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The Irish Theosophist.

THIT WARRIOR ETERNAL AND SURE

Trere are tinmes and seasons when old truths should be restated.
Lvents suggest some line of thought which needs the presentation of
its opposite.  After applying a corrective to onesclf onc may properly
suggoest it as of use to otliers.  But it should be remembered that any
one view can only be a fragment of the whole horizon.

Those who are united in a bond of mutual aspiration must fall
victims to each other now and then, even as at other times they share
in the victories of their fellows.  So when some on whom the hiopes of
many were centred fail in their greater promise, and scem to have lost
all sense of honor and of right, others ask of themselves in wonder
what chance have they to succeed where such as these have stumbled?
Then forgotten fears return and the memory of sleeping sins, whilst
the errors of to-day scem crushing.  And the mind groans (a wayv it
has) with the sudden weight of its burden and of the terrible path
which awaits it.  Darkness enshadows the soul and the heart turns to
lead.  How can the light be once more kindled?

Life wiil do it for us in the end, for the swing of life is cternal and
night only screens the day.,  But we mayv work with the current of the
Law and lead our own reidctions; we mav use that current as a means
instead of idly drifting with its tide. We need not be slaves.

Cousider, then, these shadows of fear and doubt which paralyze
the will and prevent all progress as well as present service.  One such
shadow may be thrown on vour heart by a sin, perhaps of the past.
perhaps of the present. And you stop for that?  DBut the sin is in vou,
it may be said, and vou see no escape from its clutches.  Are vou then
that sin?  Jow are nof. Sin and vice are universal properties: they
spring from lower Nature and its qualities; they are energies which
belony to us all: but we are superior to them. We are not bound to

claim all or any part of them as personal possessions. The wise man
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has 1o possessions.  * He will find no pleasure i suceess, no grief in
failure. He will not account a throne as hiis own private gain, nor the
empire of the world as glory personal to himsclf. His glory is to know
that all things are One, and that life and death are but phases of the
same existence” (Chuang-tze). You grieve for yvour sin: do yvou grieve
equally for mine? Do vou grieve equally for the countless millions of
sins committed in the past by you and all of us; being committed
to-day throughout this and other worlds?  You accept this world-wide
record of crime, knowing that it must continue, knowing that with all
vour efforts vou can only imperceptibly affect its course. Why, then,
separate yourself from the universal and add to the waste of energy

by selfish gloom for purely personal failings?

You may use those very
sins as a sacrifice to the Supreme: ** Place all thy works, failures and
successes alike, on Me, abandoning in Me the fruit of every action.”
But if, instead of that, you make your sin a fetish, vou must ultimately
become tlie horror that you worship by vour grief. The wise man will
offer it up to the Supreme, will treat it as a universal product, will turn
hiis mind from its darkness to the living light of his true Self.  For he
kuows that sin and what appears to be tlie opportunity for sin will fall
away from him as he looks to that Light and leaves the result of every
thought and act to be purged by It. He Dbelieves in the power of the
soul.  And I tell you that you may go down into the depths of hell:
vou may sink so deep that there seems to be no return, nor heaven.
nor anything but hell and all its furies of hate and shame and vicious-
ness. and that vou may vet rebound from that and rise as a God in vour
majesty to be a lover and a comforter to nations.  Trust, then. in that
Self which is vourself.  We need a wiser carelessiess.

Nor should the failings of others give rise to self-distrust.  Growth
takes place by rise and fall, though with an ever upward tendency.
We see the fall of to-day and torget the tendency of ages.  Self-distrust!
It is the devil’s best ally. T cannot succeed in that: it is absurd to
suppose that T can become a cheld or get into contact with Masters in
this life.”  And yvet vou are so wise that vou can use the word “im-
possible”? A little thought should show at least that it is follyv to fix
the mind in such an attitude.  To say “ I cannot,” must close the door
on success.  “May not a man give life to a dead thing by constant
motion . . . may not friction overcome cold?” are the words of
the Tao. There is no need to strive to become a cheld or any one
thing, but there 1s every need that each should strive to become lis
best. No man can say what that best may be.

