man himself. Thus is man bone of their bone and
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flesh of their flesh. As man is a child of the Universe and insepar-
able from it, so are both comprised of hierarchies of spiritual enti-
ties, gods, intelligences, powers. These vary in their stages of growth
or unfoldment, and as god-sparks, emanations proceeding from Uni-
ty, they manifest through a diversity of spiritual intelligences.

These Lunar Pitris are the ‘Men’ or ‘Fathers’ of the moon-chain
of globes which, dying, transferred its life-forces to our earth-chain.
These Lunar Pitris, also designated Lunar Spirits, self-impelled Mo-
nads, un-self-conscious god-sparks, evolving from within outward,
have to become ‘Men’ on our earth-chain, transmuting their primi-
tive into more perfect forms. Each of the septenary principles is
led into manifestation by a corresponding class of Pitris, which com-
mingle with, motivate, and lead forth their various attributes into
active expression. Each of the seven principles comprising the hu-
man constitution becomes a grosser concretion of an illuminating
vital ray of consciousness projected from the Monadic essence, which
is the very core and heart of man’s inner god.

The Progenitors of Man, called in India ‘Fathers,’ Pitaras or Pitris, are the
creators of our bodies and lower principles. They are ourselves, as the first per-
sonalities, and we are they.— The Secret Doctrine, 11, 88

Theosophy teaches that there are seven classes of Lunar Pitris,
of which there are four lower corporeal, and three higher incorporeal,
classes. The lower are called the ‘Builders,” and these possess the
necessary fire and energy, namely: the astral physical creative fire
of matter, and the astral model or vehicle, by means of which phy-
sical man is brought into manifestation. This astral body is just
a little more ethereal than man’s physical body. We are also taught
that the Lunar Pitris are those entities which, when the lunar chain
had finished its evolution, had not reached the Higher Dhyan-Cho-
hanhood (one of the three higher and nobler stocks of mankind),
but in time, became the humanity of our Earth planetary chain.

The three higher of the seven classes of Pitris are Solar Deities,
Dhyan-Chohans, the ‘Architects’ who design the plans in symmetry
and beauty and form, setting the lower Pitris at work to materialize
the plans. The evolution of all classes of Pitris is identical. Emerg-
ing from the Central Fire of the Universe, they proceeded on their
evolutionary course through the three Elemental Kingdoms on other
spheres in long past cycles. They were then transferred by the Life-
Wave to our septenary globe to evolve the human form. As Monads,
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they ensoul and vitalize their varying encasements while passing
through the mineral, plant, beast, and human kingdoms. As each of
the four corporeal Lunar Pitris has its own specific work, so the
Barhishad, one of these four classes, could give birth only to the as-
tral form or model around which physical man was built. As each
of the four lower classes helps to liberate and motivate one specific
latent principle in each of the four kingdoms, the lower Pitris, as our
lower triad or personalities, have become ourselves, as the first per-
sonalities, in the Third Root Race of the Fourth Round.

For that spiritual monad is the center of his being, and in itself knows no
limits, no boundaries, no frontiers, for it is pure consciousness.
— Theosophy and Modern Science, p. 73

If the Lunar Pitris are Monads, what is a Monad? It is also
described as the sacred imperishable center in man, a divine spark
from the Central Cosmic Fire — a radiation or part of the Divine
Flame. It is the very root of being. It never leaves its high plane,
but sends its vital ray to manifest in man in its dual aspect as Atma-
Buddhi. Without Buddhi as its vehicle, Atma could no more operate
than spirit could without matter, or energy without substance, be-
cause both are fundamentally one. As an evolving energy, it works
through its unfolding and living vehicles, which change and pass,
but it remains and endures forever. Atma-Buddhi is the spiritual
monad, the inner god in man.

But who are ‘“They’ who create, and the ‘Lords of the Flame’ ‘who do not?’
— The Secret Doctrine, 11, 77

‘They’ who create, are the four corporeal classes of Pitris who
possess the physical creative fire and astral bodies with which to
create man. They have succeeded in making ready the vehicles for
the incarnation of the ‘Lords of the Flame’ who do not create, and who
are the Agnishvdtta Pitris. It was they, identical with the Manasa-
putras, the Kumaras, and the Solar Lhas, who incarnated as the
Egos of mankind in the Third Race of the Fourth Round on our
planet, Terra. It is they who are the three higher classes of Pitris,
the Solar Deities, ‘Architects,” who with their flaming torches of
spiritual-intellectual energies or ‘fires’ not only endowed with but
wakened in senseless man, the manasic, thinking, reasoning, principle
which, with its unfolding mental faculties, distinguishes self-conscious
man from the brute creation.
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It is they who, possessing the spiritual creative fire and devoid
of an astral vehicle, are the god in the core of one’s being, within man’s
animal physical body or shell. It was these Agnishvatta-Pitris, the
‘quickeners’ of man’s higher desires and aspirations, who qualified
the nobler aspect of the sentient reincarnating principle or Ego, as
the Higher Ego, Buddhi-Manas, in sharp contradistinction to its
human or lower reflexion, the Lower Ego, or Kdma-Manas.

