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LUCIFER.

ON THE WATCH-TOWER.

Birthday Honours.

Our seventh anniversary is reached, our fourteenth volume
closed. With its close, we are led to look back again, to call to
memory the old days when our “morning star” first rose on the
horizon, and the older days of unformed energies and strivings that
gave it birth. In looking back, we are constrained to say that,
though the “light-bringer” has shone for full seven years, the sun-
rise that it should herald seems long in coming; the passing years
of stress and storm seem to have brought us less than “eloquent,
just and mightie Death” has taken away. Yet, though much has
been left undone, though much of fair promise has been marred, we
have some certain gain to record; and, far more, we see opportunities
before us, calling for effort even more strenuous and earnest than the

strenuous effort of the past.
*
* *

Seven Years Ago.

Looking back to the time, seven years ago, when Clotho began
to spin the thread of Lucifer’s destiny, that still passes unchecked
through Lachesis’ busy fingers, we can clearly see much that was
invisible then. We can see that our “herald of daylight” was the
child of a reaction; that the strength which brought it to the birth
was the strength of attack and enmity— a curse turned to a blessing.
The birth of Lucifer was the first tangible sign of recovery from a
shock which seemed at the time to undo in a day the work of years
of labour, but which, in reality, rid us in a day of a fatality that
had been gaining strength for years, and was finally threatening to

overwhelm us.

«



The Age of Miracles.

This fatality was the rage for miracles, which had been richly
fed in the beginning, and had at last grown so great as to eclipse
every deeper and saner instinct. And one is tempted to regret,
heartily and entirely, that these miracles were ever heard of; that a
wave of life so potent as that which bears us on its crest was ever
stained and tainted by a most unhealthy passion for wonders. But
to express this regret is simply, in another form, to express the
regret that man is not yet perfectly wise and perfectly benevolent;
that our high, inscrutable destiny is not yet consummated and ful-
filled.

. *
Psychological T ricks.

For the wonders, the parlour miracles, were perfectly innocent
in themselves. The evil lay in the materialism and unfaith which
turned away from the real miracles, the quiet wonders of the inner
life, to feed upon those outer wonders, with little more than an
unhealthy curiosity for anything monstrous and abnormal. And
not only were our wonders harmless, they were even necessary and
indispensable. They were the keys to unlock the hidden treasures
of memory; to remind us how we had forgotten the mighty potencies

of man; to sting us into perception of the meanness and poverty of

our wills.
* o«
Swift Retribution.
But the lesson was learned upside down. Instead of calling

back to our memories our lost sovereignty over things, these wonders
stimulated in us nothing but a rage for more; a morbid craving for
sight-seeing, for something abnormal and grotesque. For, had we
had nothing but a longing for the wondrous, might we not have
found infinite wonders near to hand?— the wonders of the dawn and
sunset, the wonders of the quiet stars, and the deeper wonders
within, the eternal mystery of “myself and others, thyself and me."
* *_ *
The Burst Bubble.

So the passion for thaumaturgy brought swift retribution. In-

stead of looking to our ideals— the ideal of the divinity of life, the

ideal of the hidden self—we had gone astray after psychological



tricks. Like every false advance, this carried within it its reaction.
And with overwhelming force the reaction came. The psycho-
logical tricks were impeached and attacked as foolishly and blindly
as they had been belauded, and with feverish force the evil of thau-
maturgy was swept away, bringing in its wake, as fever does, a
period of lethargy and prostration. The attack on the wonders was
foolish and blind, because, in no single case, was any one of them
actually examined; their traces only, in slow memories and quick
imaginations, were investigated, as one might pore over the traces
of a long-vanished fire. And yet foolish and blind as this attack
was, its result was altogether sanative and healing.

*
« «

Reaction and Recovery.

In the silence that followed the storm, the forces of a new life
took shape; the new life whose seventh year is completed to-day.
How complete that silence was, may be realized if one remembers
that in those days there were only three centres of our energies in
these islands— one in each metropolis; while in two of them there
were fewer acknowledged followers of our ideals than there were
righteous men in the Cities of the Plain. Indeed, there were only
eleven groups altogether outside India; only six in the New World.
In those days there was no Secret Doctrine; and the most eloquent

voice among us now was still echoing on the hills of atheism.

*
* *

T he Pure Herald of Daylight.

Then came reaction and recovery. And we are constrained to
believe that this recovery came, because the wave of thought that
carries us, the ideals we serve, are vital to the life of humanity; are
a precious thing that destiny will guard against all hazards. Were
it not so, that deluge and others must infallibly have swept us away.
The first sign of recovery was the gathering of energies and forces
that focussed themselves in the birth of the “ herald of daylight.”

Lucifer* P hOsphoros.

To the new-born magazine a name was given; a name rather
rash, and, it may seem to many, rather ill-advised; a name that even

its sponsors found necessary to apologize for, in English and Greek



and Latin. And this apology has been carried forward, directly
under the effigy of Lucifer, in every number until now. Two
long explanations, filling about half the first number, showed that
even its sponsors felt this name was not beyond reproach. But
give an error ten minutes’ start, they say, aud it will hold the lead
all round the globe, and it is little doubtful that this somewhat ill-
chosen name has echoed abroad, far beyond the area reached by the
apologetic sentences that followed it; has echoed abroad suggesting,
not the healing of the nations, or the bringing of light, but rather
the hidden things of darkness; suggesting “no light, but rather
darkness visible,” the gleam of “ever-burning sulphur unconsuin’d”;
suggesting Stygian councils, and man’s hellish foes, “that day and
night for his destruction wait.”
* *
The Vanished E ffigy.

Yet, though our title may be somewhat rash and ill-advised,
there is no thought of changing it for another; even when the stress
of time has worn out the long-familiar effigy of the “son of the
morning,” with his robe of star-beains. From the effigy even we
part with regret. For

“You all do know this mantle: | remember
The first time ever Caesar put it on;
‘'Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent,
That day he overcame the Nervii.”
But the name Lucifer we will retain, through storm and peace;
our loyalty to our great dead friend will secure this, and the
memories of the years that are gone.

* *

Friends and Foes.

One of the sad memories of those old days is the memory of
the friends that once were and are no more. One or two we have
lost— and among them the greatest loss of all— through the cold
touch of the great Transformer; but far more have gone through
envy, hatred, malice, and all uncharitableness. It would be a happy
thing if this anniversary of our star-god’s birthday might become
a time of reconciliation. And signs are not altogether wanting that

this may really be.



Light on the Path.

There is one empty place that we cannot but notice, in calling
to memory the days of Lucifer’s inception, the place of the first
co-editor. One can remember vividly what a large place was filled
in our early numbers by the comments on Light on the Path;
how clearly and lucidly deep insight into life was shown in those
eloquent pages. One can remember the enthusiastic welcome of
The Idyll of the W hite Lotus and Through the Gates of Gold.

This is all ancient history now? Very well; let the alienation
that followed become ancient history, too. And signs are not
altogether wanting that that eloqguent pen is once more returning to
the same themes; to the high and clear pronouncements on life and
law that gave their lasting value to these books.

*
* *

Green Leaves.