There was a time when many thought they only had to look
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ecstatic to beconte Mahdtmas. (Some would even seem to think so still.)
But that was an error. Then when they had tried for the proverbial
seven vears and had not been straightway lifted into Paradisce as a grande
finaie, they prepared to sleep till they got *another body.”  Now there
are some who wearily talk of another seventy lifetimes as preliminary
preparation.  So on all sides there are those who have deliberately
cased themselves in with a thought, Ihmiting their possible growth
throuch a combination of laziness and unhealthy humility. This is
madness.  No man would fasten a steel band round the brain of a
growing child. but what is that to an effort to coufine the unknown but
unlimited possibilities of soul within a fixed conception? He cannot
sayv how great his past may not have been; he cannot say that in a vear,
or even to-morrow, through an agency now unforeseen, that past will
not arise and sweep him upward to undreamed of heights of power
and usefulness. He is in essence and in fact the Divine.  He has but
temporarily forgotten his divinity. Should not that fact give each of
us a boundless Self-confidence—not in ourselves as apart from any,
but in ourselves as a part of the whole, the All? We are Tiar. We
are the omniscient, the universal, the changeless. Then let us rekindle
in our hearts the light of that eternal fact. From that light other
flames would burst forth, and the slumbering Will would uprear itself
in its ancient might to bear us on to unity. That Will is ours. You,
cach one of us, have that indomitable power which can and should be
used.  Using it, we would go on and conquer in spite of every ad-
versity, and the more opposition and difficulty we might meet, the more
would that incarnate, ceaseless Will be called forth—that Will which is
oursclves.  Wewill do it We will use everyvthing as an incentive to
further work.,  We will use Fate itsell and make it serve us; we will
submit to it but to bind it and carry it with us.  We will take a defeat
and convert it into a most astounding victory.  We will take Wisdom
and the essence thereof, which is Patience, and make it our own.  And
when we die we will make even Deatlt our tool for more fitting work
and service, for more universal employments. We will go on and on
till we have raised every atom in every universe to sclf-conscious
sublimity. Then the one vast, silent Will may rest.
Crr-VEw-"TsANG.
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SoNGs o OLbEN Macre.—II1.

OUR LOST OTHIRS.

I~ the days of the new, Po-shai-an-k'ia, the Father of our esoterie orders, lved
with lits diseiples in the Mist-enveloped City in the true centre of the world.
And in the sacred lake there is a descending ladder, down which even the smallest
may enter fearlessly, who hias passed its borders in death. . . . That is the lake
where dwell »our others,” and whither go our dead.—c{rchaic Nacied Poene of the

’ . B
Ashi-zoa-unt.

Selt o the Opal, Soul of the Ruby,
Diamond-hearted Child of the S,

Thine is the crimson-dved robe of the Crucinied.
Mine the dark garment or purple and dwir;

Thow in the Monder-world, [ in the Under-icorld,
Yot we arc one.

Do not forsake me, lovingly lake e

Back o vwr olden home 1 the golden
Citv enwercathed in the sileery misi

Shining like opal and avicthysi.

We were the carcless jests of God.,

In Chaos, ere the worlds began :
And when the stars sedately trod

Their cireling paths, like them we ran
In winding wayvs, and mimicked them:

As globes of fire and glittering dust
We mocked the toiling worlds that stem

The streams of Space: and on the crust
Of cooling spheres we took repose

When wearied by our wanton chase
Of fleeting comets.  Then we chose,

From lingering shadows we could trace
Of worlds that perished reous past,

The forms of men, and wore their pale
And silvery likeness, overcast

With shimmering colors, such as veil
The sun-kissed Daughters of the Dawn,

Then to a crimson globe of flame,
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A starlike ruby, we were drawn,
And wandering o’er its surface caume
Before a cavern, dim, and vet
Pulsing with waves of wondrous light
In luminous gold and violet—
Sullenly dark. then shyly bright.
Lured by that mystic shine and shade
We ventured in, and swiftly flew
Through labyrinths whose depths were sprayved
With fires of iridescent hue.
We bathed in streams of molten gold
And lakes of liquid amethyst:
Wlere glowing vapors took the nould
Of cotling serpents, and the mist
Traced towering trees and trailing vines,
And monstrous forms of living things,
That startled fled to dark confiues
Of clouded purple, where their wings
Showed dimly and their bright eves gleamed.
“ar, far we journeyved, till we came
Within the great globe’s lieart where streamed
The seven Dreaths, the threefold Flame;
And there we took our rest. for peace
Brooded within that central shrine
And wrapped us like the golden fleece
Of the Sun-child, the Lamb divine.
And some through musing there alone
Found wisdom deep and manifold,
And for the Sun-vod raised a throue
OFf opal-mist and fily gold
With shicen of rubies: vet no hand
Upraised it: by their potent thought
The mist was carved, eterne to stand.
And then in that same wise they wrought
A wondrous city; and they said:
“The Sun-breath in this opal sphere
Lndures when all the Gods are dead,
When worlds dissolve and disappear.”
Jut we who vet were all unwise
Disdainful grew of peace and rest:

We loneed to see above the skies
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The great Sun-Father's plumed crest.
<~ If go yvou will,” our others said,
“Seek not the wayv we came, but one,
An inner path. that like a thread
Of subtile gold leads to the Sun.
This ruby globe whose heart we are
Has frozen from the moon's chill breath:
No longer glecaminyg like a star,
[t wears the sombre hines of death.™
We heeded not: we left hehind
The city of the opal mist,
And sought the labyrinths that twined
Where cooling vapors writhed and hissed
Like angry serpents, and the waves
Of molten scas solidined
To mountains pierced with vaulted caves
And rent with chasms deep and wide.
Path there was none: we wandered on
For weary ages numberless,
Till, all our gleaming glories gone.
We bore the Under-world's impress:
Our forms became as bronze, more hard
Than adamant: our hearts grew stern
And cruel as the powers that warred
Agaimst us, striving to return.
At last the outer world was vained:
We found it changed, as we were chaneed.
I'ts vesture stained, as ours was stained:
And while its wave-washed lands we raneed
The great Sun-Tather, far away,
With waving plumes uplitfted hich
Paced the far shore hevond the orey
And azure ocean of the sky.
Our battling with the elements
Had maddened us, and we were torn
With savage passions: continents
And islands, desolate and worn
Would <ink beneath the sheltering seas
In terror at our furious strife.
Al forees turned to enemies

And Joined aoainst us, il our lifc

~
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Grew feeble, and our forms as clods
OFf senseless earth: then came release
Through Sleep and Death, the only Gods
\Who pitied us and gave us peace.
And now when kindly Death divides
The spirit from its form of clay
It blisstully awhile abides

’

Where “our lost others” dwell alway,
And then returns. to don again

Its prison-garb of hateful hue;
While some amony the sons of men

Whom Sieep has chosen. still may view
That opal City mist-enwreathed:

For sontetimes to the slumbering one,
Upon whose heart such love has breathed

As charms the Children of the Sun.
A radiant being comes, ot gold

And amethystine light, Sun-crowned.
With opal glories aurcoled.

Who whispers to the sad earth-bound
And sorrow-stricken one, that he,

The jest of Chaos, passion-torn,
Yet led the Dawn, and yvet shall be

The greatest of the Sons of Morn,

Self or the chanted 1ord that implanicd
Lirein the melodv Tcons prolony,

Thine is the sccen-toned lvre of the Heaven-throned.

Mine but a treniwlows mirniwr of sone:
Far i the Jlother-soul thow art niine other soul,
Perpect and strong.
Do not reject e, lead and protect e,
Tl the supernal cily clernal
Opens its wolconting portals of oold
Uit the woanderer weary and cold.

ARETAS.
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THE BOOKS OF HIDDEN WISDOAM.

. Beheld the Gods all, sweatless, steady-eved, their flower-wreaths f{resh
and dust-free. as they stood, touching not the ground: but he, doubled by his
shadow, his flower-wreath withered, stained with sweat amnd dust, standing on the
cartly, with evelids tremulous. . . . —77%¢ Slory of Nala.

I uavE a friend who, T think, has come back to us after many lives
among the braves; has come back, wrapped in the breath of wild,
mighty forests, touched with the bronzed twilight of gaunt mountain-
summits, the whir of the eagles’ wings still resounding in his ears.
And dwelling among us somewhat aloof, still longing for his great
rocky solitudes, a stranger though very welcome. he lias found his way
to our books, and is comparing their spirit a little curiously with the
great eartli-breath and air-breath and night-breath that coursed so
gladly through his untamed heart.

Whatever this wanderer says of our books is well worth hearing;
it is good for-us to see low they look, mirrored in eves that gazed
across the western ocean from some lava-knotted precipice, as the
sunset shot up molten over the rainless sca: good especially to hear
what he savs of our religions, and what aspect they bear, to him so
newly come back from the heart of mother earth.

And one day he found together the Gospels and the Upanishads,
books esteemed greatly holy, so different in time and age and tongue,
vet so full of things dear to our liearts, as they turn back wearied by
the commonplace of the world.

One knows not exactly why, perhaps because they are so much
better translated, perhaps because of their very strangeness—the quality
of sweet reasonableness being somewhat unknown in the lands of the
braves—but at present my friend is altogether for the Gospels, and will
not hear of the Upanishads at all. The Evangels of Israel, he savs,
are deeper and clearer and broader and longer than the Indian Books
of Hidden Wisdom.

And as all things this sky-clad critic says are full of deep sugoes-
tion, even when they are the very opposite of what one expected from
him. I fell a-thinking as to how the difference he so clearly feels be-
tween the Upanishads and the Gospels might be deseribed; what names
we could give the one and the other, so as to bring the truth about their
natures to light.
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First, the Gospels—to us a joy and a sorrow for so many genera-
tions. to him so new and strange. One need not enter at all into asking
what persons or personages stand behind them: one can take them as
theyv are, in themselves. And the first thing that is very clear about
them is. that they are poetry, full of imagination and color, full of
natural magic. This is pure poetry, and nothing else: Counsider the
lilies low they grow: they toil not, neither do they spin: yet Solomon
in all his glory was not arrayved like one of these.

And again, what excellent poetry is this, spoken very likely among
the vinevards: I am the vine, ye are the branches. Every branch in
me that beareth not fruit, he taketh it away; every branch that beareth
fruit, he cleanseth it that it may bear more fruit. Already ye are
clean. . . .