It is the Monad which wakens the latent potentialities through
incredible cycles of time in the very encasements of the lower king-
doms through which it passes, thereby building, with the aid of the
Lunar Pitris, a suitable vehicle to imbody the divine ray. Therefore,
in the mineral kingdom, the energized consciousness of the Monad
at that particular stage may be termed the mineral soul; in the plant-
kingdom, the plant-soul; in the beast-kingdom, the beast-soul; in the
human kingdom, the human soul, compounded of the higher entities
of the lower kingdoms. In the nobler stock of mankind, on higher
globes of our septenary earth-chain, the ever-expanding Atma-Buddh-
ic consciousness is the immanent Christ or Buddha in man.

With the exception of the lowest triad, to wit, the body, physical
vitality, and the so-called ‘model-body,” the four higher are cosmic
principles. Kama,the seat of desire, vivified by the spiritual creative
fire of the Agnishvdtta-Pitris, becomes the aspiring human ego, the
efflorescence of the unwrapping potencies, forces, and energies,
evolved through stimulating encounters during ages of evolutionary
progress and ever-changing environment.

The Agnishvitta-Pitris are devoid of fire (. e, of creative passion), because
too divine and pure.—7b., II, 78

As the Lunar Pitris are the creators of our bodies and lower prin-
ciples, so are they the personalities, which feel humanly and instinct-
ually, possessing likewise the psychical brain-mind mentality. The
Agnishvdtta-Pitris differ from them, because they enlighten, inspire,
and waken the sleeping faculties of the lower Pitris with their spirit-
ual-intellectual energies or ‘Fires” They are the spiritual-intellec-
tual parts of us, and therefore our inner Teachers. They are our
Higher Egos. The term Agnishvdtta means: “One who has tasted
of fire.” Because they are Solar Deities and our Higher Egos, then
are we in truth, Sons of the Sun. The very fact that all the varie-
ties of life-atoms comprising the septenary constitution of man are
largely derived from the Sun, furnishes another basis for the belief
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that we are the children — the progeny — the Sons of the Sun. As
Man is the measure of the Universe, an inseparable part of the
Whole, he contains within himself all the energies, forces and powers
that the universe contains.

It thus becomes clear why the Agnishvdita, devoid of the grosser creative fire,
hence unable to create physical man, having no double, or astral body, to pro-
ject, since they were without any form, are shown in exoteric allegories as Yo-

gis, Kumaras (chaste youths). . . . Yet it is they alone who could complete
man, i. e., make of him a self-conscious, almost divine being —a god on Earth,
—17Ib, 11, 78-9

As the origin of the three lowest principles and the fourth, Kama,
has been indicated, a word relative to the three higher principles re-
mains to be said. Manas, the fifth principle from below, is the think-
er in man, an incarnation of the enveloping, pervading Ménasaputra
identical with the Agnishvatta-Pitris; Atma-Buddhi, as the sixth
and seventh principles, are cosmic principles, as are also Kdma and
Manas. They comprise the spiritual, eternal Monad or god with-
in. Atma-Buddhi, by means of the bridge formed by Manas and
Kama, transmits the spiritual and intellectual enlightening energies
to the lower quaternary or personal ego, quickening it to loftier ex-
pression. But for the Glorious Sons of Light, the Agnishvattas, in-
carnating in Man, he would have remained a senseless being, toiling
on his slow laborious way through countless ages towards the light.
I't must now become evident that without the Pitris or ‘Builders’ the
creation of physical man would not have been possible, and that
without the ‘Architects,’ the Solar Deities or Agnishvatta-Pitris, man
would have remained a senseless being, and spiritual evolution im-
possible. Both were necessary to unfold man as a god on earth.

It now becomes plain that there exists in Nature a triple evolutionary scheme,
for the formation of the three periodical Upddhis; or rather three separate
schemes of evolution, which in our system are inextricably interwoven and inter-
blended at every point. These are the Monadic (or spiritual), the intellectual,
and the physical evolutions.— The Secret Doctrine, 1, 181

Itis the will of man, aroused by desire, which evolves forth from
within the powers of the inner god, and through aspiration liberates
a divine desire to exercise greater determination, an enduring pur-
pose, and a self-devised effort directed towards all that is noble and
high. Such interior effort, fired and set aglow by the Agnishvattas,
results in expressions of self-sacrifice, the performance of heroic
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deeds, and a spirit of compassion making for mental, moral, and
spiritual perfection. As the Monad continues forever, it works
through all its living, evolving encasements, ever expanding into a
more perfect self-conscious divinity, a full-blown god, becoming final-
ly ‘God,” which incomprehensible mystery we call ‘THAT.

In Questions We All Ask, Series 11, No. 15, Dr. de Purucker in-
spiringly says:

A true man is a noble being. A true man is an inspiration. . . . My Brothers,
each one of you in the core of the core of your being is a divinity, which divinity
is the source of all that makes you what you really are, the source of all that is
worth while in your life. This inner divinity is the Encourager in your heart,
the Stimulator of your soul; it is the one who gives you courage and peace, and
who fills your heart with love, and your soul with understanding. Trust it!
Follow it! Beit!

HERO-WORSHIP AND THE GOOD CAUSE
REeATA V. H. PEDERSEN

IN reading the history of any great movement one reads the bio-
graphy of some great person.

The historian setting down a record of events, and making for us
a picture of how they came about, colors them with the pigment from
the minds of others with whom the element of time has worked a
change as from color to shade. If he is making a record of personal
contact with a great movement or with its central figure, we find him
using on his canvas the blended colors which produce the artistic
picture, although he may have tried to word-paint most truthfully.

But the true picture presents this; the central figure of the great
movement as one risen to an occasion, and the great movement oc-
cupying all of the canvas of history with the exception of the minute
space given to one figure by way of emphasis or high-light, as the ar-
tist’s vocabulary has it.

