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Never the spirit was born, the sprrit shall cease to be never,;
Never was time 1 was nol, End and Beginning are dreams !
Birthless and deathiess and changeless remanelh the spirit for ever,
Death hath not toucked it at all, dead though the house of il seems !
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Nay, but as when one layeth
His worn-oul robes away,
-And, taking new ones, suyeth,
“ These will [ wear lo-day?"
So pullell by the sprrit
Lughtly uts garb of flesh,
And passeth lo inkerit
‘A resudence afesh,

Bitto.1vap-Gird,






CHAP,

T

I,
III.

IV,

v

VI
VII.
VIII.

1X

XI.
XIT.
XIII.
X1V.
XV,
XVI,

XZIII.

CONTENTS.

THE PROBLEM OF LIFE
ONLY A DREAM .
ALFRED NIRMAN .
GUESSES AT TRUTH .
THE STANTONS .
DOLPHINTON . .
A HIDDEN KEY .
EVOLUTION . .
THE HOBIZ:)N WIDENS
THE QUEST DISCLOSED
THE MYSTIC MS.

DROWNED . .

.

OLD FRIENDS IN NEW BODIES

ALCIDES AND MENAS

1600 YEARS AGO .

SC1IENCE AND RELIGION .

THE PROBLEM SOLVED

PAGF

10
18
33

55

84
103
122
134
144
155
164
175
191

204






THE MYSTIC QUEST.

——t

CHAPTER T.
THE PROBLEM OF LIFE.

Cain. We knew alrcady that there was death.
Lucifer. But not what was beyond it.

Cain. Nor know I now.
ByroN— Cain.

Dors anything happen by chance ?

What & wide field for speculation this question
opens cut! I have known some people to whom
life appcared .to be but a series of chances, coin-
cidences, accidents, from the day of their bivth to
the moment of their death, when they passed from
this world’s stage without a single ray of light or
hope of future life. 1 have known others whore
whole life has seemed to them the continuous
intervention of a special providence, guiding and
regulating the sequence of events down to the
minutest detail, and preparing them for a glorious
life of eternal bliss hereafter. ~ Each individual
will doubtless answer this question according to
his own experiences and idiosyncresics, and as
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2 THE MYSTIC QUEST.

our experiences are ever varying, so our ideas
are constantly undergoing modification and change
to cover our new and extended range of con-
sciousness.

Up to the time of the events I am now about
to relate, I had no experience which would enable
me to give any definite answer to this question.
It is true I was more of an optimist than a pessimist,
but that was the result of natural disposition rather
than of conclusions derived from actual experience
or reason.

That which altered the whole course of my life
would doubtless be called a chance circumstance
by many people, and dates from the day of my
meeting with Alfred Nirman.

It was during the summer of 188-, and I had
been engaged for several months in some engineer-
ing work in the large manufacturing town of
Hellborough, in the North of England, one of
those great centres of industry which are the boast
and pride of our mercantile age. I loved my pro-
fession for its own sake and as a science, but I
thoroughly detested all commercial transactions.
I was not to the manner born of modern competitive
industry, but had been forced by circumstances
into the business mould and the money-making
world, and had to fight the battle as best I might. I
was a poet and an artist by temperament, rather
than a man of business; but my early aspirations
in this direction had never been realised, and now
a fair amount of knocking about in the world had
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to a great extent blunted my finer perceptions,
yhile at the same time I had acquired a deeper
insight into human nature, and a practical ex-
perience of the world; and this, together with
my scientific training, enabled me to formulate a
philosophy which served me in place of any deeply
rooted religious convictions or creed.

I was, however, always conscious of an ideal which
as yet I had failed to realise. I have said that I
loved my work for its own sake, yet I had no
particular ambition to make a name in my profession,
and still less did I aim at making a fortune. I
knew well enough that in these days of competition
a man must bend all his energies in the direction
in which he wishes to succeed, and subordinate
everything to the ons object of his desire; but
although naturally energetic and sanguine, I found
myself not merely without a sufficient motive for
success from a worldly point of view, but often with
a singular consciousness of some object in my life
which had not yet disclosed itself, and which lay
altogether apart from those interests which absorb
the energies of the man of the world. What it
was that I was destined to do or to become I could
not even guess, but certain it was that this feeling
prevented me from concentrating my energies in
any special direction, or striving after a successful
career as a man of business. I had indeed an
intuitive feeling that what the world counted of
most value was not worth striving after, and that
there was some course of action in store for me in



4 THE MYSTIC QUEST.

the future which would lead me entirely away from
the beaten track of human ambition.