For, in the Humanitarian for this month, we see once more the
signature, “the author of Light on the Path.” And in sentences like
these we recognize not a little of the old eloquence and fire: “While
the heart has still a spot of greenness and quickness within, spiritual
death is yet afar off, and the great miracle is always possible.

“I1f the obedient one has patience, and wills to endure, his time
of endurance will come to an end, and he will find himself suddenly
clothed again with brightness, and aware of the divine warmth.

“ 1t is faith which enables this miracle to take place; faith not
in a creed, nor an altar, but in the unseen life and its laws of re-
currence. Faith of this character is almost knowledge, for it can
only be held fast by those who have so much consciousness of the
spiritual life that they almost know, and who are already almost a
part of it.”

e«
The Golden Gates.

“These words are addressed to those who have reached this
point, who may perhaps fall back from the golden gates, faulting on
the very threshold, because their knowledge has not yet become
perfected. Hold fast to it, and let it be ‘faith’!

“The gates are closed, the iron bar is heavy to lift; but that is

only for the moment. The change will come, the miracle will



take place. The resurrection is sure; the green leaves will burst
forth.”

And again: “The iron bar is that artificial and temporary con-
sciousness which makes you into separate existences.

“You imagine yourselves to be separate spirits or entities, occu-
pying separate forms, and separated absolutely by the formulated
conditions of your life. What a palpable delusion.

“When once the sense of separation is removed, then the
greatest obstacle in the path of power is gone.

“When he learns this lesson fully, the heart dies out so far as
personal desire is concerned, and the ashes of longing lie in the
vessel of the offering.”

Words like these are far too valuable to pass without grateful
acknowledgment; therefore we repeat the old invocation: Peace be

with you. .
* *

A Memory of Old Days.

There is a flavour of the old days gone by, when L ucifer had
neither name nor local habitation, in a time-stained document that
chance has just brought to light:

“The editors who have been chosen to conduct the new maga-
zine wish to express to the Theosophical Publishing Company their
conviction that they can only carry on their work if they are not
interfered with in any way by members of the Company. Inter-
ference and expressions of opinion about details only confuse the
workers and delay the work, and it is hoped that the Company
elected its editors with full confidence in them; any individual
member who has not got this would do well to withdraw. The
editors make this statement now in order to prevent delay and diffi-
culty in the future. From the moment the work begins they alone
must have the responsibility and authority.”

This is signed by both editors, and the word begins has been
changed to began, evidently by the senior editor, thus marking the
moment of Lucifer’s actual birth.

*
* *

Another Document.
To a somewhat later date is to be assigned the following, in the

handwriting which has driven so many printers to despair:



December 20th, '87.

“To the Board of Directors of the Theosophical Publishing Co.
“Gentlemen,

“In reply to your letter of the 19 inst., | must state as follows:

“(1) I am editing ‘Lucifer’ in accordance with directions
received from theosophical authorities, as a magazine chiefly, if not
entirely devoted to theosophical subjects, i.e., to the serious discussion
of theosophical or esoteric tenets offered to the public for their
serious consideration, giving them an opportunity for enquiry and
discussion in the magazine.”

Then follow certain suggestions, and the letter ends:

“This is the only way | see, if | am believed to be any good as

an editor.”
*

* .
Remembrance of T hings Past.

But enough of these old memories of the days that return no
more. We have to deal not with the past, but with the present.
And, in the present, there is one lesson of the past that we would do
well to take to heart. We have spoken of a fatality in the past that
threatened to lead us to destruction; that seemed, at one time,
actually to have led us to destruction. We have spoken of innocent
miracles, of parlour magic, of psychological tricks, and of the
materialism and unfaith that made great case of these, erecting
them into a thaumaturgy, a basis of spiritual truths. We have also
seen how rude and sanative destiny rid us of all this, sweeping it
away with harsh and unsparing hand.

. * *
Thaumaturgy of the Mind.

But there is another thaumaturgy, more insidious an<J more
dangerous than the thaumaturgy of tea-cups that is gone— there is a
thaumaturgy of the things of the mind. And, though we seem
finally rid of the first thaumaturgy, the thaumaturgy of tea-cups,
we have not rid ourselves so completely of the deeper thaumaturgy,
the thaumaturgy of the mind. Here, again, the danger lies, not in
the very simple facts, the quite natural happenings that this thau-
maturgy is built on; the danger liesfin the materialism and unbelief

that makes miracles of these most simple facts.

* o«



The Real Miracles.

It will be well to make quite clear what we mean by this mental
thaumaturgy, which has taken the place of the old thaumaturgy of
tea-cups. It is the tendency of the crude and half-instructed mind
to see miracles where there are none, to perceive the intervention of
special destinies, of private providences, in every inevitable event;
to fall down idolatrously before excellent persons and excellent
powers. These special destinies and excellent powers are no
miracles; the real miracles lie in quite the opposite direction. The
miracle lies, not in the fact that, in some petty instance, harvest
visibly follows seed-time, effect visibly follows cause; it lies in the
blindness that fails to see that effect must follow cause, that seed
must bear its fruit, always and for ever, without a hair’s breadth of
divergence. The miracle lies, not in the special providence, but in
the stupidity that fails to see that there are none but special provi-

dences, none but fulfilled destinies, always and for ever.

*
* *

Looking Forward.

And again, the miracle lies, not in the fact that selves, the out-
breathings of the one Self, can touch each other, heedless of space
and time, but in the humiliating fact that they so often fail to touch
each other; that so many heaps of earth, so many spaces of sea,
can put themselves as impediments between everlasting souls.

If we can rid ourselves of this thaumaturgy, this child of crass
unfaith, we may yet fulfil our high destiny, “bring light to the
hidden things of darkness,” and assert the divinity of life. But, if
we succumb, the wave of life which has lifted us will pass on over
our heads, leaving us stranded O0l11 the banks and shoals of time.
The assertion of this ideal, the divinity of life, is our work and
duty. Looking to the opportunity it gives us, we need no longer
regret the dead days that are gone, the epoch that has closed, but
look forward confidently to the days to come.

“So sinks the day-star in the ocean-bed;
And yet anon repairs his drooping head,
And tricks his beams, and with new-spangled ore

Flames in the forehead of the morning sky.”



TIBETAN TEACHINGS.

A Long-Delayed Promise Fulfilled.

“They who are on the summit of a mountain can see
all men; in like manner they who are intelligent and free
from sorrow are enabled to ascend above the paradise of
the Gods; and when they there have seen the subjection of
man to birth and death and the sorrows by which he is
afflicted, they open the doors of the immortal.”

— From the Tched-du brjod-pai tsoms of the Bkah-hgyur.