As an instance of the false relationship between a champion of
a cause and the cause which these shades of time and personal vision
and the working of men’s minds can produce, let us take the great
movement called Christianity. Examination shows the beginning of
this activity two centuries before the appearance of the seer and
mystic — the Avatira — Jesus.

These two centuries marked a period of greater spiritual activity
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than any two preceding them. They were the ones in the cycle to
bring again into the foreground the need for the ethical training of
mankind. ,

Many religious works written for the most part in Galilee, the
home of Jesus, have been traced to these centuries. Mr. R. H.
Charles, an authority in this field of research, states that the book
of Daniel was written in this period as well as a part of the Psalms.

It was in this atmosphere that religious ethics in the form of a
movement called Christianity were given mankind, and of this move-
ment was Jesus — Jesus, a man of his time, divinely ready to teach
after years of preparation, divinely ready to lead because of having
been led, an Initiate prepared for further initiation.

We know that Jesus separated himself from his cause so that the
cause might not pass from the minds of men with his disappearance
from the scene. It is a like separation that every spiritual teacher
seeks.

Asking of a disciple, “Lovest thou me?” for a third time, Jesus
then gave the teaching: “Feed my sheep.” It is this same teaching
the Theosophist receives when we are told by our Teachers to feed
on spiritual truths the thoughts of those who follow the path with us,
to feed our own thoughts upon a desire to further the cause of Theo-
sophy rather than upon the desire for the approbation of our Teacher.

The cause of Theosophy is never separate from the Masters of
Wisdom and Compassion, yet it must be separate in the minds of its
adherents from the figure of the messenger. The messengers, the
teachers, are the way-showers of the path they themselves follow.
And their work can be destroyed, their usefulness to those Masters
lessened, by our demand that they meet us upon the lowly, personal
plane of consciousness in which we by habit dwell. The furtherance
of the cause of Theosophy can best be brought about by the use of
the greatest of all forces — Impersonal Love.

If we value our good cause and our own opportunity for spiritual
growth we must follow the Path, our Way, with eyes upon our ob-
jective and not upon the illumined figure of the Way-Shower.

To the plane of thought in which the Teachers live we may go;
with them we may have spiritual communion and there ask and re-
ceive spiritual help. We may not indulge ourselves in hero-worship,
we who seek Wisdom, for such indulgence asks personal reciproca-
tion of the personal love we bring.
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To our Teacher we may bring Loyalty in the form of loyalty to
the cause he represents; we may bring Love in the form of active
work for the bringing about of true brotherhood. It is this loyalty
and this love that will make of the chela the beloved disciple to whom
can be given the teaching, upon whom can be imposed the trust, Feed
my sheep.

The fact that the messengers sent from the Masters are our chan-
nel through which the spiritual teachings flow, should cause us to
bend every effort of our energy of body and mind and spiritual will
to the keeping of that channel clear.

A newcomer into the body of disciplined men and women who
have now as in the past the privilege of close communion with a Teach-
er would fear to hold that privilege less than a perfect gift. As Na-
ture designed the guarding of the unborn child that contact from an
outer world might be had only through the shield formed by the
mother, so should one guard through oneself as shield the contact of
that perfect gift from outer worlds. As it was designed that a mother
feed the unborn child with life of her life so must the spiritual cause,
the Work of the Teacher be fed from the spiritual, aspiring life of
the chela.

The appreciation of this gift from the Masters of Compassion
and Wisdom is best shown by going forward with the work of the
messenger and not by hero-worship.

The figures of those whom the Masters have sent to the Western
world, beginning with H. P. B., continuing through her successors
to the present Teacher, should blend in the thought of the true chela
as one; for indeed they are one in spiritual essence.

ON THE ‘HILL OF THE THRUSHES
F. H. ALDHOUSE, M. A.

I — THE OraL

HERE is a part of King William’s Glen, near Drogheda, called

the ‘Hill of the Thrushes,” for there they sing all through the

year and robins with them. It is a place where a little stream flows

laughing down a valley. The country people say “You couldn’t be

sad there,” and they say that there grows there an herb which can
heal the broken-hearted.
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It has its memories, has the ‘Hill of the Thrushes’; it has known
one of the great contests between Angus Oge and Balor Beman: An-
gus Ever Young, the Lord of life and love, and Balor-of-the-mighty-
Blows — the king of death.

In the far-off days of long ago there lived a woodcutter who worked
for King Concuber. It was on the ‘Hill of the Thrushes’ that he
dwelt. He was a widower and he had two young daughters, Finula
the fair and Oona the dark. Both were wonderfully pretty girls,
and as good as they were beautiful. If you saw Finula with her
dark blue eyes and hair like ripe corn, you would think you had seen
the greatest beauty of all the girls of Eire. You would go on think-
ing that till you saw Oona, and then you would think it was she who
was the greatest beauty, with her hair as black as the glorious sky at
night and her dark eyes full of mystery as the stars. But if yousaw
them both together it is speechless you would be, and as you kept
glancing from one to the other your thoughts would alter with every
look. Indeed, each was perfect in her own way, and Angus Oge in
his Dun at Brugh-on-Boyne had great plans for them both. He
rejoiced that his human children were so merry and so fair.

One day Oona the dark went down to the Boyne and had a swim
in it and Finula was with her. Finula went home to get her father’s
dinner ready, and more slowly Oona followed, and she was as sweet
and shapely to look upon as a water-lily in the river.

