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PREFACE.

By reading the title, The Memory of Past Births, you have already
taken the first step towards remembering, for you have sowed in your
mind the seed of an idea which will germinate and grow till at last it
blossoms into full knowledge. Of those who receive this thought of
endless life through many births, most accept it at once with a convic-
tion which runs ahead of evidence; many hold it tentatively with
gradually growing credence ; none altogether reject or forget it. The
thought remains, the seed stirs and grows, and as rebirth is a true law
of life, everv turn and incident of life gives it new force, till at last
belief ripens into certainty. That certainty of the larger life wherein
the lives and deaths of this our world are but as days and nights,
lightens the burden of death, dulls the edge of sorrow, takes away the
terror of separation. Immortality, the dearest hope in every human
heart, becomes once more credible and intelligible ; nay more, demands
and compels our belief. We begin to catch the light of our immortal
selves, the gleam from beyond the heavens which shall illumine our
hidden. past, and, still greater boon, bring clear vision of the path
before us, winding through the mists and shadows of the valley, till it

rises at last into the everlasting sunshine.
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THE MEMORY OF PAST BIRTHS.

CHABTER I

How THE TEACHING CAME.

When reincarnation is spoken of, one question is invariably raised
—If I have lived before, why do I not remember it? The de-
fenders of reincarnation almost invariably evade this question, or give
vague and unsatisfactory answers; so that, while almost every one
who once grasps the thought of successive lives on earth feels strongly
inclined to adopt it, still this one point has remained a stumbling-
block, and in all the years reincarnation has been talked of nothing
definite or to the point has been said as to this really vital question.

The idea of reincarnation came to the Western world only a few
years ago. It was first clearly presented in an attractive and sym-
pathetic form in the ‘‘ Fragments of Occult Truth’ which Mme,.
Blavatsky published some sixteen or seventeen years back in 7/
Theosoplist.

The idea in the ‘“ Fragments " was this: To understand our lives,
to know what lies before us after death and what lay behind us, before
birth, we must begin by a better understanding of ourselves. We
are not body only, but soul and spirit as well—the soul half earthly,
half heavenly; the spirit, as yet, almost unknown to us.

The soul is everything between the body and the spirit—the pas-
sions, as well as the pure will; the desires, as well as the love of
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beauty, and truth, and goodness. To the lower half of the soul the
‘«« Fragments'' gave the name: the Body of Desire, while its higher
half was called the Mind.

The soul is drawn downward toward the body by the Body of
Desire, and then the animal in us comes out and fills our lives with
passions and appetites. The soul is drawn upward toward the spirit
by its higher part; then genius, and power, and beauty, and faith
are developed—the true qualities of human life. In the fullness of
time, death comes. What happens then? or, first, what has happened
at the moment of death?

First, the body has been separated from the soul; the body, with
all that network of instinctive and elemental powers in it, which built
it up and carried on its work during life, and which now pulls it to
pieces again, in dissolution. But, when the body is laid aside, the
soul is not all pure, any more than it was a day, a month or a year
before, while its life still lasted on earth. The soul has its worse half
still clinging to it, passions, pictures of lust and appetite, unsatisfied
longings for sensuous things, and the sins of malice, selfishness and
self-love, which make up so much of ordinary human life.

The soul is, as it were, surfeited with these passions—clogged like
a heavy feeder after too rich a meal. It cannot rise at once to spir-
itual life. Almost immediately after physical death the soul comes
to itself, rid of its pains and sickness, and with a feeling of lightness
and vigor, resembling the vigor of keen health and high spirits. The
vesture of mortality has been laid aside, but there is often no clear
consciousness that death has actually taken place, and this only comes
after repeated attempts to talk to the living people so recently left,
who are still vividly present to the person just dead.

But this vivid touch with earthly life lasts for a few hours only,
or a few days at most; then the scenery round the soul begins to
change, the passions and desires begin to assert themselves and grad-
ually work themselves out through a period of purification, which is
at the root of the teaching of Purgatory. The spirit draws the soul
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toward its strong, pure life; but the soul, overburdened with pas-
sions, cannot at first respond. It must gradually put off the earthly
desires, and, apparently, is still in contact with the living world, in
the sense that it has a consciousness of the nearness of living people.
And the ¢ Fragments” suggested that any strong bond of affection
toward people still in the world would keep the soul of the dead per-
son close to them, and conscious of them; and, so far as lay in
the power of the soul, it would help and protect the living.