In the January number of The Theosophist for 1882, we pro-
mised our readers the opinions of the Venerable Chohan-Lama—
the chief of the Archive-registrars of the libraries containing manu-
scripts on esoteric doctrines belonging to the Ta-lof and Ta-shtt-
hlumpo Lamas Rim-boche of Tibet— on certain conclusions arrived
at by the author of Buddha and Early Buddhism. Owing to the
brotherly kindness of a disciple of the learned Chohan, than whom
no one in Tibet is more deeply versed in the science of esoteric and
exoteric Buddhism, we are now able to give a few of the doctrines
which have a direct bearing on these conclusions. It is our firm
belief that the learned Cliohan’s letters, and the notes accompany-
ing them, could not arrive at a more opportune time. Besides the
many and various misconceptions of our doctrines, we have more
than once been taken severely to task by some of the most intelligent
Spiritualists for misleading them as to the real attitude and belief
of Hindus and Buddhists as to “spirits of the departed.” Indeed,
according to some Spiritualists “the Buddhist belief is permeated by
the distinctive and peculiar note of modern Spiritualism, the pre-
sence and guardianship of departed spirits,” and the Theosophists
have been guilty of misrepresenting this belief. They have had the
hardihood, for instance, to maintain that this “belief in the interven-
tion of departed human spirits” was anathema maranatha in the East,

whereas it is “ in effect, a permeating principle of Buddhism.”



What every Hindu, of whatever caste and education, thinks of
the “intervention of departed spirits” is so well known throughout
the length and breadth of India that it would be loss of time to
repeat the oft-told tale. There are a few converts to modern Spiri-
tualism, such as Babu Peary Chand Mittra, whose great personal
purity of life would make such intercourse harmless for him, even
were he not indifferent to physical phenomena, holding but to the
purely spiritual, subjective side of such communion. But, if these
be excepted, we boldly reassert what we have always maintained:
that there is not a Hindu who does not loathe the very idea of the
reappearance of a departed “spirit” whom he will ever regard as im -
pure; and that with these exceptions no Hindu believes that, except
in cases of suicide, or death by accident, any spirit but an evil one can
return to earth. Therefore, leaving the Hindus out of the question,
we will give the ideas of the Northern Buddhists on the subject,
hoping to add those of the Southern Buddhists to them in good
time. And, when we say “ Buddhists,” we do not include the in-
numerable heretical sects teeming throughout Japan and China
who have lost every right to that appellation. With these we have
nought to do. We think but of the Buddhists of the Northern and
Southern Churches— the Roman Catholics and the Protestants of
Buddhism, so to say.

The subject which our learned Tibetan correspondent treats is
based on a few direct questions offered by us with a humble request
that they should be answered, and the following paragraph from
Buddha and Early Buddhism:

“1 have dwelt somewhat at length on this supematuralism,
because it is of the highest importance to our theme. Buddhism
was plainly an elaborate apparatus to nullify the action of evil
spirits by the aid of good spirits operating at their highest poten-
tiality through the instrumentality of the corpse or a portion of the
corpse of the chief aiding spirit. The Buddhist temple, the
Buddhist rites, the Buddhist liturgy, all seem based on this one
idea that a whole or portions of a dead body was necessary. What
were these assisting spirits? Every Buddhist, ancient or modern,
would at once admit that a spirit that has not yet attained the
Bodhi or spiritual awakenment cannot be a good spirit. It can do

no good thing; more than that, it must do evil things.



“The answer of Northern Buddhism is that the good spirits
are the Buddhas, the dead prophets. They come from certain
‘fields of the Buddhas’” to commune with earth.

Our learned Tibetan friend writes:

“Let me say at once that monks and laymen give the most
ridiculously absurd digest of the Law of Faith, the popular beliefs
of Tibet. The Capuchin Della Penna’s account of the brother-
hood of the ‘Byang-tsiub’ is simply absurd. Taking from the
Bkah-hgyur and other books of the Tibetan laws some literal descrip-
tions, he then embellishes them with his own interpretation. Thus
he speaks of the fabled worlds of ‘spirits,” where live the 4_Lha, who
are like gods’; adding that the Tibetans imagine ‘these places to be
in the air above a great mountain, about a hundred and sixty thou-
sand leagues high and thirty-two thousand leagues in circuit; which
is made up of four parts, being of crystal to the east, of the red
ruby to the west, of gold to the north, and of the green precious
stone— lapis lazuli— to the south. In these abodes of bliss they
— the Lha— remain as long as they please, and then pass to the
paradise of other worlds.’

AT his description resembles far more— if my memory of the
missionary-school-going period at Lahoula does not deceive me—
the ‘new Jerusalem coining down from God out of heaven’ in John’'s
vision— that city which measured 4twelve thousand furlongs,” whose
walls were of ‘jasper,’ the buildings of 4pure gold,” the foundations
of the walls 4garnished with all manner of precious stones’ and ‘the
twelve gates were twelve pearls’ than the city of the Jang-Chhub
either in the Bkah-hgyur or in the ideas of Tibetans. In the first
place, the sacred canon of the Tibetans, the Bkah-hgyur and Bstan-
hgyur, comprises one thousand seven hundred and seven distinct
works— one thousand and eighty-three public and six hundred and
twenty-four secret volumes— the former being composed of three
hundred and fifty and the latter of seventy-seven folio volumes.

HACould they even by chance have seen them, | can assure the
Theosophists that the contents of these volumes could never be
understood by anyone who had not been given the key to their
peculiar character, and to their hidden meaning.

HAEvery description of localities is figurative in our system; every

name and word is purposely veiled; and a student, before he is given



any further instruction, has to study the mode of deciphering, and then
of comprehending and learning the equivalent secret term or synonym
for nearly every word of our religious language. The Egyptian en-
chorial or hieratic system is child’'s play to the deciphering of our
sacred puzzles. Even inthose volumes towhich the masses have access,
every sentence has a dual meaning, one intended for the unlearned,
and the other for those who have received the key to the records.

“I1f the efforts of such well-meaning, studious and conscientious
men as the authors of Buddhist Records of the Western World', and
Buddha and Early Buddhism— whose poetical hypotheses may be
upset and contradicted, one by one, with the greatest ease— resulted
in nought, verily then, the attempts of the predecessors and suc-
cessors of the Abbes Hue, Gabet and others must prove a sorry
failure; since the former have not and the latter have, an object to
achieve in purposely disfiguring the wunparalleled and glorious
teachings of our blessed master, Shakya Thitb-pa.

“In The Theosophist for October, 1881, a correspondent correctly
informs the reader that Gautama the Buddha, the wise, ‘insisted
upon initiation being thrown open to all who were qualified.” This
is true; such was the original design put for some time in practice
by the great Song-gyas, and before he had become the All-Wise.
But three or four centuries after his separation from this earthly coil,
when Asoka, the great supporter of our religion, had left the world,
the Arhat initiates, owing to the secret but steady opposition of the
Brahmans to their system, had to drop out of the country one by
one and seek safety beyond the Himalayas. Thus, though popular
Buddhism did not spread in Tibet before the seventh century, the
Buddhist initiates of the mysteries and esoteric system of the Aryan
Twice-born, leaving their motherland, India, sought refuge with the
pre-Buddhistic ascetics; those who had the Good Doctrine, even
before the days of Sh&kya-Muni. These ascetics had dwelt beyond
the Himalayan ranges from time immemorial. They are the direct
successors of those Aryan sages who, instead of accompanying
their Br&hman brothers in the pre-historical emigration from Lake
M&nasasarovara across the Snowy Range into the hot plains of
the Seven Rivers, had preferred to remain in their inaccessible and
unknown fastnesses. No wonder, indeed, if the Aryan esoteric

doctrine and our Arahat doctrines are found to be almost identical.