Now as Oona was going up into the Glen she met a solitary horse-
man. He was a very knightly man; he rode on a white horse and
wore chain armor. A hood was drawn down upon his forehead, but
under the hood Oona could see the glint of gold. There was only
one strange thing about him — instead of a hawk he carried a raven
on his wrist, and the dog that ran behind his horse was not a wolf
dog (such as followed the heroes of the Red Branch). It was a mon-
strous black dog, ugly as sin, black as destruction, and as fierce as
a demon.

It grinned when it saw Oona but a slight movement of its master’s
fingers instantly made it quiet and the Red Branch Knight (for so
he seemed) spoke to Oona. Deep bass was his voice, and he spoke
like a king.

“Greeting, pretty maiden,” he said, “it is a pleasure to the eyes
to see so fair a face as yours.”

Oona would have given some laughing answer to any stranger who

443



THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

spoke to her so, an answer that would have won a laugh in reply and
sent the man peaceably on his way. But now she felt a chill of fear
run through her and with the fear, a repulsion to the speaker; yet
with the repulsion an odd sense of reverence.

She sensed the Knight to be a very great person, greater than
anyone she had ever known. So she curtsied low and said: “The
blessings of the gods be on you, Sir,” (the Knight winced slightly).
“I am only a poor woodcutter’s daughter, but can I show the road
or get you anything?”

“Nothing, nothing, pretty maiden,” the Knight answered, and he
did not give a blessing back. ‘“You talk of gods! May I ask who is
the chief divinity hereabout?” and there was a sneer on his dark face
that made poor Oona tremble.

She answered in a shaking voice, “Oh, oh, don’t you know, sir?
The glorious Angus Ever Young, the Lord of Love. In his green
mount at Brugh-on-Boyne he dwells magnificent; he is the deliverer
from all ills, even death itself.”

“Indeed,” said the dark rider, “how interesting! What a very
potent god he must be! But have you never heard of a greater one
than he, Balor Beman?” and he laughed a deep, harsh laugh.

“Oh, sir, you frighten me; please let me go, and do not blaspheme
the great, bright god,” the frightened girl replied.

“I have been told, not only by you, my pretty maiden, but by
others that the Playboy of Brugh is a very great divinity. Now I
am going to gather a flower out of his garden, and I challenge him to
prevent me, or recover it!” cried the Knight, and he threw back the
hood that had concealed his features. He was at once dark and livid,
his face was calm like Destiny, but on his thin, white lips was a cruel
leer.

Oona saw beneath the crown of domination on his forehead, a
third eye. She tried, but failed, to scream or pray. It was the dread
King of Death who had invaded the very garden of Angus Oge.

Slowly the eyelids opened and from the ‘eye of blasting’ a dark
ray fell on Oona. The stones on the road were powdered by its force
and where a beautiful girl had been was only a little heap of white
ashes.

Balor got down and raked the ashes with his fingers. In a mo-
ment he had found what he sought; a black opal full of changing
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lights was in his hand. He placed the opal on his crown and it be-
came one of the many jewels there.

“Ah, Angus Ever Young,” laughed Balor, “I have gathered a
flower in your own especial garden, and that flower is a jewel in my
crown. All the more beautiful, Angus, because it loved and hoped
in you; loved to no purpose and hoped in vain. Come Angus, the
Illdana is at the furthest corner of his universe. He cannot save you
now, He wills to create a new star (as sad as this will it be). Come,
recover your jewel, Angus Playboy.”

But there was no answer, nor any that regarded, and none came;
for Angus Oge was sleeping. Then Balor with his pale horse and
his hell-hound rode into nothingness.

There was nothing there but some white ashes which the wind
played with and scattered far and near.

II — THE SAPPHIRE

THE loss of Oona was still as a throb of burning pain in the hearts
of Finula and her father, but the music of Nature still played on
its song of hope and love. The little stream laughed, the bird-chorus
sang, the wind played its many tunes on the branches of the trees,
the fire sang its ‘divine song’ on the hearth.

“All things are happy; the whole glen is full of peace, but we do
not know it,” said the woodcutter. “Is Angus only the gardener of
Balor, and is Balor the Master of Destiny?”

Finula did not reply. She only said, “Let us trust that the light is
greater than darkness, father. Lord Angus may yet hear and help us.”

The woodman sighed and went out to his work.

That morning a knock came to the door and when Finula opened
it a white horse was tied to a tree, and a tall, kingly rider asked to
be allowed to rest himself. Finula curtsied and showed him to a
seat beside the fire.

He sat warming his hands and as they were silent, a chorus of
birds could be heard about the house, all singing of hope and love.

The dark Knight spoke, saying, “What a disturbing noise those
creatures are making! Silence is beautiful; all else is distracting
and unpleasing.”

“They are greeting the Spring, Sir,” Finula said, “it is sweet to
me for I love the time of blossoms, but perhaps you have some grief
or some anxiety: then indeed everything is a discord.”
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“You remind me of what I came for, fair maiden,” the Knight
said. “I like blossoms too, but the ones I value are unchanging ones.
They do not wax or wane, bud or fade. I gathered such a one in
this place last year.”

He threw back a hood which he had kept about his face and
Finula saw a crown about his head studded with most precious stones.
One great black opal in front seemed to flash at her its inner fires.

“You are admiring my crown” the Knight inquired.

“Surely, Sir, I am, but perhaps I should say Your Majesty. You
must be a King who for some reason is dressed like a knight.”