What exquisite feeling and beauty in it all; in the goodly pearl,
the prince's marriage, the lost sheep, the fig-tree, the wedding-feast.
Each one of them a compact little poemni, not a word out of place. with
that perfect economy of beauty, from which the rough handling of the
ages can break off no superfluous fragment.

Yet our life is concerned with otlier things than beauty, though it
should be greatly concerned with beauty too. Our life is concerned
chiefly with two things, that a quaint old document calls our duty to
God, and our duty to our neighbor. And in weighing books like these
we must chiefly ask what they have to say of these two things, of our
duty to God. and our duty to our neighbor.

And here, it seems to me, the real difference between the Gospels
and the Upanishads comes out.

The poet of the lilies and the vines was largely occupied with these
two things, and found for each of them an expression full of sweetness
and light. That wonderful power that approaches our hearts and
minds from within, and kindles in them a strange, infinite light; that
power that the framers of the quaint old document called God, the poet
of the lilies called the Father, the Father of us, he in the heavens.
And with abundant riches of sentiment, with the warmest color, with
high poetic beauty, this is insisted on: that our duty is to love the
Father of us. the Father in the heavens.

Then our second duty: here the quaint old document has borrowed
from the poet of the lilies that happy phrase of his, our neighbor,
taken from the poem of the pitiful Samarite and his olive oil and
wine. Here again we have a precept of admirable beauty: to love our
neighbors as ourselves.

So far the Gospels. Then the Upanishads. What is most potent
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there, in the Books of Hidden Wisdoni, is not rich imaginative beauty,
warm coloring, the magic glow of poetry, though they are full of
beauty too.  What is most potent is a high, lonely intuition that wraps
us out of ourselves, and calls us away into the great silent depths of
being; where the wide waters of life roll for ever: where the fiery
breaths of endlessness pour in upon us, and thrill us with a sense of
new mightiness, pouring into us a power as of vast antiquity that is
still for ever voung with the vouth of the immortals.

Verses like these: As from a glowing fire, kindred sparkles come
forth thousandfold: so. from the Eternal. manifold beings come forth,
and return again to the Eternal. That Seer 1s never horn nor dies, nor
is it from anywhere, nor did any become it.  Unborn, everlasting, im-
nmemorial. ancient, smaller than smali, mightier than michty. In the
highest golden veil is the stainless, partless Eternal: this is the shining,
the light of lights. that the self-knowers know. The sun shines not
there, nor moon and star, nor this lightning, nor fire like this: after
the shining of that, all shines; from the shining of that, all else receives
its shining.

Sentence after sentence like this one might gather, hour after hour.
from the Books of Hidden Wisdom. Here is beanty, and high poetic
force too, though not the trailing luxuriance of the poet of lilies and
vines. DBeauty and high poetic force. though these are not the chief
things, but only secondary to the aboriginal light of intuition.

Vet. when this is said. all is not said: for the supreme worth of the
Upanishads is the face they put on the two duties of the quaint old
docunent. the duty to God. the duty to our neighbor.  TFor they first,
instead of the Fathier of us, he in the heavens, they give us the supreme
Sclf, the lonely Eternal.  And our duty to this most real Self is sinple
and splendidly natural: our duty is not to love. but to become that
supreme Self: to realize that we are, and have ever been. that supreme
Self: to enter boldly into our own infinite eternalness, to know that
we are the Alll the glowing Eternal, whence the kindred sparkles
came.

And the second is like unto it; instead of our neighbor, receptive
of olive oil and wine, we have the supreme Sclf in all beings: he who
realizes all beings in Self and Self in all beings, theneeforth sorrows
not any more.

Not so tender. so sweet, perhaps, as the Father and the children,
even if these are some day to be perfected into one: not so tender,
perhaps, vet, it scems to me, far fuller of potent reality, stirring the
infinities within us, calling us forth to be, not children of the realm
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but lords, or rather supreme Lord of the kingdom, by primeval birth-
right and inborn majesty.

Not so teuder, perhaps, but far nearer to reality, to that great,
strange power within us that is already stirring into limitless being.

The Gospels, with their message of humanity, like that mortal
who, doubled by his shadow, his flower-wreath withered, stained with
sweat and dust, stood on the earth with evelids tremulous; the Books
of Hidden Wisdon, the Upanishads, with their intuition of that dread
primeval Self, like a message of the Gods, sweatless, steady-eyved, their
flower-wreaths fresh and dust-free, touching not the ground.

C.J.

THE SERMON ON THIZ MOUNT.
(Concluded from p. 220.)

) UT when you deny yourselves, do not becone, like the in-
) jterpreters, of sullen face: for they cloud over their faces,
T that they may be scen by men to be self-denyving. Amén, I
say to vou, They fully have their recompense. But when _yox
deny yourself, anoint your lhead and wash vour face, that
vou may not be seen by nen to be self-denyving, but by vour
Father who is in the occult; and your Father who sces in the occult
shall repay vou in the manifested.