Truth, like the sun over our heads, is one; but it seems as if this
eternal truism must be constantly reiterated to make the dark, as
much as the white, people remember it. Only that truth may be
kept pure and unpolluted by human exaggerations— its very votaries
betimes seeking to adapt it, to pervert and disfigure its fair face to
their own selfish ends— it has to be hidden far away from the eye of
the profane. Since the days of the earliest universal mysteries up
to the time of our great Sh&kya Tath&gata Buddha, who reduced
and interpreted the system for the salvation of all, the divine Voice
of the Self, known as Kwan-yin, was heard but in the sacred solitude
of the preparatory mysteries.

“Our world-honoured Tsong-kha-pa closing his fifth Dam-ngag
reminds us that ‘every sacred truth, which the ignorant are uuable
to comprehend under its true light, ought to be hidden within a
triple casket concealing itself as the tortoise conceals his head
within his shell; ought to show her face but to those who are
desirous of obtaining the condition of Anuttara Samyak Sambodhi’
— the most merciful and enlightened heart.

“There is a dual meaning, then, even in the canon thrown open
to the people, and, quite recently, to Western scholars. 1| will now
try to correct the errors— too intentional, | am sorry to say, in the
case of the Jesuit writers. No doubt but that the Chinese and
Tibetan Scriptures, so-called, the standard works of China and
Japan, some written by our most learned scholars, many of whom—
as uninitiated though sincere and pious men—commented upon
what they never rightly understood, contain a mass of mythological
and legendary matter more fit for nursery folk-lore than an exposi-
tion of the Wisdom Religion as preached by the world’s Saviour.
Biit none of these are to be found in the canon; and, though pre-
served in most of the Lamasery libraries, they are read and im-
plicitly believed in only by the credulous and pious whose simplicity
forbids them ever stepping across the threshold of reality. To this
class belong The Buddhist Cosmos, written by the Bonze Jin-ch’an,
of Pekin; The Shing-Tao-ki, or ‘The Records of the Enlighten-
ment of TatMgata,” by Wang-Puh, in the seventh century, The
Hi-shai Sutra, or ‘Book of Creation,” various volumes on heaven
and hell, and so forth— poetic fictions grouped around a symbolism

evolved as an after-thought.



“But the records from which our scholastic author, the monk
Della Penna quotes— or | should rather say, misquotes— contain no
fiction, but simply information for future generations, who may, by
that time, have obtained the key to the right reading of them. The
‘Lha* of whom Della Penna speaks but to deride the fable, they who
‘have attained the position of saints in this world,” were simply the
initiated Arhats, the adepts of many and various grades, generally
known under the name of Bhante or Brothers. In the book known
as the Avatamsaka Sutra, in the section on ‘the Supreme Atman—
Self—as manifested in the character of the Arhats and Pratyeka
Buddhas/ it is stated that ‘Because from the beginning, all sen-
tient creatures have confused the truth, and embraced the false;
therefore has there come into existence a hidden knowledge called
Alaya Vijri&na.’ ‘Who is in the possession of the true hidden
knowledge?’ ‘The great teachers of the Snowy Mountain,’ is the
response in The Book of Law* The Snowy Mountain is the ‘moun-
tain a hundred and sixty thousand leagues high.” Let us see what
this means. The last three ciphers being simply left out, we have a
hundred and sixty leagues; a Tibetan league is nearly five miles;
this gives us seven hundred and eighty miles from a certain holy
spot, by a distinct road to the west. This becomes as clear as can
be, even in Della Penna’s further description, to one who has but a
glimpse of the truth. ‘According to their law,’ says that monk, ‘in
the west of this world, is an eternal world, a paradise, and in it a
a saint called Ho-pahine, which means “ Saint of Splendour and
Infinite Light.” This saint has many distinct “ powers,” who are
all called “chang-chub,” which— he adds in a footnote— means “ the
spirits of those who, on account of their perfection, do not care to
become saints, and train and instruct the bodies of the reborn Lamas,
so that they may help the living.””

“This shows that these presumably dead ‘chang-clutbs’ are
living Bodhisatwas or Bhante, known under various names among
Tibetan people; among others, Lha, or ‘spirits,’ as they are supposed
to have an existence more in spirit than in flesh. At death they
often renounce Nirvana— the bliss of eternal rest, or oblivion of
personality— to remain in their spiritualized astral selves for the
good of their disciples and humanity in general.

“To some Theosophists, at least, my meaning must be clear,



though some are sure to rebel against the explanation. Yet we
maintain that there is no possibility of an entirely pure ‘self’ re-
maining in the terrestrial atmosphere after his liberation from the
physical body, in his own personality, in which he moved upon
earth. Only three exceptions are made to this rule:

.“The holy motive prompting a Bodhisatwa, a Sravaka, or Rahat
to help to the same bliss those who remain behind him, the living;
in which case he will stop to instruct them either from within or
without; or, secondly, those who, however pure, hannless and com-
paratively free from sin during their lives, have been so engrossed
with some particular idea in connection with one of the human
m&y4s as to pass away amidst that all-absorbing thought; and,
thirdly, persons in whom an intense and holy love, such as that of a
mother for her orphaned children, creates or generates an indomi-
table will fed by that boundless love to tarry with and among the
living in their inner selves.

“The periods allotted for these exceptional cases vary. In
the first case, owing to the knowledge acquired in his condition of
Anuttara Samyak Sambodhi— the most holy and enlightened heart
— the Bodhisatwa has no fixed limit. Accustomed to remain for
hours and days in his astral form during life, he has power after
death to create around him his own conditions, calculated to check
the natural tendency of the other principles to rejoin their respective
elements, and can descend or even remain on earth for centuries and
millenniums. In the second case, the period will last until the all-
powerful magnetic attraction of the subject of the thought— in-
tensely concentrated at the moment of death— becomes weakened
and gradually fades out. In the third, the attraction is broken
either by the death or the moral unworthiness of the loved ones. It
cannot in either case last more than a lifetime.

“In all other cases of apparitions or communications by what-
ever mode, the ‘spirit’ will prove a wicked ‘bhftta’ or ‘ro-lang’
at best— the soulless shell of an ‘elementary.” The ‘Good Doc-
trine’ is rejected on account of the unwarranted accusation that
‘adepts’ only claim the privilege of immortality. No such claim
was ever brought forward by any eastern adept or initiate. Very
true, our Masters teach us ‘that immortality is conditional,” and

that the chances of an adept who has become a proficient in the



Alaya Vijnana, the acme of wisdom, are tenfold greater than those
of one who, being ignorant of the potentialities centred within his
Self, allows them to remain dormant and undisturbed until it is
too late to awake them in this life. But the adept knows no more
on earth, nor are his powers greater here than will be the knowledge
and powers of the average good man when the latter reaches his
fifth and especially his sixth cycle or round. Our present mankind
is still in the fourth of the seven great cyclic rounds. Humanity is
a baby hardly out of its swaddling clothes, and the highest adept
of the present age knows less than he will know as a child in the
seventh round. And as mankind is an infant collectively, so is man
in his present development individually. As it is hardly to be
expected that a young child, however precocious, should remember
his existence from the hour of his birth, day by day, with the
various experiences of each, and the various clothes he was made to
wear on each of them, so no ‘self,” unless that of an adept having
reached Samma-Sambuddha— during which an illuminate sees the
long series of his past lives throughout all his previous births in
other worlds— was ever able to recall the distinct and various lives
he passed through. But that time must come one day. Unless a
man is an irretrievable sensualist, dooming himself thereby to utter
annihilation after one of such sinful lives, that day will dawn when,
having reached the state of absolute freedom from any sin or desire,
he will see and recall to memory all his past lives as easily as a man
of our age turns back and passes in review, one by one, every day
of his existence.”