“No ceremony, pretty maiden,” the Knight answered. “I am a
King. I am visiting a part of my Kingdom where a pretender called
Angus is for the moment in possession. I tolerate that, for though
he is only a petty godling, he is, I must admit, a most successful gar-
dener. All his flowers come to me, pretty maiden, and I keep some
of them in this form.” He placed his finger on the gems in his crown.
“I want just one more, for which there is room, and I believe I shall
get as beautiful an ornament as I got here before in this black opal.
But you had best know who I am,” and he bowed slightly.

“My name is Balor Beman, Lord of Eternity.” As he spoke he
opened his third eye on Finula, but before the fate of Oona was hers,
she cried in her despair:

“Angus Ever Young, hear and save!” . . .

Balor held in his hand a most marvelous sapphire. “It is equal
to the opal,” he said and he placed it in his crown. But as he left
the house to mount his horse, his raven croaked loudly and his hound
bared its teeth and growled, while three birds, one white, one golden,
and one green, flew crying and calling across the glade.

“The bird of laughter, the bird of dreams, the bird of love,” said
Balor. “O birds, where is your Master? Asleep again, hey? He will
lose all his flowers if he is not more wakeful. Ah, my Lord Angus,
so you are awake this time? Well Playboy, are you looking for an-
other flower you have lost? It is in my crown, dear dreamer, and
there it will remain.”

Angus drew near his foe and laying his hand upon his golden
sword, said: “Enemy of life and happiness, destroyer who creates
nothing, robber of the beauty I make! defend yourself! An Dan
(Destiny) will not intervene between us now. You have a sword.
On guard!”
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But Balor did not draw. “My boy,” he said, “a scuffle between
gods is undignified. As you rightly say, Lu Illdana (the Supreme,
God of the Sun) will not interfere now. So I intend to settle this
little affair in my own way. I am quite sorry to reduce you to ashes.
You have had your uses in making nice things for me, but as you ap-
pear to want to be unpleasant, this is the only way.” And Balor
opened the ‘eye of blasting’ full on Angus.

The death-ray hissed like an adder as it fell full on Angus Oge.
As it did so a hand of light above the young god’s head appeared to
pluck the silver moon out of the sky, for it held a perfect argent mir-
ror, disc-shaped and marvelous, between the face of the Ever Young
and the baleful beam.

Back upon Balor was reflected the black flame of destruction:
right into his third orb went its own fire. Where Balor had stood
was but a column of black dust which whirled and settled down slow-
ly to the ground. In the dissolving dust shone two bright objects,
his many-jeweled crown and a huge carbuncle full of burning glow
that had once been the ‘eye of blasting.’

Angus Oge fell on his face before a form of sunlight. Illdana
Himself stood before him.

“I was not far away, my child,” said the Great, Good God. “I
was in your heart and always am I there. What might Balor pos-
sesses was mine also. I am the Light and the Darkness.”

“O my Lord,” cried Angus, “you have destroyed Destruction.
You have slain black Death.”

“T have subdued him somewhat. I have taken the venom from
his weapon, the proud tyranny from his heart,” answered the Illdana,
“but neither gods nor men die, for they exist in my life. Henceforth
Death shall be a Deliverer not a Despot.”

The Illdana spoke, and every wind sang in exultation. They
made the leaves dance and the flowers; the dust danced on the road;
the very ashes of Balor danced in exultation at the words of deliver-
ance. Every bird sang as if its throat would burst; all the World
was filled with unclouded Joy.

That is why from then to now all the music of Nature is full of
divine hope and joy. The great composers have but copied in their
melodies the song of water and wind, bird, flame of fire, all crying in
exultation the name of the Illdana, who transmutes terror into de-
light, sorrow into ecstasy.
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As to Angus, he called forth the spirits of Oona and Finula from
the precious stones in which they dwelt; he gave them back their
beautiful girlhood again — and yet the stones remained still shining
in the crown of vanquished Balor, now diadem of the God of Love.

“These stones of beauty were your past, my children, make new
gems by your {uture lives,” said the Ever Young.

And Balor was reborn as Tiernmas, the gentle Giver of Sleep
to the weary, the old, and the suffering. And none who know of
how the Illdana gave succor to Angus Oge fear Tiernmas, the kindly
servant of the Great, Good God, of whom it is said, “he cures all ills,
reunites all friends, gives the Great Peace to all who suffer.”

NEWS FROM THE ARCHAEOLOGICAL FIELD
C. J. Rvan, M. A

HERE are many interesting points in connexion with the prob-
lem of the use of iron in antiquity. The general belief is that

the ‘iron age’ is only a few thousand years old; that it was preceded
by an age during which bronze was the only metallic substance used
for tools and weapons, and that the earliest periods were character-
ized by the absence of all metals, stone being the only material em-
ployed. Many anthropologists believe that beyond the ‘stone-ages’
there were ‘bone’ and ‘wood-ages.” All this is part of the general
ape-ancestry theory now so popular in certain scientific academies,
which only allows intelligent mankind a past of about a million years
or so.

According to Theosophy, however, man has been imbodied on
earth for many million years longer, and it would be surprising in-
deed if iron had been overlooked for several million years, or, in fact,
until four or five thousand years ago. How could such a magnificent
race as the Cro-Magnon people of the Old Stone Age have failed to
utilize the lumps of meteoric iron on the surface of the ground, even
if they had not discovered iron in the rocks!