I was a problem to myself in this respect. Msr
friends were kind enough to prophesy a successful
life, for I was naturally energetic and of steady
business-like habits, but I smiled and kept my own
counsel. Once, indeed, I unconsciously betrayed
myself, in the course of a friendly conversation with
a gentleman with whom I had been closely connected
in business, and who was himself a successful man of
the world. ¢ Ah! I can see that your ambition is
to become a millionaire,” he had said, and without
thought or pause I replied: “I have no such
ambition, but a work to do in the world which
neither you nor I know of yet.” I said it almost
as if the words had been, put into my mouth,
nor could I explain myself any further when pressed
for my meaning. Yet it revealed the existence of
some latent principle, some hidden destiny which
was slowly but surely evolving out of the hetero-
geneous elements of my life. I scarce understood
it myself at that time, though I can do so now, for
life is no longer an insoluble problem, a chance, a
caprice—but I must not anticipate.

It was the month of August, and I was feeling
the need of a holiday. The penalty of living in a
manufacturing town was weighing heavily upon me.
I could not at any time catch the enthusiasm of
commercial enterprise and money-making, which
enables some men to feel a keen delight in the
hum and roar of machinery, the ceaseless grind o_f
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wheels, and the fierce competition of buying and
selling. Though living in the midst of it, I looked
dpon the battle and strife altogether from an outside
point of view. I could not but ask the why and
wherefore of this terrible struggle for existence,
this relentless law of supply and demand, in which
human life and human nature count for nothing,
and gold is the only standard. Alas! for the
millions who toil, hopelessly, cheerlessly, driven by
hunger and necessity, to drag the great gilded car
of the god Mammon. What room is there in our
huge commercial system, in our age of iron and
steel, for that soul in man which is more than half
divine to assert its supremacy, or claim its birth-
right. One man’s necessity is another man’s
opportunity, and the devil takes the hindermost.
There is scarce human sympathy enough to hide
with a cloak of so-called charity the victims who
fall by the thousand, crushed down, mangled, and
trodden to death by their stronger or more success-
ful fellows.

There may be those who can walk the streets of
our great cities, unconscious of the grim phantoms
which meet them at every turn, and give the lie
to our boasted civilisation and our Christian creed.
There may be those whose ears are closed to the
great cry, the great need of humanity ; those whose
organisms are adapted by nature or by long habit
to the noise, and strife, and smoke, and dirt which
are the elements in which they live, the very breath
of their nostrils. But with me it was far other-
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wise. I was painfully couscious that the atmo-
sphere 1 was breathing was not merely physically
impure, but thick with human passions and humaf
degradation. The black pall which hung over the
city was not one of smoke merely, but a terrible
aura, wherein was reflected much which to the mere
physical eye was put out of sight by the respectudle
portion of the community, in back slums and
nameless dens of infamy. Put out of sight, and
as much as possible out of mind: a problem to be
solved by those whom it might more immediately
concern—not to be considered save as touching the
pecuniary interests of the capitalist, or the stake of
the politician.

There were times when I felt these problems of
life keenly, not so much on my own account, for
life had heen comparatively easy to me, but because
I could not separate my own individual life or
future destiny from that of humanity as a whole.
I felt that in some way the solution of the smaller
problem must be contained in the larger one. The
individual units of the human race must all be
subject to some universal law, there must be some
generalisation which will cover all the phenomena of
humanity, some such law as that of the con-
servation of energy, acting on the moral as well
as the physical plane. The phenomena of nature
were to us but a chaos before this great law was
enunciated : what are the phenomena of humanity
now but a mass of isolated experiences, with no
common law to bind them into a comprehensible
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whole? Can it be that the realm of natural law
is so inflexible, so orderly, while there is naught but
taprice governing our human nature? Is there
no grand generalisation which can give us the key
to the situation, and enable us to collect all the
varied experiences of humanity, all its hopes, fears,
failures, and achievements, now and in all ages,
under one common law of cause and effect? Is
it all chance that we are born, and live, and suffer,
and die—it may be in one way as a spoilt child of
fortune, it may be in another as an outcast and a
beggar ?