We may add a word or two in explanation of a previous passage,
referring to Kwan-yin. This divine power was finally anthropo-
morphized by the Chinese Buddhist ritualists into a distinct double-
gexed deity with a thousand hands and a thousand eyes, and called
Kwan-shai-yin Bodhisatwa, the Voice-Deity, but in reality meaning
the voice of the ever-present latent divine consciousness in man;
the voice of his real Self, which can be fully evoked and heard only
through great moral purity. Hence Kwan-yin is said to be the son
of Amitabha Buddha, who generated that Saviour, the merciful
Bodhisatwa, the “Voice” or the “Word” that is universally diffused,
the “Sound” which is eternal. It has the same mystical meaning

as the V&ch of the Br&hmans. While the Brdhmans maintain the



eternity of the Vedas from the eternity of “sound,” the Buddhists
claim by synthesis the eternity of AmitabhA, since he was the first
to prove the eternity of the Self-born, Kwan-yin. Kwan-yin is the
V&chishvara or Voice-Deity of the Br&hmans. Both proceed from
the same origin as the Logos of the neo-platonic Greeks; the
“manifested deity” and its “voice” being found in man’s Self, his
conscience; Self being the unseen Father, and the “voice of Self”
the Son; each being the relative aud the correlative of the other.
Both V&chishvara and Kwan-yin had, and still have, a prominent
part in the Initiation Rites and Mysteries in the Brahmanical and
Buddhist esoteric doctrines.

We may also point out that Bodhisatwas or Rahats need not be
adepts; still less, Br&hmans, Buddhists, or even *“ Asiatics,” but
simply holy and pure men of any nation or faith, bent all their lives
on doing good to humanity.

H. P. Bravatsky.
(To be continued.)

This study of =« Tibetan Teachings" is taken from a series of
articles originally preparedfor The Theosophist, but, for some reason
or other, set aside, and never published. We hope to be able to continue
the seriesfor some months.— E ds.



Long years ago, in days of old, there lived a forgotten king of
a forgotten kingdom. He ruled his kingdom according to the tra-
dition of his father and grandfather, striving that truth might
triumph over untruth, and that all should live happy under his
dominion. For many long years he did all that man could do, but
with no success. At last, sorrow and despair took possession of
him.

He no longer took delight in the merry-makings of his buffoons,
nor in dancing, nor in the caresses of his wife. He gave up hunting
wild beasts of the forests, and the birds that live free in the blue
sky.

He grew sad and gloomy and prepared for the end.

His queen saw it all with heavy sorrow, and bade him call
together all the noblemen of his kingdom, whose duty it was to
ponder wisdom all day long and bring wise counsel in the twilight.

The king listened to his queen and ordered his noblemen to
come to him, asking them if all went well in his dominions. His
wise counsellors answered:

“When we look abroad, it seems to us that all is well. We wish
that you may keep yoitr health for numberless years.”

“I1f you lie not, you speak the truth,” said the king. “ 1 shall
keep my health as long as God allows me. Yet | know that all is
not well in my dominions. Why have we hungry people and cold?
W hy is not each as happy as another?”

The noblemen spoke again:

“Are not these but trifles? Be not angry with us, but look
round, over the earth. Everywhere it is the same. Nowhere does
truth triumph over untruth, nowhere is each as happy as another.”

@

“Let it be so everywhere over the earth,” said the king, yet
in my kingdom it must be different. AIll my people must be equally

happy. Go, sit round my great table, sleep not, nor lay your heads



on each other’s shoulders, but think well and judge wisely while
daylight lasts, and then come to me in the twilight and bring your
counsel in your hands.”

The counsellors sat in the council room.

They slept an hour or two; then Woke up and began to quarrel.
One said it was only in the days of antiquity that all went well, and
that these old days should be brought back again; so that all should
fare as it fared with their fathers and grandfathers, whose times were
so happy that snow burned, and straw was heaped on it to put it
out. Another said that even in those old days not every man was
happy as his fellow; yet that all would be happy in the days to
come. And so they resolved not to trouble with the present day; it
mattered not if their people were to suffer much in the present, as
their people were patient aud forbearing and had already seen many
snows fall on their long-suffering heads. But all trouble and care
should be taken that it might fare right splendidly with them in the
far days to come, so that the names of the counsellors should be
remembered for ever and for ever.

Thus they spent all the day. And when the light was gone
they arose, and went to their king to offer him their wise judgment
in their hands. The king listened long to their counsel, but liked
not their wise words. He shook his head at them and sent them
away, wishing them a very good-night and very sweet dreams;
but his own heart grew still more bitter and his sorrows more
heavy.

“There is no wisdom in their wise judgment,” he thought; “ no
joy and no relief. And what they said is neither here nor there, for
it does not pertain to me to answer for what happened before | saw
the light, neither shall | be made responsible for what comes to pass
when | am dead and gone. What | would know is, how I am to
rule now, this day and this moment, so that my people should be
relieved immediately. And this | may not know.”

And the king paced up and down his lofty parlour, alone and
without light, and every time he turned he heaved a bitter sigh, and
so deep were his sighs that all the palace heard them.

And his old nurse heard his sighs, and came in the dark to her
royal nursling. Long ago she was made prisoner in a foreign

country and brought to the capital to the baby prince. Many



wonders and secrets she had brought with her from her distant
land, and never as yet had she spoken of them to man or woman.

She spoke to the afflicted king:

“Why do you heave such deep sighs, my master, my child? Are
you not suffering from your own error? Why did you seek counsel
of your noblemen ? for it is their lot in life to keep aloof from afflic-
tion and calamity. Their apprehensions are for themselves, and
the grass may stop growing in the fields for aught they care. You
must seek the advice of others. | know of servants of the Eternal,
for whom life and the world have no more delights; their heart is
cold for everything earthly. Them you must question; as they long
for nothing in this world, lies and flattery have no profit for them.
Ask them, and they will tell you the whole truth.”

“1t is well,” said the king; “ 1 rejoice in your words. But
where am | to find these holy hermits?”

The old woman answered him:

“ Do not fear, but keep good cheer iu your heart. It is said that
every kingdom has its three righteous men, and surely we are not
destitute of ours. I have heard of three such righteous hermits,
who have spent days without number standing still and have never
left their place. No sinful thought could have kept so quiet for so
many years, and all their sins have dropped off them one by one.
Therefore they are free, and their only care is to pray for your
kingdom in one voice and without ceasing.”

“1 must see these servants of the Eternal,” warmly exclaimed
the king.