Several archaeologists have lately expressed dissatisfaction at
the popular scientific view of the modernity of the knowledge of iron,
and as unorthodox opinions on this subject are likely to lead toward
more Theosophical views of the evolution of man, it is worth while
considering certain criticisms.

In a recent lecture on “Early Iron in Sussex,” Mr. Ernest Straker,
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a specialist in the archaeology of iron, told the Archaeological So-
ciety of that English county that he considered the date of the dis-
covery and use of iron should be pushed much further back than
archaeologists were generally prepared to admit. He pointed out
that iron was much easier to work than copper; the primitive mode
of working iron required a temperature of only 700 degrees, whercas
copper required 1100 degrees. It was hard to believe that the more
difficult process was invented before the easier. As it was natural
that iron would be used long before technical methods were discovered
to harden it, the earlier iron implements would be much softer and less
efficient than those of bronze. He believed that the so-called Bronze
Age was a period, not when iron was unknown, but when bronze
was the better material. The chiefs and other important people
would have had bronze swords and armor, and these would be buried
with them and remain in fair condition for ages. The ordinary men
would have less efficient weapons of iron which of course have rusted
away long ago. In early Roman history we are told that the bar-
barians had to stop in battle to straighten out their soft iron swords,
while the Romans with their hard bronze weapons had a great ad-
vantage.

Mr. Straker made an excellent point by quoting many recent
discoveries in England and elsewhere of flint implements and crude
pottery of Neolithic or New Stone Age that had been found above
deposits of iron-smelters’ slag. This was certainly strong evidence
that iron was known and used before the Bronze Age.

Another point of considerable significance, not mentioned in the
report we have received of Mr. Straker’s lecture, is that bronze is not
a simple metal like iron but is a compound or alloy of copper and the
rather rare metal, tin. Further complexities arise when we consider
the problems of mining and transporting these two metals, the skill
required in combining them in proper proportions, etc. Anyone who
has watched the rapid rusting and disappearance of common iron
tools when exposed to damp requires no elaborate explanation of
the absence of primitive iron implements in deposits or graves where
bronze or stone artifacts are well preserved.

Another instance of the great probability of the use of iron or steel
in prehistoric times comes from Panama as reported by Mr. A. Hyatt
Verrill of the Museum of the American Indian, Heyes Foundation,
New York, who lately spent six months investigating the prehistoric
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monuments in the district lying between the Pacific Coast and the
Cordillera, Panama. In one ruined temple numerous human and
animal figures were found, cut from the hardest kind of rock, while
the stone tools resembled the most primitive and crude forms of the
European Paleolithic Age. A comparison of the careful workman-
ship of the statues with the clumsy chunks of stone — which it was
a compliment to call tools — made Mr. Verrill think very hard, and
he soon concluded that they could never have been used to carve the
statues. In order to test the possibility he selected several of the best
of the rough implements and instructed several laborers to chip out
a pattern on one of the softer stone columns, and although they worked
industriously for some days and wore out most of the tools they made
scarcely any impression on the column. He says:

I am thoroughly convinced that these people as well as many other prehis-
toric races, possessed iron or steel tools, and I do not know of a single argument
or fact to disprove this. The fact that no iron or steel tools have been found
proves nothing. Iron is the most perishable of metals, and except under the
most unusual or peculiar conditions, all traces of small iron or steel tools would
disappear completely in a few centuries. No doubt archaeologists will scoff at
this theory and pooh-pooh the idea, but scientists have a habit of scoffing at
every theory until proof is forthcoming to place them in the wrong. . . .

. . . Moreover, at a depth of five and one half feet below the surface, at the
temple-site, among broken pottery and embedded in charcoal, I found a steel
or hardened iron implement. The greater part is almost completely destroyed
by corrosion, but the chisel-shaped end is in good condition. It is so hard that
it is scarcely touched by a file, and with such an implement it would be a simple
matter to cut and carve the hardest stone.

No doubt many will discredit this, or will claim that the implement is mod-
ern and found its way beneath the surface via some hole or crevice, or will claim
that some junk-collecting snake or centipede carried the object to its resting-
place in a compact mass of semi-fossilized carbon packed in the midst of broken
prehistoric pottery. But how can they explain the evidence of tool-marks on
much of the stone-work? Not the irregular indentations which might be, and
very likely were, made by pecking with a stone hammer, but clearly cut lines and
chisel-marks. . . .

As to the great age of the remains; among the stone carvings was
a large elephant. It had the characteristic bending forward of the
hind knees of the elephant, large leaf-like ears, and it had a load on
its back. How many ages have passed since American peoples knew
anything about elephants?

Indirect testimony to the possibility of very ancient and unknown
peoples using iron or steel {(or perhaps ‘just as good’) comes from
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that mysterious Easter Island where we find 260 immense stone
platforms, called ahus, some three, some five hundred feet long, solid-
ly built of the hardest basalt. The stones are carefully cut, many
with a slight hollow curve fitting into the upper and lower ones, and
many of them are from six to ten feet long. Dr. MacMillan Brown,
in his recent Riddle of the Pacific, says:

It is not merely the piecing together of the large and small stones into plat-
forms, some of which are four or five hundred feet long: that would indeed.
take vast masses of organized labor. It is the individual labor expended. . . .
They are most of them of a vesicular basalt that European masons would find
it hard to work even with tools toughened by admixture of the rare metals.
There must have been tens of thousands of these adamantine and titanic stones
worked into shape on the coasts of the island. . .