Treasure not up for yoursclves treasures upon the Ifarth.® where
motht and rust} cloud over, and where thieves dig through and steal;
but treasure up for yourselves treasures in a Firmament wlere neither
moth nor rust clouds over, and where thieves do not dig through and
steal: for where yvour treasure is, there also will be vour heart.§y The
lamp of the body is the eye. If. therefore, vour eve be open.! vour

whole body will be luminous; but if vour eve be useless, € vour whole

# ¢ Farth 7 s the psyehie world, the bride of the  Firmament,” the sidercal or

spiritual. - Knowledge stored up in the psyehic nature is impermanent, nor can it

’

be ¢guarded against the followers of the “‘left-hand path.” who dig through and
steal.

+ Gr.ses. any small insect, as a clothes-moth or a book-worm.

B Gr. brosis, eating, gnawing: its use in this passage is peculiar, and some good
authorities translate it as “corn-worm ™ fustead of **corrosion,” or “rust.”

§ The mystic “heart,” whose throbbing opens that inner eve” which is the
“lamp of the hody.”

| G faplows, unfolded, clear, open.

G, poncros, equivalent to fatrophied.”
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body will be dark. If, therefore, the Light which 1s in you is dark-
ness, how great 1s the darkness!

No one can serve two Masters: for either hie will hate the one and
love the other, or hie will hiold to the one and disregard the other. You
cannot serve tlie Holv One and Mammdnas.®  Theretore I say to vou,
Do not be concerned about vour ethereal body,t what vou shall eat and
what vou shall drink: neither for your body, what vou shall put on.  Is
not the ethereal body more than the food, and the body than the garment?
TLook at the birds of the Firmament. that they do not sow, nor do they
reap. nor gather into granaries, yet your Father in the Over-world feeds
them.  Are not row of much more value than they?  And what one
among vou by being concerned can add one single arm-length? to his
height?  And why then are vou careful for a garment?  JMeditate on the
lilies of the field, how they grow: they do not weary themselves with
toil, nor do they spin; and vet I say to vou, Even Solomdn in all his
radiancey§ was not arraved like one of these [AYwos, x. 1-29 . Now,
if the Holy One so robes the plant of the field, which to-day Hives and
to-morrow is cast into the oven, (shall he) not much more (robed rou.
O you of little wisdom? Do not be concerned, theretfore, saving, © What
shall we eat?” or, *What shall we drink?” or, * With what shall we be
arraved?”  For after these things the outsiders ! seek.  For yvour Father
in the Over-world knows tliat vou need all these things,  Dut seek first
the Realm of the Holy One, and his right-conduct; and all these things
shall be added to yvou. Therefore do not be concerned about the
morrow ; for the morrow will be concerned about itself: sufficient for
the day is its own vexation.

Judge not. that vou may not be judged: for with what judgment
vou judge yvou shall be judged, and with what measure vou micasure it
shall be measured back to you.  And why do yvou look at the splinter®
in your brother’s eve, but do not obscrve the beam which is in vour

* The precise meaning of this word is unknown. Tt is supposed to signify
weain T and some have supposed Mammaonas to he a God worshipped in Syria, and
equivalent to Plouton. as god of wealth and of the Under-world.

t Gr. psucke, the semi-material hody, When it is clowded by food-fumes, psy-
chic vision is obscured —a matter of conscquence to psyehics, but not to those who
see with the “open evel”

L Gr. pichus. elbow: the measure of the arm from the elhow to the finger-tips.

$ Gr. dova, shining; the aura,

| Gr. ethne, people: here denoting special castes of pseudo-occultists,

 Gr. farphos, acstraw, a small chip or shaving; liere contrasted with dofos. a
heam or joist.  As [&sous was a carpenter’s son, the simile is an artistic touch of
local color.
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own cye?  Or how shall vou say to your brother, **Let me pull the
splinter out of vour eve,” and, look, there is the beam in your own
eve? Interpreter, first pull the beam out of your own eve, and then
vou will see clearly to pull the splinter out of vour brother's eye.