I could not believe it, but neither could I solve
the problem. Science and philosophy seemed but
blind guides, while religion covered but a very
small portion of the problem by reason of its being
individual and exclusive : nct based upon natural
law and universal experience, but upon fallible
authority and individual prejudice. Ivery religious
fanatic will die for his faith, though that for
which one man will die is looked upon by another
as essentially and fundamentally erroneous, and far
removed from true enlightenment and salvation.
Viewed from a strictly impartial point of view, all
religions have an equal claim, inasmuch as they
represent to their respective devotees the highest
aspect of truth which for the time being they are
capable of understanding. But there must be some
underlying law which will account for these differ-
ent manifestations of the same principle: the re-
ligious 4nstinct in man. One religion offers one
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solution, another a different one, but none cover
the whole ground of human experience.

These problems were weighing somewhat heavily
upon my mind at the period of which I write. It
was glorious summer weather, and I was longing
to be away from the heat and smoke of the town.
In the winter, when nature lies dormant, and does
not woo us in a thousand attractive moods, our
souls may also sleep, and the dull mechanical
round of daily life be performed less consciously as
a burden and a task, DBut in summer we awake
to a realisation of our limitations. The larger life of
nature unfolding around us touches a responsive
chord within our hearts, and we feel more or less
intensely that there is a great soul and a great
joy in nature, which lies beyond and above our
everyday life.  Isnot this joy our birthright ? Must
we always be creatures of sense, blunting our finer
faculties in the ceaseless struggle for bare existence ?

Thus it is that in the summer-time our souls seek
to respond to the fully awakened activities of nature,
and we long to be away in the woods and the fields,
scenting the fresh sweet air, or climbing the moun-
tain, at the summit of which, the larger prospect
meeting our view, seems to dwarf for the time being
our individual experiences and triels. Would it
not be well if we could fix our mental attitude
permanently on some such height, looking at our
individual life through the reverse end of the tele-
scope, instead of isolating it in time and space, and
making it appear the one object of interest within
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the field of observation. To lose sight of our indi-
viduality in the great life of hunauity, is perhaps
after all the wisest philosophy.

But who is there who does not look forward to
his summer holiday with anticipations of the greatest
delight, and look back upor it as the one bright
spot in the passing year, the period when he comes
nearest to realising what life might be, if freed from
the necessity of wasting its energies in the ceaseless
strife to get the better of his fellows ?

I had been looking forward to my liberation for
some time, and now it was close at hand. My
portmanteau was packed, and on the morrow I
would turn my back on the smoky chimneys and
grimy buildings of Hellborough, and seek for pure
air and fresh inspiration at the quaint little seaside
resort of Fairlea.



CHAPTER IL
ONLY A DREAM.

Go forth, for thou shalt see what I have seen,

And break thro’ all, till one will crown thee King

Far in the spiritual city.

Then Galahad on the sudden, and in a voice

Thrilling along the hall, to Arthur call’d,

“But I, Sir Arthur, saw the Holy Grail,

I saw the Holy Grail and heard a cry—

‘0 Galahad, and O Galahad follow me.’”
TENNYSON— The¢ Holy Grail,

LATE in the evening of the day previous to my
departure for Fairlea, I was sitting in my armchair,
smoking and thinking. I was thinking of what I
had just been reading: Tennyson’s ¢ Holy Grail.”
The poem had a great attraction for me; it seemed
to correspond to my own ideal of something great
and noble lying far beyond the conditions of life in
this world, some Great Quest worthy to be sought
out at all hazards; which, indeed, we could but
half understand, but which might be realised by the
few of lofty and pure ideal. '

I did not attach any particular religious signifi-
cation to the poem; indeed it was somewhat of a
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problem to me how little my conceptions were
moulded on the strictly orthodox forms of belief in
which I had been brought up. But I had failed to
find the motive for this Great Quest in any of those
religious ideals to which some people cling with so
much tenacity. I could not tell as yet what the
Quest might mean, or what form it would take in
my own life; nevertheless, I fully believed that
there was some kind of reality corresponding to the
ideal.

But now, as I sat thinking somewhat dreamily
over the matter, I passed into a state of sleep,
without, however, losing the thread of my medita-
tions; so that what I dreamed seemed to be con-
nected in some way with the Great Quest of which
I had been reading.