Yet only wretched stone tools have been found on Easter Island.

In regard to the knowledge of iron in ancient America, Donnelly,
in his Atlantis, says:

In the Mercurio Peruano (tom. I p. 201, 1791) it is stated that “‘anciently
the Peruvian sovereigns worked magnificent iron mines at Ancoriames, on the
west shore of Lake Titicaca.” “It is remarkable,”” says Molina, “that iron,
which has been thought unknown to the ancient Americans, had particular names
in some of their tongues.” In official Peruvian it was called quillay, and in
Chilian pamnilic. . . .

Donnelly also quotes several authors who speak of iron being
found in the Mounds of the Mississippi Valley, and, while it is not
improbable, there is so much dispute about the age of the Mounds
that any iron found therein may not be pre-Columbian, but be a relic
of an intrusive burial.

In connexion with the subject of iron in antiquity it is not general-
ly known that in ancient India the smelters possessed certain methods
that were not only superior to European ones of far later date, but
were apparently superior to our own in some respects. The great
iron pillar in Delhi is an illustration. After twenty years research
Albert Neuburger has just published in German an immense work,
“The Technical Arts and Sciences of the Ancients,” containing a
reference to this pillar of special interest to students of Theosophy
who are familiar with the efforts H. P. Blavatsky made to prove the
greatness of ancient India. In along review of this remarkable book,
the Illustrated London News says:

. one of the few monuments of the past which still remain, a marvel and

451



THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

a problem to modern engineers, is the Kutub monument near Delhi. An inscrip-
tion shows that it was completed in the ninth century B. c. It is made of iron
so pure that it has never rusted. A meeting of the Iron and Steel Institute (Lon-
don) held recently in Birmingham [England] declared that iron so free from in-
clusion could not be produced today. And the pillar has another peculiarity.
Its weight has been estimated at 17 tons, its height at 52 feet [some of it is
buried]. Since the ancient Indian furnace could not smelt masses of iron weigh-
ing more than 55 lbs. we must assume that the column is formed of a great num-
ber of pieces added together. “Nevertheless, the column exhibits a uniform sur-
face throughout,” there is no trace of a join. The Kutub column still keeps its
secret — a tiny speck of dark in the great flood of light which Herr Neuburger’s
happy combination of industry, judgment, and erudition has projected upon
the arts and crafts of the ancients.

In the encyclopaedias it is said that the pillar was set up about the
fourth century of our era, but the above account makes it more than
a thousand years older. Anyway, the {act remains that a¢ least fif-
teen hundred years ago India knew how to produce iron which has
not shown a sign of rust until this day, and which carries an inscrip-
tion that can be as easily read as on the day it was made. A few weeks
ago Mr. F. C. Kelley of the General Electric Co. described a new
method of making what he called “presumably rustless iron,” a high-
ly complex method requiring an atmosphere of hydrogen in the heat-
ing chamber. Experiments have been made on a small scale and the
principles will be applied to larger furnaces. Did the ancient Indian
smelters know how to provide an atmosphere of pure hydrogen in
their furnaces? Why not?

QUESTIONS AND ANSWERS
(Questions sent in by Study-Class, Theosophical Club, The Hague, Holland)

QUESTION 1: In chapter iii of The Ocean of Theosophy, Mr.

Judge speaks about the earth as being an ‘entity’ (page 31).
In what way is this ‘entity’ to be compared with a human being or
an ‘animal’ being? I am also thinking of such properties as senses,
‘thinking principle(s),” evolution, etc.

G. de Purucker: From immemorial time in all parts of the world
the earth has always been considered in Occultism to be an entitative
‘animal,’” using the word ‘animal’ in the original Latin sense, that is to
say an entity possessing an anima or vital essence. In other words, the
earth in Occultism is considered to be something much more than a
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mere aggregate of the chemical elements. Bearing this ancient occult
teaching of the esoteric schools in mind, it will be at once seen that the
earth as the mother and producer of the animate beings which draw
their life from her is very properly considered an ‘animal’ or animate
being, and is obviously therefore an entity.

It would be misleading and would lead us into too great a mass
of confusing details to try to trace too closely the analogies between
man’s physical body and the earth, in such matters as sense-proper-
ties, psycho-magnetic qualities, etc., etc. From what has been said,
the earth should be compared with a human being in the sense of look-
ing upon both as animate entities — ‘animals’ in this sense of the
word; and each has its own evolutionary progress; although the
earth and its physical children are very intricately and closely linked
together.

It is also true that the earth has a mysterious principle of instinct
or ‘quasi-thinking principle,” of which the questioner speaks, and
also its vital actions and reactions, which manifest as the electro-
magnetic phenomena known to science — actually arising out of the
earth’s jiva — electrical storms, magnetic storms, earthquakes, etc.,
etc. The earth also has, in a very mysterious way, its own thinking
principle, more accurately speaking; but this point is not one which
can be touched upon outside of the Inner School.

Remember that the answer to the essential point of the question,
therefore, is the following: that as the human being in his lower prin-
ciples is an ‘animal’ or animate entity, just so is the earth in its lower
principles an animate being or animate entity, and is therefore an
‘animal’

Question 2: The Ocean of Theosophy, page 34, line 4, reads:
“When we are functioning on any of the other seven . . . Shall
we be functioning on the other seven? How, when?