Then, in the course of days, or months, or years, according to the
strength of its earthly desires, the soul shakes itself free from its
bondage and puts off the Body of Desire. The passions become
latent and are as seeds in the dried and withered flower. The higher
part of the soul is drawn back into the spirit, and the radiant power
and strong, pure will of the spirit pour into it, and breathe new life
and vigor into the soul’s dreams of beauty, inspirations of goodness
and strivings after truth. That is the soul's great holiday and day
of refreshment, when all the pains of this mortal life are laid aside.

And the ‘‘ Fragments" further suggest that, as our spirits are far
more intimately united than our bodies, so the souls of those who are
truly bound together are keenly conscious of that bond and union, in
the great rest they enter into, when the Body of Desire is put away.
To that rest of the soul, the ‘‘ Fragments' gave the name of De-
vachan, a Tibetan word meaning ¢‘ the Blissful,” and one well known
in the books of the northern Buddhists. It was the idea of Devachan
more than any other teaching which made the fortune of the ‘* Frag- '
ments of Occult Truth.” There was something in this teaching, at
once so reasonable and so sublime, so unlike the material heavens of
the churches, with their gold and stones, their trees and rivers, and
yet something so satisfying to our best aspirations that one could not
help believing that something like it must be the truth.

The spirit in us, standing close to divinity, has a power and im-
mortal youth; an eternal vigor, that is the very heart of joy; and a
wide and sweeping knowledge that almost reaches omniscience. As
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the soul puts away its garment of desires it rises up to union with the
spirit in Devachan, the Blissful, and is thrilled through and through
with the spirit’s exultant and immortal youth. All that the soul had
in it, of beauty, and truth, and goodness, is kindled into rich and vig-
orous life; all aspirations are satisfied; all hopes of heaven are ful-
filled; all dreams of joy are more than realized.

Then the soul bathes in the waters of life, and is strengthened
and refreshed. As the measure of its aspiration, so is the measure of
its reward ; every hope in it, every seed of hope, blossoms out into a
perfect flower, under the sunlight of the spirit and its vivifying rays.
And as the souls of men are of every different measure of aspira-
tion, so is the Blissful Rest different for each. Every soul forms its
own Devachan, through its own powers and energies, reinforced and
strengthened by the energies of the spirit. And that life in Devachan
is the soul’s great opportunity to rise to new aspirations, to receive
new seeds of beauty and joy, which shall in their turn blossom in the
time to come. Drawn thus close to the spirit, the soul shares the
spirit’s greater life and receives the seeds of hope, the ideals of future
growth, which are to guide and stimulate it when it returns again to
this earthly life.

But the soul does not only receive from the spirit, it also gives to
the spirit; brings to it the harvest of its best hours in life; the
knowledge it has won; the sense of the beauty of the world: the
sense of human life, with its loves and its efforts; the sense of toil
well done, of difficulties overcome. For if the spirit soars angelic
above our life it is thereby cut off from many a secret that every
mortal knows; and these are the messages it learns from the soul in
return for the power and peace it breathes over the soul in paradise.

That paradise of peace and power may last as long as a full human
life; it may last thrice as long; no years are given for us to measure
it by, but it will not end until there has come fullness of refreshing
and a rest from the memory of human ills. ‘

The radiance of rest becomes slowly quiescent; the overshadow-
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ing light and power of the spirit become dim in the soul which has
drowsed itself with peace, and as the spirit draws away, the breath of
the returning earth begins to stir and move in these seeds of desire
which were left when the flower of the last earth life withered.

Gradually the earth’s vitality works in these germs of desire, of
passion, of lust, of selfishness and self-love till the soul is once more
tinged and colored with them, and, like drawing to like, enters once
more the confines of the earth. There its affinities draw it to that
land, and class, and family whose life is most in harmony with its own
nature; and, uniting itself to the body of an unborn child, it pres-
ently passes again through the gates of birth. The first seeds of
earthly things to come to full life in it are the elemental and simple
powers that man shares with the animals, almost with the plants.
Then, gradually, the more human side of the soul, the passions as well
as the understanding, come to their growth, and a full return to
human life is once more made. Thus come childhood and youth; and
then once more, age and death.

The ‘¢ Fragments of Occult Truth,” and the additions made to
them afterwards, did a great deal more than merely sketch this course
of a single human life, a single cycle of rebirth. They carried the
teaching on and appiied it to the whole of human history, even sup-
plying chapters which we have no knowledge of, yet which seem to
have a certain rightness and reasonableness, which we are greatly
inclined to admit.