At first my dream took no definite form, but I
felt as if T were preparing myself for some enter-
prise which would demand the exercise of all the
strength and epthusiasm which was stirring within
me, and which seemed to gain in intensity every
moment. I felt a great exultation, a great hope;
it was as if some darkness, some cloud, had been
lifted from my life, revealing a destiny and a
purpose which had hitherto been concealed. More
than that, I was conscious of a subtle kind of life
pervading my being, which at the same time seemed
to be part of everything around me, though I was
not conscious of being in any particular place, or in
the presence of any one. It was as if all around me
were filled with a strange mysterious conscious life,
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of which I myself was a part, my own individual life
pulsating in perfect harmony with a great ocean of
life, which, indeed, seemed to be the very root and
innermost source of all existence.

Gradually, however, this feeling passed away, and
it appeared that I was being separated out and in-
dividualised, while as 1 became more and more self-
centred I lost touch with the great life of which I
had just been a part, and which now seemed to sink
back, to pass in a mysterious way beyond the reach
of my faculties. Soon the sense of personality
became the predominant one, though I still retained
the impress, the aroma, of that perfect state of un-
conditioned life from which I had emerged. 1 felt
an intense peace, a great calm; I was strong, col-
lected, self-possessed, as if naught in the universe
could shake my mind, or cause me trouble, doubt,
or fear.

And now I became aware of the presence of
others. I was in a small room or chamber, the
walls of which seemed to be of stone, but hung
with some kind of tapestry. The room was lit by
means of & single oil lamp of antique workman-
ship, suspended over a table in the centre. On the
table were a great variety of scrolls and parchments,
containing strange writing, hieroglyphics and geo-
metrical figures. I was standing near the foot of
the table, while at the head sat a venerable old man,
Two other persons were present, a young man and &
maiden. We were all listening to the words of the
old man, though when I awoke I could not recall
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what he had said. 1t seemed as if he were instruct-
ing us in some ancient lore, some mysterious occult
knowledge ; and, moreover, it appeared to be a
golemn leave-taking, as if he were giving us some
last instructions prior to a long separation. I was
conscious that I and the others with me were pledged
to some great purpose, some high enterprise. It
was as if we had taken a vow which was stronger
even than death, a pledge which could only have its
fulfilment in eternity, an enterprise which would be
followed down the ages.

But now the scene changed. I was lying upon
a couch in a different room, and I knew that I was
dying of a mortal wound. How I had come there
or received the wound I did not remember, but
bending over me and,holding my hand was the
young man I had seen in the previous part of my
dream.’ A great sadness at parting from him seemed
to pervade my mind, a great sadness and at the same
time a strange, exultant joy. I knew that I was
dying rapidly. I could not speak, but I feebly re-
turned the pressure of his hand, smiled on him, then
closed my eyes. My life was sinking back to some
deep, mysterious source. I felt once again that I
was losing my individuality in the great ocean of
Being. The same feeling as in the first portion of
my dream was gradually stealing over my conscious-
ness. Again I was entering that celestial atmosphere
which seemed to radiate and pulsate with the very
essence of one’s conscious existence. Could this
indeed be death ? Yes, I knew that it was death
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I knew that life and consciousness were parting from
the body, the earthly garment. One last glance of
recognition of him I loved, and then—I had glven
myself up entirely to the bliss of perfect life, found
only in death.

Thus in my dream I passed the gates of death, the
portals of the grave. ¢ Only a dream,” I hear some
say, a baseless, airy, insubstantial fabric, valucless
and meaningless ; but let us see.