Give not the sanctuary to dogs: neither throw vour pearls in front
of pigs, lest perchance they trample on them with their feet. and turn
again and rend you.®

Ask, and it shall be given to vou; seek, and you shall find; knock,
and it shall be opened to yvou: for evervone who asks receives: and wlho
sceks, finds; and (to him) who knocks, it shall be opened.  Or what
man among vou, if his son shall ask for a loaf, will give him a stone?
Or if e ask for a fish, also, will give him a snake? If row, therefore,
who are useless ones, know how to give good gifts to vour children,
how much more shall yvour Father who 1s in the Over-world give good
thingst to those who ask him? All things. therefore, that you wish
men should do to yvou. even so do yox also to them: for such is the
ritual and the soul-inspired.:

Iinter in by the narrow gate: for wide is the gate and spacious the
patlt which leads to Death,§ and many are they who enter in through
it; for narrow is the gate and hemmed in the path which leads to
the Life. and few are theyv who find it. But beware of the falsely
inspired who come to you in sheep's clothing,® but within are plunder-
ing wolves. By their fruits you shall recognize them. Do they gather
a bunch of grapes from thorus, or figs from prickly-plants? Fven so
every good tree produces uscful fruits, but the rotten tree produces
useless fruits. A good tree caunot produce useless fruits, nor a rotten
tree produce useful fruits. Every tree whiceh does not produce useful
fruit 1s cut down and thrown into the fire. Hence. surely, by their
fruits you shall recognize them.

Not every one wlio savs to me, *“Master, Master,” shall enter into
the Realm of the Over-world: but e who does the Will of my Father
who is in the Over-world.  Many will sayv to me on that day: = Master,

Master, in _rexs Name lhave we not interpreted?  And in _yousr Name

* The inner lite and psyehic expericnce should be spoken of only to those
who will understand what is said. and not to those who neither understand nor
helieve.

+ Lauke. xio 13, reads, give the holy Breath.” ete.

P The outer form and the inner meaning.

i The downward path of the Breah, leading to generation: the physical world
heing under the sway of Death.

| The upward path of the Breath, leading to the mystic second hirth.

¢ Sorcerers simulating the auras of neoplhivtes,
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cast out spirits?  And in _perr Name performed many magical feats?”
And then T will confess to them, I never kiew vou: depart from
me, vou who make a practice of sorcery.”*  Evervone. therefore,
who hears these precepts of mine, and does them, I will liken to a
sensible man who built his house upon the rock:; aud the rain de-
scended, and the streams came. and the winds blew, and assailed that
house; and it did not fall, for its foundation was laid upon the rock.
Aund evervone who hears these precepts of mine, and does them not,
shall be likened to a stupid man who built his house upon the sand
and the rains descended, and the streams came, and the winds blew,
and assailed that house: and it fell, and great was its fall.

ARETAS.

CONTIINT.
0 are cviles 2 as tor i
Hoere bexealle the dianiond dome
Lies the light on hill or tree
There my palace is and Lo

WE are outcasts from Deity; therefore we defume the place of our
exile. But who is there may set apart s destiny from the earth which
bore him? T am one of those who would bring back the old revercnce
for the Mother, the magic, the love. T think, metaphysician. vou have
gone astray.  You would seek within vourself for the fountain of lire.
Yes, there 1s the true, the only licht.  But do not dream it will lead
vou further away from the carth. but rather deeper into its heart. By
it vou are nourished with those living waters vou would drink.  You
are vet in the womb and unborn, and the Mother breathes for thee the
diviner airs.  Dart out thy furthest ray of thought to the original. and
vet thou hast not found a new path of thine own.  Thy rayv is still en-
closed in the parent ray, and only on the sidereal streams are yvou borne
to the freedom of the deep, to the sacred stars whose distance maddens,
and to the lonely Light of Tights.

Let us, therefore, accept the conditions and address ourselves with
wonder, with awe, with love. as we well may, to that being in whom we
move. I abate no jot of those vaster hopes, yvet T would pursue that
ardent aspiration. content as to here and to-day. I do not believe in a
nature red with tooth and claw. I indeed she appears so terrible to

* Groanonia, lawlessness, as opposed to dikarosund, right-conduct: violation of

the law or ritual izomosi of the right-haud patli.
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any it is because they themselves have armed her.  Again, behind the
anger of the Gods there 1s a love. Are the rocks barren?  Lay thy
brow against them and learn what memories they keep.  Is the brown
earth unbeautiful?  Yet lie on the breast of the Mother and thou shalt
be aureoled with the dews of faerv. The earth is the entrance to the
Halls of Twilight. What emanations are those that make radiant the
dark woods of pine! Round every leaf and tree and over all the moun-
tains wave the flery tresses of that hidden sun which is the soul of the
earth and parent of thy soul. But we think of these things no longer.
Like the prodigal we have wandered far from our home, but no more
return.  We idly pass or wait as strangers in the halls our spirit
built.
Sad or faiic no more o live ¢
I have pressed the lips of pain:
11780 the Lisses lovers oive
Ransomed ancicnt powers again.

I would raise this shrinking soul to a more universal acceptance.
What! does it aspire to the All, and yet deny by its revolt and inner
protest the justice of Law. TFrom sorrow we shall take no less and
no more than from our jovs. For if the one reveals to the soul the
mode by which the power overflows and fills it here, the other indicates
to it the unalterable will which cliecks excess and leads it on to true
proportion and its own ancestral ideal. Yet men seem for ever to fly
from their destiny of inevitable beauty: because of delay the power
invites and lures no longer but goes out into the highways with a hand
of iron. We look back cheerfully enough upon those old trials out of
which we have passed; but we have gleaned only an aftermath of
wisdom and missed the full harvest if the will has not risen royally at
the moment in unison with the will of the Immortal, even though it
comes rolled round with terror and suffering and strikes at the heart
of clayv.