“This is my advice,” was the answer; “go and see them. Ask
them face to face why all is not well in your kingdom? Nothing is
hidden from them; they know truth, and are able to reveal it to you
in all its splendour.”

The night mists were not gone when the king left his palace
the next morning. He ordered a chair to be placed for him at the
gate of the city, and thus saw everyone who came in or went out.
Many people passed him on business in the capital, many hurried
back to their homes. But he stopped only the ever-wandering pil-
grims, asking them if they had seen three righteous hermits, who
had done with this earthly life; through whose prayers alone his

country was able to exist.



The pilgrims had visited all foreign countries, and there was
nothing they did not know in their own land. So they answered
their sovereign:

“The three righteous hermits are no fairy tale. But they are
hard to find, and hard to trace; for they do not dwell together on
the same spot. They stand separate and pray at a long distance
from each other, and yet in daily and nightly communion. One
shines like a pillar of light in a dark forest. He stands by an
ancient oak-tree, which has long outgrown the rest of the forest,
spreading high in the blue firmament. The fierce sun scorches
him and the rushing winds play with his long hair, but he heeds
them not; for more than ten centuries have passed since he either
moved or stirred. He is the greatest of them all, and hife name is
Fiery Oakheart.

“The other old man is brother to the first. His life is spent in
the open field amidst the tall green grass, where cranes and bustards
play undisturbed, hidden from the greedy eyes of the hunter; and
where the hunter himself, with his horse, his armour and his spear
is hidden as completely as a child. There dwells the second hermit,
eating only the green grass within his reach, and never stirring from
his place. His name is Pure Airbreath, and his age five centuries.

“The third hermit is brother to these two. He dwells in the
ever-running waters of a river, and lives there with fish, and frogs
and water creatures. The droning mosquitos have long drunk up
his blood to the last drop; but he heeds not nor changes his place.
His name is Fickle Waterspray, and his age is just three centuries
without a year.

“The first is mighty, the second is loving, the third is far-
seeing.”

“1 must go to see them myself,” exclaimed the king. “In them
is the salvation of my kingdom. | shall linger not a moment.”

“Hasty and impetuous are you, O mighty king,” said the ever-
wandering pilgrims. “ But haste is a bad counsellor. Pure and
dispassionate must he be who is to stand in the presence of the
three righteous hermits. No answer will you get from them if you
go to them as you are. And even if they were to speak to you you
could not hear their words. Wait, and be patient; make yourself

pure and forbearing; and at the end of thirty days and one day you



shall be able to see the great hermits and understand vvhat they say
to you.”

The king listened to the counsel of the ever-wandering pilgrims.
He conquered his impatience; lie made himself pure and forbearing;
and at the end of thirty days and one day he bade farewell to his
queen, to his nurse, and his children, and to all his noblemen and
toilers.

He started on a long journey to distant forests and unknown
plains; but he went unarmed and unprotected, all alone, and wear-

ing a poor coat, like one of the ever-wandering pilgrims.

“Alone | stand in the world,” he thought, when the great
gate of his sumptuous town closed upon him. “Alone have | set
forth to accomplish a great deed, and alone shall I meet with either

death or success. No oue could have helped me, no one has the
power to do my task but myself. And so if I triumph, God speed
me; if | fail, God remember me in the life to come.”

Having thought all this, the king shook off the sadness and the
fear that still lingered in his heart until then, and walked firmly,
looking before him with brave and hopeful eyes.

Many days he walked on iu scorching sun, cold wind and pour-
ing rain. Many nights he spent sleepless, shivering on cold damp
grass, expecting to meet frightful wild beasts. He had no weapon
against them save his strength, so little and so insignificant that the
wild beasts could have destroyed him, were it not for his courage,
which led him on.

At last he came to a dark forest, and, entering it, fell suddenly
down on the dry leaves and green moss, blinded by a pillar of light,
so bright that no man could bear to look at it.

He never knew how long he lay there, not daring to lift up his
eyes, for he knew the cause of these shining rays; he knew he was
in the presence of Fiery Oakheart, eldest, greatest and mightiest of
the three ancient, great and mighty brothers.

At last he heard a voice high above his head, as if from the
passing clouds, loud as the rolling thunder and sweet as the summer
rustling of birch-tree leaves.

The voice spoke:

“Pure Airbreath and Fickle Waterspray, my beloved brothers,

my true disciples, do you hear me?”



“Yes, we hear you,” came the distant answers, bringing with
them fresh scented air from vast untrodden plains and musical
laughter of ever-running water.

“Then listen to me,” said Oakheart. “For many days and
many nights | have watched from my oak a weary pilgrim ap-
proaching me. Difficult was his path, with many a wrong turning.
He left his home unprotected and unanned, with no other weapon
but his strength, which, as we know, is of so little avail.”

“Yes, of little avail, of little avail,” echoed the distant voices.

“But his courage guided him, and he has come,” continued the
first voice. “ | can see that he is not far away.”

“His loving heart led him,” said Airbreath.

“His clear sight brought him,” added Waterspray.

“We know him,” repeated the two younger brothers together.
“He is the king who makes no war, and wishes well to every man.
He will succeed! he will make every man as happy as the other!”

And with these words, waves of life-giving, scented air played
around the king, and the running water sang to him its silvery,
soothing song, bringing courage and strength.

“He Will succeed!” repeated the leaves, quivering joyfully on
every branch, until the whole forest rang: “ He will succeed!”

“Nay! he may not succeed!” spoke Oakheart gravely; and the
leaves, and the air, and the water stood still. “ He may not succeed,
for he is hasty and impatient. He knows not that autumn and
winter and spring and summer must pass away before a blade of
grass can pierce the wet earth, and reach the light and warmth, and
blossom and bear fruit. But what he fails to do, his children and
grandchildren may accomplish. Pure Airbreath and Fickle Water-
spray, my beloved brothers, my true servants and disciples, shall
we help him?”

“We shall, we shall!” was the answer. “Let him question us
and we shall make answer.”

Hearing this, the king sprang to his feet, forgetting his great
weariness and his greater fear.

“Why are there cold people and hungry in this world?” he
asked.

“Because men know not— what hour is the hour above all

hours,” answered Fiery Oakheart.



"W hy triumphs not truth over untruth?” asked the king again.

“Because men know not— what man is the man above all men,”
answered Pure Airbreath.

“W hy live not all men happy under my dominion?” asked the
king for the third time.

“Because they know not— what work is the work above all

2

works,” answered Fickle Waterspray.

Then the light grew dark in the king’s eyes, and he swooned.
He woke again at the very gate of his own sumptuous city.

The king hurried to his palace, full of hope and joy. He knew
now the cure for the sorrows of his people. Sad and weary he left
his palace; joyful and light-hearted he came back again.

The sentry at the gate saw him and ran to tell the great news
to all people— in the market-place, in the shops and houses. So the
news spread swiftly. The bells rang merry peals, and all men
hurried to greet the king.

The king stood still to receive them.

“Noblemen,” he spoke, “true soldiers, busy merchants, my
people all; listen to my words. | give you three days. Think well
and think wisely; speak little but justly, sleep not nor rest whilst
the three days last. On the third day come to me and tell me— what
hour is the hour above all hours; what man is the man above all
men; what work is the work above all works. When we know this,
we shall all be equally happy, we shall know no more hunger or
cold; and truth will reign over us for ever.”