It was said that the whole development of humanity had been
nothing but the repeated rebirths of the same human souls; that we,
who now live and breathe the vital airs, are the same men and women
who lived through the Middle Ages, the days of chivalry and religious
zeal, in France, in Spain, in Italy, in England; that we are the same
men and women who peopled heathen Germany, and Scandinavia,
and Russia, in the days of Thor, and Odin, and Perun; that we out-
selves, and no others, saw the fall of the Roman Republic, the de-
generacy of Greece, the last days of the Jewish nation, and had,
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perhaps, a part in the great transition that passed from Judea to the
Greek and Roman worlds; that we ourselves played a part in the
growth of Greece and Rome, in the glad old strenuous days of in-
spiration and liberty; that we have opened our eyes to the daylight,
in Assyria and Iran, in more ancient India, and Egypt, and Chaldea;
and in older days, to us very dim and mysterious, but bright enough,
and real enough, while we actually lived them.

Instead of going back, as I have done, the *‘ Fragments of Occult
Truth” began at the utmost horizon of the past and came down to
our own days, outlining no less than four great races, before our own
epoch, and the race which now inhabits the earth. The first two
races were dim and shadowy as forgotten dreams, but growing grad-
ually more gross and material as the long ages went on. Finally,
with the third race, came such material life as we ourselves are used

- to, though much, even in our purely animal nature, has been steadily

modified and changed. Of this third race, we were told, there are
hardly more than a few fragments left, and those debased to the
utmost limit of degeneration.

The fourth race, whose memory is still held in the story of Atlan-
tis, the vanished continent now hidden beneath the waves, sent out
many races, whose descendants, mingled with offshoots of the earlier
third race, inhabit the lands and continents we know. From the
mingling of the third and fourth races came the fifth, our present
humanity—the strong, progressive members of the race. Of pure
remnants of the fourth race there were, we were told, a few still to
be found among the inland Chinamen, who, with the flat-headed
aborigines of Australia, were relics and vestiges of a vanished past.

The third race had natures hardly yet fashioned to the mould of
humanity as we know it; with them instinct had not yet become pas-
sion, nor had the almost automatic acts of animal life yet fully changed
to conscious reason. They were blameless, because they had not
reached any keen sense of responsibility, or even of their own indi-
vidual lives.
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The fourth race developed a strong individualism, and with it
gained great power over nature: a conquest of material forces, the
metals, the powers of wood and stone, of iron and silver and gold.
With these material surroundings came a hardening of the inner
nature also, and the faults of selfishness, of cruelty, of ambition.
And so the fourth race fell, and Atlantis sank in the ocean.

Then came the fifth race, with its task, to rise again from material-
ism; to hold the consciousness of the fourth race and the sense of
individual life, but without cruelty or too keen self-love; to regain
the innocence of the third race, without its ignorance, and to add new
powers and perfections undreamed of in the earlier world. In that fifth
race is our own place, and that destiny is being unfolded in us.

To the fifth race are to follow others, each adding something new
and excellent, until mankind is perfected; and when this cycle of life
is ended, and this earth of ours is ended with it, there are other
greater cycles and nobler worlds on which we, the self-same souls,
are destined to find our fuller growth, our larger joy.

Thus the ¢“ Fragments"” suggested to us our place in a great and
orderly development, all the races of our planet filling parts in the
same scheme, each supplementing the others and bringing some
power, or skill, or knowledge, or instinct to the total sum, which
without it would have been by that much deficient.

)’# Each of us, we were told, had passed through every race, and
time and clime; we were the Chaldeans, the Egyptians, the Indians;
we were the ancient Romans, the Greeks, the men of the Dark Ages;
of the Renaissance, of modern days. And thus, once more, we were
brought to the question: If we really had such ripe and abundant
experience, how is it that we remember of it not a single fragment ;
not one colored patch of the Nile, or the Euphrates; not a single
Atlantean day; no memory of Babylon, or the Khalifs, or Chivalry?

This question was answered in a sense, but the answer was not
satisfactory, or, at any rate, it had nothing like the clearness and
~definiteness which won such instant recognition for the teachings of
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the ‘¢ Fragments,” especially when they appeared in a volume, with
many additions, as ‘¢ Esoteric Buddhism.” Still, in this great and
wonderful scheme of the races there was much to commend itself
very strongly, even though it could hardly be verified or proved in
any positive way.