Through all these things, in doubt, despair, poverty, sick, feeble or
baffled, we have vet to learn reliance. 7/ will not leave thee or forsale
thee,” are the words of the most ancient spirit to the spark wandering
in the immensity of its own being. This high courage brings with it a
vision. It sees the true intent in all circumstance out of which its own
emerges to nieet it. - Before it the blackness melts into forms of beauty,
and back of all illusions is scen the old enchanter tenderly smiling,
the dark, hidden Father enveloping liis children.

All things have their compensations.  For what is absent here

there is alwavs, if we seek, a nobler presence about us.
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Caplive, sce what stars give 1ioht
D the hidden eeart of clay:

A thelr radianee dark and brichi
Fades the drcaney King op Dar.

We complain of conditions, but this very imperfection it is which
urges us to arise and seek for the Isles of the Immortals.  What we
lack recalls the fulness. The soul hias secen a brighter day than this
and a sun which never sets.  Henee the retrospect: - Thou hast been
in Lden the garden of God; every precious stone was thy covering, the
sardius, topaz aud the diamond, the bervl. the onvx, the jasper. the
sapplire. emerald . . . Thou wast upon the holy mountain of God
thou hast walked up and down in the midst of the stones of fire.”  We
would point out these radiant avenues of return: but sometimes we feel
in our hearts that we sound but cocknev voices, as guides amid the
ancient temples, the cyelopean erypts sanctified by the mysteries. To
be intelligible we replace the opalescent shining by the terms of the
anatomist, and we speak of the pineal gland and the pituitary body in
the same breath with the Most High. Yet when the soul has the vision
divine it knows not it has a body.  ILet it remember, and the breath of
glory kindles it no more: it is once again a captive.  After all. it does
not make the wysteries clearer to speak in physical terms and do vio-
lence to our intuitions. If we ever use these centres, as fires we shall
see thent, or they shall well up within us as fountains of potent sound.
We may satisfv people’s minds with a sense correspondence, and their
souls mayv yet hold aloof.  We shall only ifnspire by the magic of a
supertor beauty.  Yet this too has its dangers.  “Thou hast corrupted
thy wisdom by reason of thy brightness,” continues the scer. I we
follow too much the elusive beauty of form we will miss the spirit.
The last secrets are for those who translate visiou into being. Does
the glory fade away before thee?  Say truly in thy heart, ©1 care not.
T will wear the robes T am endowed with to-dav.”  Thou art already
hecome beautiful, being bevond desire and free.

Nioht and day o wore eclipse
[riendlv o eves that on us shine,

Spceck frome old jamiliar lips.
Dlavmates of a voulh divine.

To childhood once again.  We must regain the lost state. But it is
to the etant and spiritual childhiood of the yvoung imwmortals we must
return. when into their clear and translucent souls first fell the ravs of
the father-beings.  The men of old were intimates of wind and wave

and playvmates of many a brightness long since forgotten, The rapture
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of the fire was their rest: their outgoing was still consciously through
universal being. By darkened tmages we may figure something vaguely
akin. as when in rare moments under the stars the big dreamy heart
of childhood is pervaded with quiet and brimmed full with love.
Dear children of the world so tired to-day—so weary sceking aiter the
light.  Would vou recover strength and immortal vigor? Not one star
aloue, vour star, shall shed its happy light upon vou, but the All you
must adore.  Something intimate, secret, unspeakable. akin to thee
will emerge silently, insensibly, and ally itself with thee as thou
aatherest thyself from the four quarters of the earth. We shall go
back to the world of the dawn, but to a brighter light than that which
opened up this wondrous story of the cyeles.  The forms ot elder years
will refippear in our vision, the father-betngs once again.  So we shall
grow at lhome anid these grandeurs, and with that All-Presence about
us may cry in our hearts, At last 1s our meecting, Immortal.  Oh, starry
one, now is our rest!”
Brothers weary, come away;
e will quench the heart's desire
Puast the gateears of the day
Lt the rapture or the jire.

METHODS OF WORK.