All that day the capital was full of talk; and the noise was
great and unceasing, as if the great town had turned into a hive
of bees. But with the dawn of the next day all talking ceased;
all the people drooped their heads, and thought wisely and thought
well to find answers to the three questions the king had asked
them.

At the end of the first day the noblemen came to the palace.

“Our gracious king,” they said, “we are your noblemen. Our
duty it is to be noble and generous, to live gaily and free of care,
thinking only to please you, and praying for your health. If such
be your will, happy shall we be to continue thus, but we know not
— what hour is the hour above all hours.”

At this the king was wroth and bade his noblemen return to



their houses; to stay there until he could look patiently on them
again.

At the end of the second day the soldiers came to the court-
yard.

“Our gracious master and chieftain,” they said, “ we are your
loyal soldiers. Our duty it is to give our lives for your sake and
your kingdom'’s, that neither friend nor foe may think evil of you,
and to spend our time in games and feasts. |If such be your will,
happy indeed we shall be to continue thus, but we know not— what
man is the man above all men.”

,At this the king rose, his eyes flashing fire and his heart full of
wrath, and ordered his soldiers to be kept in the dark dungeons
until he could look patiently on them again.

At the end of the third day the king’s merchants and toilers
crowded into the wide street, before the palace.

“Our gracious lord and father,” they said, “we are your ser-
vants and slaves. Our duty is to obey whatever you choose to order;
to work to enrich your land, and to trust our happiness to your
hand. |If such be your will, happy indeed we shall be to continue
thus, but we know not— what work is the work above all works.”

At this the king was enraged, so that he could speak no word
in return, but called to his servants to drive the crowd away, with
sticks and halberds and hatchets.

A deep silence and sadness fell on the capital of the king. No
music in its streets, nor noise of horses’ hoofs, nor of swords and
spurs, for the soldiers were kept prisoners in the deep dungeons.
No more feasts or merry-makings, for the noblemen lived sad and
lonely in their houses. Traders passed the great capital indifferent,
for they knew the merchants in it might not buy nor sell. And the
whole kingdom was going to ruin, and its inhabitants sad, indolent
and careless. AIll was desolation, without hope or change.

Vera Johnston.

(To be continued.)
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KALKI FLRANA

(Translatedfrom the Sanskrit by Pandit Bhavani-Shankar.)
(Continuedfrom Vol. X1V. p. 428.}

R

1 Neglecting to marry her at the lawful age.

*" The cave of the heart” ; a familiar phrase in the Scriptures for the dwelling-placc in man of
the Supreme Being. See, among many other passages, Chhdndogyopanishad, viii. 1. t ; Shvetdshva-
(aropanishad, iii. 13.

* A name of Lakshmi, the Shakti of Vishnu.

*The churning of the ocean of milk for the elixir of immortality, from which ocean, immediately
after the elixir had emerged, rose up Shri, or Lakshmi, seated on a lotus; see Vishnu Pur&ria, bk. i.
ch. ix. The story is found ill most Pur&nas, in the Rdmdyana and Mahdbhdrata.

®The choosing of a husband by the maiden herself.
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the insignia of royalty.
»The Shakti of 8hiva.

* The lower regions.
T4Cheeks like stepsl of a staircase is in the original.



p——
gu—

1The Indian cuckoo.

®The Supreme Lord: applied to Shiva.

* By the non-appearance of Vishnu to fulfil the promise made by Shiva.
* One of her handmaidens.

* Dhltri, aname applied to BrahmA as artificer of the universe.
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1How shall He love me in return ? is the sense of the question.

* A name of Shiva.

¢« A name of Vishnu; sometimes given as "hearer of prayers/' “object of worship to men”;
sometimes as “ harasser of nations." Jana means people; ardana meansworship, but also destroyer,
harasser. Shankar&chirya takes Jana as meaning only the wicked, in this connotation, and gives
" chastiser (or extirpator) of the wicked."
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THEOSCPHICAL
MYSTIC FLBLICATIONG

THE THEOSOPHIST (Madras).

Vol XV, No. ii:—The twenty-ninth of
the “OIld Diary Leaves" enlarges on the
adipose tissue of the author of The Secret
Doctrine. The treatise, “Thiroo Man-
tra,” would gain by a brief introduction
pointing to its place in Indian literature.
It appears to be a Tamil work on Initia-
tion, but this is nowhere stated clearly.
“ Dream-Initiation,” by Dr. Henry Pratt,
will interest many readers extremely.
The articles that follow are confusedly
paged; perhaps this may be blamed on
the fire at the printing office, which kept
this number back a week. The articles on
“ Curiosities of Healing” and “Clair-
voyance” are continued, and are fol-
lowed by a very learned essay on “The
Sacred Fire." “The Interior of the
Earth” is a speculation, more original
than lucid, expounding atheory of wheels
within wheels. “Bh&tas, Pretis and
Pish&chas,” contains Indian ghost-lore.

THE PATH (New York).

Vol. IX, No. 5:—“Man’'s Duty to
Brutes,” by J. H. C., is chiefly concerned
with an attempt to show how the ill-
treatment of animals is reacting in ac-
cordance with karmic law, on men, in
whom it develops diseases, insanity, etc.
The illusion of separateness causes men
to forget that, in injuring animals, they
are injuring apart of themselves. “ Proofs
of the Hidden Self,” is a few remarks by
W. Q. Judge on the evidence afforded by
dreams, clairvoyance and the feeling of
identity. E. Aug. Neresheimer is this
month's contribution to the portrait gal-
lery, and his handsome face lights up the

magazine. J. H. Fussell continues his
article on “How to study The Secret Doc-
trine,”* showing the importance of bear-
ing in mind the analogy between the
universe and man, and other correspond-
ences, and dealing with the seven planes,
which represent states of consciousness
in man aswell as in the universe. Extracts
from a paper of notes on the correspond-
ence class questions are given, “Literary
Notes” and “Mirror of the Movement”
follow, and the “ Neutrality” pamphlet
is reprinted in extenso.

DEPARTMENT OF BRANCH WORK
(New York).

No. 43:—This is awell-digested epitome
of Egyptological research up to the pre-
sent time. It is made doubly valuable to
the ordinary student of Theosophy by
the fact that the writer treats the subject
from the point of view of the Esoteric
Philosophy. A clear statement is given
of the original reasons for the great care
of the Egyptians to preserve the astral
body intact until the next incarnation of
the Ego. We note that “Devachan” is
derived by the author from a Sanskrit
word, and not from a Tibetan, as Schla-
gintweit has it.

THE IRISH THEOSOPHIST (Dublin).

Vol. Il, No. 10:— “ Notes by the Way”
accentuate strongly the need for that
steadfast work which induces harmony.
“Hypnotism ” is a reprint of asuggestive
article from The Path, by W. Q. Judge.
“The Story of a Star,” by M., is very
beautiful, and the pages devoted to the



“Lotus Circle” are well written. Alto-

gether this is a good number.

THE PACIFIC THEOSOPHIST
(San Francisco).