There was, first of all, in proof of our identity with the men of
those old races, our keen interest and understanding of their works
and ways; the infinite patience, the infinite eagerness, with which we
strive to decipher every fragmentary sign and inscription they have
left; and the fact, too, that we can decipher these old sign-pictures,
though they seem obscure as the riddles of the gods. Everything in
the life of all races and all times is vividly akin to us; even the holi-
day crowds in the museums are constantly bearing witness to our
affinity with the days and the lands that are dead.
" made more intelli-
gible the lingering presence of low and abject races among us, like the
Bushmen, the Veddahs, or the Australians. These are the dwellings
of belated souls, laggards in the race, who have yet certain lessons to

Then again, the scheme of the ‘‘ Fragments'

learn, that nothing but the wild life of these wanderers could teach
them. And when the laggards have learned their lesson the belated
races will assuredly disappear. As there are souls in all stages of
growth, as souls are many-sided things, so must there be many races
of many kinds—white and yellow, red and black—to give them the
scope and opportunity they require. And we can never tell how
lately we ourselves inhabited other colored skins. So we should be
very tolerant in this matter of color.

Once more, we find that the races supplement each other in a
marvelous way; that the work of the temple-builders of Egypt was
carried on, and perfected, not in Egypt, but in Greece; that the
chants of the Persian fire-worshippers have won a new life on the lips
of Christian choirs; that the thoughts of the old Indian sages were
caught up and given a beauty and vivid grace, by Pythagoras and
Plato; that the work of Praxiteles and Apelles was handed down to
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Raphael and Titian; that Michael Angelo is the kin of Phidias; that
Euripides wrote for Racine; that /HEschylus was the prophecy of
Shakespeare. And that, in one and all, there was something added;
a new development; a fresh unfolding of the leaves of the flower of :
humanity, that, like the blue champaka, shall one day bloom in
Paradise. So all races supplement each other; none has a perfect
gift; but each lends aid to every other. In this way, too, we see
how wise it is to look on the whole human race as but one great
assemblage of souls, ever perfecting the great, mysterious work.
There is for the whole race and for each of us a certain path to be
trod: a certain large and perfect growth to be reached; a gradual
development, through endless change. And it follows, in the sim-
plest way, that the position of any one on the great path depends
very definitely on the distance he has already traveled; if he has
gone so far, in the days that are dead, he is now at such a place; if
he has lagged, he is further back; the strenuous and courageous are
further in advance. So, where we shall be to-morrow, a year hence,
or ten years hence, depends on where we are to-day, and whether we
still keep moving. And we see, very clearly, that races and men get
on by their own works, and not by the works of others; every one
must do his own walking on the world’s great way; there is no such
thing as hiring substitutes. So that we may say of the life of any one,
that his position is pretty strictly and justly due to his own walking
in bygone days, and that his position to-morrow will depend on the
use he makes of to-day. We build our own lives; we are our own for-
tunes; we weave our destinies for ourselves. Thisis thelaw of Karma.
There are parts of this great law of Karma that we should like to
linger over; above all, the matter of sex, and the great question of
poverty and riches. Of the first, the teachers of the ¢ Fragments”
suggest that all souls, to gain perfect experience, must live the life of
both the sexes; just aseach of us must in every life inherit childhood,
youth and maturity; just as each of us must taste both birth and
death. Asto poverty and riches, the question is too large to touch cn
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here; but we must rest assured that here, too, essential justice is done.

We should try to see the matter in this light: There is but one
great assembly of human souls; all are alive at this moment; none
of them are belated or caught in the net of bygone ages; all are
present in the life of to-day. But of these, a quarter, perhaps, are
now embodied on the earth; three-fourths are hidden in the heavens,
in the paradise of peace, or in the dim halls of desire, through which
men’s souls pass on their journey back and forth from outward life.

And this same assembly of souls was present through all the yes-
terdays of the world, and will be present in every to-morrow. Our
life is one great life, of which we are all parts; time is our pathway,
and the whole earth our inheritance.