G. de Purucker: The quotation from The Ocean of Theosophy:
“When we are functioning on any of the other seven . . .” obviously,
I think, is a typographical error, or perhaps a slip of the pen as regards
the word ‘seven.’ It should be: “When we are functioning on any of
the other six globes of our own earth-chain, we will perceive in our
sky,” etc. As we already function on one of the seven globes of
the earth-chain and as there are only seven globes, this obviously
is, as said, a misprint or typographical error. The question how-
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cver is: “Shall we be functioning on the other seven? How, when?”

If I understand aright the meaning of the questioner, he asks
whether we shall ever function on the other six globes of the earth-
chain, and, if so, how and when? This is a very interesting and im-
portant question; but a full answer to it would require a volume;
for it embraces the entire course of human evolution on the earth-
chain. Briefly, however, the answer is as follows:

The human life-wave functions on, or exists on, or passes through,
every one of the seven globes of the earth-chain and in serial order,
beginning with Globe A, then going to Globe B, then to Globe C, then
to Globe D or our earth, then to Globe E, then to Globe F, then to
Globe G. Asto how we function: we function in a manner appro-
priate to the conditions and circumstances prevailing on each one of
these seven globes, precisely as we function on, or exist on, or live on,
our present Globe D or the earth in a manner strictly corresponden-
tial with conditions and circumstances prevailing here. This earth
being a material world, the circumstances and conditions are material.
On Globes F and G, for instance, circumstances and conditions would
be much more ethereal; and on Globe G actually quasi-spiritual.

As regards the question ‘when?’ it is not clear whether the ques-
tioner here refers to time-periods or merely to serial order. If the
latter, the answer has already been given in what has just been said.
If it refers to time-periods, this cannot properly be answered out-
side the Inner School. But a brief and proper answer for the public
would be that we shall function on the other globes of the ascending
arc, that is, on Globes E, F, and G, during time-periods embracing
hundreds of millions of years. As a matter of fact, scores of millions
of years are passed by the human life-wave on each one of the seven
globes of our earth-chain. Then the life-wave leaves such a globe in
order to pass to the next succeeding globe in regular serial order; and
on this succeeding globe, after a relatively short interglobal period
of rest, the life-wave passes another long term of scores of millions
of years. And so forth all around the Planetary Chain.

The matter is somewhat further complicated by the fact that the
time-periods passed by any life-wave on the more ethereal globes,
such as Globes A and B, or F and G, on the descending and ascending
arc respectively, are much longer than the time-periods passed by
such a life-wave on the more material Globes, such as C, and D our
present earth, and E.
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Question 3: The Ocean of Theosophy, chapter iii, page 34, reads:
“The stream or mass of Egos which evolves on the seven globes of
our chain, etc.” Can we know those Egos evolving on the other
globes? What is our relation to them? These Egos belong to our
earth-chain. Am I to understand any connexion between them and
the seven races on our globe about which I read recently, in Het Pad,
in a lecture by Dr. de Purucker? Do we go the rounds on the other
globes of our earth-chain?

Dr. de Purucker: The statement from Mr. Judge's Ocean of
Theosophy regarding the stream or mass of egos evolving on the
seven globes of our earth-chain is exactly accurate. Answering there-
fore the first part of the question, to wit: “Can we know those Egos
evolving on the other globes?”, I reply: in a general way, yes, of
course, exactly as we know other human beings who are at present
on earth with us. It must be remembered that all the Monads coming
over from the moon-chain are divisible into seven great classes, or,
indeed, more accurately into ten; but the three highest classes of the
ten we need not further refer to, as this involves a matter too difficult
for elementary study. These seven classes of Monads compose the
grand life-stream divided into seven smaller rivulets, each such rivu-
let being a monadic Family, so to speak; and yet they are all con-
nected together because all belong to the grand life-stream or river
just spoken of. Hence it is obvious that in time we most certainly
shall know the egos belonging to every rivulet of the grand septenary
life-stream.

This also answers the second part of this question: “What is our
relation to them?” Our relation is one of close affinity — spiritual,
intellectual, psychical, and physical.

As regards the third part of this question: “Am I to understand
any connexion between them and the seven races on our globe, about
which I read recently, in Het Pad, in a lecture by Dr. de Purucker?”:
the answer is that most certainly there is such a connexion and in
many respects a very intimate spiritual and intellectual one. The
seven races of our globe are the seven races of our own particular hu-
man rivulet or human-Monadic Family. We must furthermore re-
member that the other six rivulets or Monadic Families, belonging to
the grand life-stream of Monads coming over from the moon, are also
evolving on all the seven globes of the earth-chain; but they do not
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all evolve on any one globe during the same period of time. I mean
that there are life-waves or rivulets which have preceded us, and
there are other life-waves or rivulets of entities which are following
us, and in both these cases on other globes. But every rivulet, in
other words, every one of the seven classes composing the grand
life-wave, must pass around all the seven globes of the earth-chain,
and each such passage around all the seven globes of the earth-chain
constitutes for such particular rivulet or life-wave a Planetary or
Chain-Round.

This also answers the last part of Question 3: “Do we go the
rounds on the other globes of our earth-chain?” We do; and so do
the entities composing every other life-wave.

In conclusion, as hinted above, it must be remembered that much
of the teaching concerning the life-waves and the Planetary Rounds
is esoteric, and for ages has never been given out in public, but only
to pledged students. The reasons for this are obvious to pledged
students. It might be wise, perhaps, not even to speak of this fact in
public, except to say that there is deeper teaching for more advanced
students, and let the matter go at that.
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