Vol. V, No. i:—“Among the Coast
Branches” is a well-kept record of theo-
sophical activities in extreme Western
States. It is interesting to note the line
of work followed by our fellow members
in America. “The Adepts and Modern
Astronomy,” by Marion McConougliv, is
the outcome of patient study. “ Can
Thoughts of Man give Rise to Physical
Forms?” recommends itself to perusal
by its title, and “The Consummation of
the Age” will appeal to those who are in
rebellion against the excessive power
wielded by wealth over want.

THE AUSTRAL THEOSOPHIST
(Melbourne).

Vol. I, No. 7:—This continues to be
one of the most readable of our publica-
tions. “The Study of The Secret Doc-
trine” is a deserved eulogy of the results
of consistent study, and shows how grate-
ful many willing students are for help to
know what to study and how to set about
it “Eastern Knowledge and Western
Investigation” is an appreciative review
of the volume of her Indian lectures just
brought out by Mrs. Besant. “The
Searchlight” throws its clear rays over
recent events.

THE UNKNOWN WORLD.

Vol. I, No. 1:—The title of this new
magazine, edited by A. E. Waite, will
prove tempting to the “unversed reader”
who does not remember that the unknown
world is a well known world to all who
are readyto enter it. The work of pre-
paration on the lines of “right thought,
right speech and right action,” is what is
most needed. Articles by Edward Mait-
land and A. P. Sinnett and papers on
“What isAlchemy?” and “The Hermetic
Doctrine of Paracelsus,” are attractive.

LOTUSBLt)THEN (Leipzig).

No. 23:—Our German friends have to
be congratulated this month on a transla-

tion of ShankarAchdrya’s Atmfi Bodha by
Charles Johnston, whose name is suffi-
cient guarantee for its accuracy and ele-
gance. This work contains the best
imaginable explanation of the views of
the Indian sages on the basic principles
of all religions. Next comes a forty-
page instalment of “Yoga and Chris-
tianity,” the text of which is that the
way to Christ is Yoga. It shows in mas-
terful language the esoteric meaning of
the Christ-myth, and contains many illus-
trative quotations from Eckhart. The
last article is “The Four Duties of a
Dervish,” translated from the Persian of
an unknown writer, dating probably
from the Sufi Dynasty. The *“Letter-
box” answers several enquirers, and Dr.
Hartmann’s new explanatory pamphlet
is bound in at the end.

THEOSOPHIA (Amsterdam).

VolHI, No. 27:— Afra writes on Karma,
the translation of The Key to Theosophyis
continued, also that of Through Storm to
Peace. Clie-Yew-Tsang’s second article
on “Some Modern Failings” is also
translated, as is Death—and Afterf

No. 28 contains an article by Afra on
unity and self-dependence, based on the
teachings of Light on the Path and the
Bhagavad Gild on the necessity forkilling
out the sense of separateness. Various
translations fill up the number.

LE LOTUS BLEU (Paris).

Vol. V, No. 6 is of peculiar interest.
Dr. Pascal’s papers on “The Scientific
Proofs of Reincarnation” are of great
value. M. Guymiot’s article “ Respecting
the Tatwas” conveys man}' useful sugges-
tions. Amongst the “Occult Varieties”
the article on “The Evil Eye” is ex-
tremely suggestive, and deserves disin-
terment from the obscure position it
occupies. Among the translated matter
a continuation of Annie Besant's Death
—and After? occupies the first position.
Countess Wachtmeister continues her
“ Reminiscences of H. P. B. and The
Secret Doctrine.” A translation of The

Theosophical Glossary occupies the usual



space. The “Echoes from the Theo-
sophical World” are of extreme interest
as denoting the activities of our French
brethren. Taking it all in all, the last
number of Le Lotus Bleu is a very solid
one.

SPHINX (Brunswick).

Vol. X1X, No. 102:—Dr. Hubbe-Schlei-
den reprints from an ethical magazine
an article on “Karma the Theosophical
Basis of Ethics” which he had contri-
tributed to a series of articles by the
representatives of various schools on
their views of life. L. Deinhard, of the
Munich Lodge, has an article on “The
Riddle of the Astral Body,” in which ex-
periences of Colonel Olcott’s are detailed.
Prof. R. von Koeber writes on the con-
sciousness of Reincarnation among PArsls
and Mohammedans, quoting many au-
thorities in support of the actuality of
such knowledge among various Eastern
peoples. Karl Aug. Hager arranges the
atomic weights of the chemical elements
in magic squares and other devices, con-
tinuing a subject begun in the May num-
ber. The article needs careful examina-
tion. A translation of The Idyll of the
While Lotus occupies many pages, and
other interesting articles and notes make
up the number.

THEOSOPHICAL GLEANINGS
(Madras).

It was an admirable idea to bring to-
gether and reprint, in the Theosophical
Gleanings, the “Notes on The Secret Doc-
trine,” by Two Students, which appeared
in Lucifer some years ago. This pro-
cess, by which the exceedingly complex
material of The Secret Doctrine is being
sifted and separated into brief manuals,
each more or less complete in itself, is
at once a sign of sound study and a help
to students. The process, only incipient
as yet, is likely to be carried very far
before its purpose is complete.

THE RELIGION OF LOVE (Calcutta).

This appears to be the first step in a
new propaganda, by the Adi Brahma

Sam&j of Calcutta. Though eloquent
and full of truth, we are constrained to
find this little work somewhat sentimen-
tal, a little too emotional, as in this sen-
tence: “Though these terms, Father,
Mother, Friend, Husband of the soul are
allegorical, they very aptly express our
sweet relationship with God, and we
have every right to use them. Among
these allegorical designations the Hus-
band of the soul is the best” This tract
is said to be “based chiefly on the Hindu
Shé&stras,” but it is not the dry light of
the Upanishads; and “dry light is the
best.”

JOURNAL OF THE BUDDHIST
TEXT SOCIETY (Calcutta).

Vol. 1l, Part |:—Perhaps the most
valuable part of this number is a short
note communicated by Dr. GustavOppert:
“The popular opinion of Buddhistic philo-
sophy is that, (i) According to Buddhism
everything, including the inner being, is
a series of momentary conscious states;
(ii) that the doctrine of the Five Skandas
(the Law of Association of Ideas), is an
invention to explain the lIdea of Per-
manency or Continuity; and (iii) that
the Buddhists believe in the Doctrine of
Transmigration of Souls. We all know
that these ideas are irreconcilable. There
is no possibility of holding the doctrine of
Transmigration if we cannot believe in a
permanentsoul, and if the soul is believed
to be permanent there is no necessity of
the doctrine of the Five Skandas, which
plays avery important part in Buddhism.
Speaking of the soul which undergoes
Transmigration, the learned writer [Sha-
rat Chandra Das] says, 'A Satva exists
from all eternity, and may undetgo any
number of Transmigrations.” Again, he
says, 'That Buddhism upholds the doc-
trine of Sdtvic immortality.” These are,
according to him, the opinions of the
Lamas of Tibet These assertions at
once prove how uufounded are the
opinions that Buddhism holds, that the
soul is nothing but a series of conscious
states without a permanent substratum,
and how true is the Nydya Doctrine, ‘that
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