Yet that question obstinately recurs: If I, who move and live in
the world to-day, who get such sincere satisfaction out of life and all
experiences, have indeed passed through so rich and varied days and
years and lives, why does no memory of it all remain? Why can I
not recall how I tilted in the lists in medizval days; how I prayed
in Gothic cathedrals; how I hunted the deer through gloomy Get-
manic forests; how I shouted for Casar or Brutus in the Forum; how
I saw the plays of Sophocles, and heard old Homer sing? What has
become of my lotus garlands of Egypt, my part in the old temple
processions on the Nile, my share in the sermons of Gautama, or the
caves of Ellora and Elephanta? If I, indeed, and no other, moved
in the days of Atlantis, where the seas now roll, or in yet older lands,
where the sand-storms sweep over desert Tarim and Gobi; if I shared
the fate of dim, gigantic races, before Atlantis was, why can I not
recall a day of it? Why is my memory as empty of purple hours as
a beggar’s cloak in the rain?

What said the ‘“Fragments”? Well, they answered something
like this: The memories of all those past births are still in your pos-
session, every one of them; but they are hid and carefully packed
away in remote corners of your being, whither you hardly find your
way, even in dreams. But when the day of attainment dawns for
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you, those memories shall be yours; at the end of the way you will
be able to look back to all past stages of your journey.

Well, that was satisfactory enough in a way; and yet, with all
that, pretty unsatisfying. We do not feel like waiting for the day of
our attainment, at the end, per.haps, of the seventh race; we should
like to realize a little of all that great wealth of ours; like the Friend
from India, on whom every one was pressing hundred-dollar checks,
we feel as though we should like a quarter in hard cash, on account.

This is clearly the most interesting point of the whole question:
The memory of past births; and we should like to learn something
more definite about it. Now, as it happens, there isa good deal that
may be learned. All the world, including even the Christian world
at one time, has held to this great teaching of Reincarnation, and all
the world has run up against this fascinating and exasperating ques-
tion of lost memory. It has been thought out in India, in Egypt, in
Greece, in Italy. And I thinkI shall be doing a good work in bring-
ing together the chief passages that bear on the subject, from the
Upanishads, from Buddha, from Plato, from Synesias, from Virgil.
They have all had something to say; and it has generally been well
worth saying.

I shall add the testimony of the living to the witness of the dead;
we may be lesser than the admired sages; but we have this advantage,
that we are here, at the moment, and hold the stage in the present
hour. Though that thought of the ever-living assembly of souls,
one-fourth manifest on earth, three-fourths hidden, yet none the less’
living, in the heavens, should warn us against speaking slightingly
of the mighty dead.

Let me anticipate for a moment, and say that to our question,
Why do we not remember our past births? we shall get this answer
uniformly from the ages—A good many do and always have remem-
bered.



CHAPTER II.
THE TRADITION OF THE EAST.

The teaching of past births comes to us from the East, and most
of all from India. How then did the Indian teachers face the problem
which we have spoken of—the blank pages of memory for all the
illimitable past which was unrolled, before our latest descent through
the gates of birth? Why do we not remember our past births, in the
view of the Indian sages?

To answer this question, we shall have to ask the one which pre-
cedes it, namely, What did the sages of India teach concerning rebirth ;
and what is it they conceived as reborn? And we can do this best
and most satisfactorily by taking in their order the passages in the
Indian sacred books in which rebirth is taught.

To begin with, we are met by a very general misconception, which
practically runs through all that has been written by students of
Indian lore: the belief that we owe the teaching of rebirth to the
Brahmans, the great hereditary caste of priests and scholars who loom
so large on the Indian horizon, and who have kindled the imaginations
of so many generations of foreigners visiting India in search of secret
wisdom. By looking deeper into the Indian books we shall find
that, so far from originating the teaching of rebirth, the Brahmans for
the whole first period of their history confessedly knew nothing about
it ; that it was already well known even then to another race in India,
and that it was taught, on a definite historic occasion, by this other
race to the Brahmans.

The older race who taught the Brahmans was a red race, kin to
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the inhabitants of ancient Egypt and Chaldea: and it is among the
descendants of this red race that we find the clearest conception of
rebirth, and of the whole teaching which makes up the subject of the
Mysteries. From whom this ancient race received its tradition, we
cannot tell; but the suggestion constantly put forward, in India as in

Egypt, is that their teachers were a race of demigods, or divine beings
in human form; the representatives of man before the fall; and that

from this divine race, the teaching of rebirth has been handed down
in unbroken succession to the present day. And for this reason we
have the teaching of rebirth complete, even though there is no vestige
of memory of their beginningless past in the minds of those who are
born into the world.