Tur moot question of methods of Branch work is having full dis-
cussion at present. and especially in view of Mr. Judge's plan of *a
Napoleonic propaganda, filling the air with Theosophy.”  The present
moment is one highly favorable to all work and propaganda, for when
the Theosophical Society is most in the mouths and minds of men
(whether with favor or distavor matters little, except that distaver
prowises swifter redcetion), then is the golden hour of opportunity and
of success, according to universal Law. It matters nothing how or in
what mood hearers come to Theosophy; what does matter is that thev
shall come. To this end the ““air must be filled with Theosophy,” so
that the echoes from the past may reverberate, arousing the hidden
thinker within.  Many a man and woman, brought to a meeting by
that hidden Eoo and its attraction, has “come to scoff and remained to
pray.”  One of the most devoted F.'s T. S of my acquaintance studied
Theosophy in order to *save a friend from its errors.”  The intention
wis sincere, and so the light broke through?  Our opportunity being
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what it at present is, and the ether being filled with the sound of our
existence, it is to be hoped that suggestions for work will pour in from
all directions—and I am sure T Irmsi Tireosormist will offer its
hospitality—for methods of work must differ in different countries and
surroundings.

It would appear true that Branch work. in order to be helpful, must
begin with individuals in a Branch. before it extends to the outside
public. I mean, that the work should at first consist in an effort to fit
the individual—each one of us—for his or her larger work in the world.
To this end, T know of nothing so useful as a brief preliminary study
of Zhe Dhagavad (GGita, which should occupy the Branch for a short
space—inot more than half an hour—at the beginning of each meeting.
For the whole practice of Life is there; the whole energic schene, both
of conservation and of multiplication of energy. Rightly understood,
it is an immense help in daily, practical life. T have heard men in
active business of the widest kind declare that those teachings, taken
from that standpoint alone. enabled a man to go through the friction of
daily life, strengthened his mind and nerve as nothing else did. and
left him with a surplus of energy for theosophic work or study at night.
Do not lightly think we have read and know it all.  There are those
who have studied and tried to live it for vears who daily find new
meaning in it. In the early volumes of 7%e¢ Path are some excellent
and suggestive articles upon the (7ifa, and Branch discussions. not
upon the Gifa as literature or intellectual ambrosia, but upoun its use in
all the events of evervday existence, will develop fresh meanings
rapidly.  Members imbued with its spirit will do their work more
wisely.

Another very good ficld of work has been vointed out by the
Southport Branch. This Branch has issued a circular for debating
societies, clubs and so forth, sayving that a body of students interested
in the various problems of life would be pleased to meet with them for
discussion of various topics: a list of topics-—not doctrinal—follows.
This is an admirable idea. In America it has also been found that
lectures on Eastern philosopliies or teachings have been welcomed by
educational bodies, whose members desire information.

Aunother most important field of work 1s that with the children.
It can be undertaken by a Branch whenever there are three children to
teach. This work has been very successful in America, and the TLotus
Circle songs have been published there. The object is to teach the
children the truths of Karma and of the Golden Rule, and to help them

to trace the effects of these in their little lives. Many children appre-
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ciate these truths, which even meet their Driet experience of life in a
way wlhich cut and dried dogma has not at its conumnand.

Hardly less important than the little ones are our fellow beings
who suffer and those who “suffer from themselves™ in an immediate
and visible sease.  The hospitals welcome visits; the prisens nced our
aid.  No hard and fast rules can be laid down, for methods must differ
—and itis a vital and a healthy difference—with the individual who
takes upon himself a task for which he feels himsell to be fitted,

Constant watchfulness upon the local Press, and the writing of
letters or articles wherever acceptable: printed invitations to Dranch
meetings, issued in local newspapers or by circulars: the distribution of
leaflets in various dircctions: series of lectures well prepared and
advertised:; addresses at labor churches, clubs, and at other socicties;
various kinds of work among the poor; all these have a place in our
world-wide field.

It is of the utmost importance that we shall avail ourselves of the
present opportunity to work, and publicly, so far as may be, «filling

LR}

the air with Theosophy.”  Each one of us, whose Karma has brought
him to the theosophic life, has some gift, some trait, some aptitude,
some point of contact with the surrounding world, which can be used
to promulgate all these ideas. If each one will go over the matter in
the mind. asking, not »What shall T do to be saved?” but -*What can

do to save others from materialistic thought?” then we shall be
assured of success. Each one of us is a workman: each has his
appointed instrument: let us find and use that instrument. which may
be broadlvy named—O1rR OPPORTUNITY O SERVICIH.

J. C. KEmonrLey.

THI: THEOSOPHICAL SOCIETY IN EUROPE (IRELAND).
3. Urrrr Ery Pracr, Dupriv.

Goon news has come to hand of a marked tmprovement in the
health of Brother Judge.

The activity of members here at the public mectings is susceptible
of improvement. There scems to be an absence of preparation to dis-
cuss the topic of the evening.  ““And some listened, perhaps, but never
spoke at all.”  The subjects for these Wednesday evening meetines
during the ensuing mouth are: Oct. 16th, Zheosopliv applicd fo Lire;
2a3vd, Masters and Disciples, T o Dick: zoth, Qur Opportunity, Chas.
Johmston; Nov. 6th, Rebirth and Proivistence: 13the Ol Coltic Beliers in
Lnmeréality, Miss Ko B. Lawrence. F. J. Dick, Concencer.
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