The books which contain the tradition of the Mysteries, as handed
down to India by one branch of the old red race, are called the
Upanishads: that is, the Books of Secret Teachings, or Hidden Wis-
dom; and there are two chief passages 'n the Upanishads which deal
with the teaching of rebirth. The first of these is in a passage which
is traditionally known as the Lore of the Five Fires; because, in it,
the worlds above this, through which the soul passes in its descent
into birth, are spoken of as fires. There is, first of all, the higher
celestial world, the paradise of peace, where the soul has rested
through long years, after its last birth; and in this world, the soul is
an immortal and angelic being, above the waves of birth and death,
free from the shadow of sorrow and pain. When the time for the new
birth comes, we are told, the gods offer up the soul as a sacrifice in
the fire of the celestial world, and from this sacrifice, the lunar lord
is born. This is a simple allegory in the old mystery language: the
gods who offer up the soul are its own inherent powers, its unfulfilled
destinies, itsattractions to other beings alive on this earth, its own —
thirst for further physical life; these offer it as a sacrifice; dying out
of the celestial world, it is born into the psychic world, the midworld
between earth and heaven.

The lunar lord is the psychic body; and all through the mystery
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teachings the moon is used as the symbol of the psychical world.
This in part because the moon, as cause of the tides, is regent of
the waters—the waters being the commonest symbol of the psychic
realm, and in part because the waxing and waning of the moon repre-
sent the great law of alternation, which rules everything psychic, and
appears in our human life in the alternating emotions of pleasure and
pain, hope and fear, sorrow and joy. The lunar lord is the psychic
body, the personal self, who lives through the life of the emotions,
and whose keen sense of being is due wholly to the alternation of
emotion; since any one emotion continued indefinitely would bring
2 sense of numbness, of total absence of that keen feeling which is the
very life of the personal self. Therefore sorrow and fear are as much
the food of the personal self as are hope and pleasure; since the one
can never be separated from the other.

From the psychic world, the borderland between earth and heaven,
the soul passes downwards to the physical world, which i called the
third fire, through the intermediation of human parents, who ate the
remaining two of the five fires. To enter into a fuller explanation of
this symbolism of the fires, and the part they play in birth, would
carry us away too far from the main theme; but it may be said
that this apprehension of bodily life as a fire, or radiant energy, and
its further analysis according to the color of the flames, is a part of
symbolism which runs through the whole tradition of the Mysteries,
from the remotest ages to the present day. g

In the passage we are quoting from, the actual earthly life of man
is embraced within a sentence as brief as an epitaph: He lives aslong
as he lives, and so he dies. Then we come to the brief description
of the Indian rite of burning the body, and we are told that the soul
rises from the pyre in a vesture the color of the sun, and passes
upwards again through the three worlds.

And here we are met by another great part of the mystery teach-
ing: the teaching of the difference of destiny after death. ihete
are in reality three paths open for the soul which has just left the
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body, and these three paths depend wholly on its inherent quality and
spiritual treasure and attainment. For those whose imaginations
have been wholly set upon earthly life, and who have never caught a
glimpse of the Beyond, nor any gleam of the celestial light that shines
to us from the back of the heavens, their destiny is, to be born again
almost without an interval; to begin a new earth-life, as soon as the
former earth-life is ended.

Those who have been full of aspiration, of religious longings for
happiness in a better world; whose imaginations have been full of
pictures of heaven and glory to be won and enjoyed by themselves,
are carried upward on the strong stream of their aspirations, and
ascend once more through the regions of the psychic world, in their
order according to their remoteness from earth and nearness to the
higher and more spiritual worlds. Their aspirations are a body of
forces, as definite as those wrapped up in the seed of a tree, which
will bring forth an oak, a beech, or an elm, according to their inherent
character, and thus give birth to a life that may endure for generations.
And, as the whole growth of a huge forest-tree is stored up in a
minute seed, and lies hidden there, in a web of invisible forces, so the
soul carries its future with it, in the germs of its aspirations and
desires. ]

But these aspirations and desires were formed for the personal self
by the personal self, and therefore they are not devoid of the element
of egotism, of self-centeredness; they cling ‘around the personal
self, and depend on it. And they are mixed with other desires,
for more material happiness, for more earthly joys, to be satisfied
only by a new return to earth. So that the soul full of religious
aspiration for the personal bliss is yet bound; it has not escaped the
cycle of necessity, the law of repeated birth. Drawn up by its
aspirations to the verge of the celestial world, it is irradiated by the
spiritual light, and opens and expands in that light as a flower
expands in the sunshine. Then for generations or ages it bathes in
the joys of satisfied aspiration, with a full sense of personal bliss and




































































































