My sensations on awaking from my sleep were very
curious. For some time after opening my eyes I
could not tell where I was, whether it was morning or
night, what day it was, or what were the events which
lay nearest my waking life. The impression of my
dream was so strong upon me that, though conscious
that it was but a dream, it gfill seemed to hold all my
faculties in a state of perfect control. My mind was
still pervaded by that exquisite harmony of life into
which my very soul seemed to have melted. Very
gradually my waking consciousness returned. I re-
membered that I had fallen asleep in my chair ; it was
quite dark when I did so, and I had not lit my lamp
or pulled down the blind, and now the room was
flooded with the rays of the moon, which accounted
for the strange soft light which appeared to my eyes,
when I first opened them, to be part of that beautiful
essence in which I had been living. Then I remem-
bered what day it was, and that on the morrow I
was starting for my holiday. The book I had been
reading was lying on the table beside me, my pipe
was still in my hand. I was stiff and cramped with
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sitting so long in one position. Looking at my
watch I found that it was past midnight. But I
was reluctant to move, for the impression of my
dream was still vividly real, and even now I was con-
scious of a great repose, a great joy, such as I had
never before experienced in my waking moments.
But what of the dream itself, and the part I had
played in the scenes which had passed before my
vision ? I could not connect them with any events
in my life; and what could be the explanation of
that deep sense of rest and satisfaction which I was
still experiencing ? I felt as if I had come through
some great crisis in my life, had successfully sur-
mounted some obstacle, some barrier which had
hitherto been holding me back. My exultation was
such as a man might feel who had been struggling
for years against adverse fortune, and who woke up
one morning to find the world at his feet. And yet
there was nothing to account for this strange de-
light. It was only a dream which had produced it.
Only a dream! What is a dream? Reflex action
of the brain, science replies. A fig for science : my
dream was something more than reflex action, for 1
could not asgociate it with any events in my life,
any words, thoughts, or actions. True, I had fallen
asleep thinking of the Great Quest, and in some way
my dream seemed to be connected with that. But
how ? Strangely enough, I could not remember any
words spoken, or the faces of the actors in my dream.
My own personality even I could not recall, except
that I appeared to have been some one else, and not;
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my present self. The events had no relation to my
present life, nor was there anything in my history or
even in what I had read which could suggest thém.
Neither was I conscious of any new light, any new
truth ; the vision did not appear to be either a
prophecy or a revelation; I could not connect it
with any intellectual process—it seemed rather to be
a state of consciousness transcending that mental
activity which governs our waking consciousness, and
which connects our life inseparably with the ideas
of time and space.

Yet there was one word I did remember, one
name which was still ringing in my ears as if it had
been spoken aloud at the moment of waking, and
which was strangely familiar to me, as if it lay far
back in the depths of my memory, where I could not
reach its associations.

That name was Alcides, the name of the compa-
nion from whom I had been parted by death. Who
could he be ? What, indeed, could it all mean ?

Long I remained trying to solve the problem.
Of one thing only I could be certain, that I had
somehow in my dream found the great source of all
life, and mingled my own being in that deep fountain
of pure existence where, freed from the conditions
and limitations of our physical senses, we can enter
into a state of perfect bliss. Could it be that in my
dream I had really entered a state of post-mortem
life? Had I not, indeed, in one part of my dream
consciously passed into that state through the gates
of death? It seemed impossible to realise such a
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state of existence on this earth, in any physical body.
It was pure and spiritual, it lay far beyond our reach
in this life of struggling sinful human passions. No
taint of earth, no bonds of sense could enter into
such a pure flame of life, yet surely such a life must
be attainable, else how could I have realised it, even
in a dream ?

Long did I meditate upon the mystery, but could
not find an answer, and when at last I went to
bed, I did not dream again ; no further vision was
vouchsafed, but only dreamless sleep; while the
bright morning sunshine, promise of a glorious
day, quickly dispelled the lingering fancy of my
dream, which indeed would not be recorded here,
did it not bear strangely upon the events of the next
few days.



CHAPTER IIL

ALFRED NIRMAN.

Our birth is but a sleep and a forgetting :
The Soul that rises with us, our life’s Star,
Hath had elsewhere its setting,
And cometh from afar.
WoRDSWORTH— Ode to Immortality.

WHEN I took my seat in the 10.40 express there
was no other occupant of the second-class smoking
apartment I had selected, but a few minutes hefore
the train started another passenger took possession
of the corner opposite to me. He was a somewhat
handsome-looking man, with dark almost black
hair which seemed to curl naturally and profusely,
and a well-trimmed beard and moustache. I judged
him to be somewhat past thirty, and he had the
appearance of a man who had seen a good deal of
the world. But his face was pleasant, intellectual,
and attractive, while there was a reserve of strength
about it which told of character, eloquence, and
refinement,.

I did not notice these particulars immediately,
for I was watching an interesting group on the
platform, and absorbed in my own reflections,
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Presently, however, the train moved out of the
station. For about three miles the railway passed
through, or rather over one of the most miserable
quarters of the town. There was nothing to be
seen but rows upon rows of black, desolate, tumble-
down dwellings, upon which even the sunshine
could not put a single touch of colour or joy. The
air was clouded with smoke and soot, and as far as
one could see was a wilderness of tiled roofs, with
not a single object upon which the eye could rest to
relieve the monotony. Looking down at the narrow
streets and courts immediately under the railway
arches my soul sank within me to think that human
beings should live year after year under such con-
ditions of poverty and dirt. I knew that much of
it was the result of vice and depravity, but I also
knew that there was .ma.ny a brave and honest
heart there, striving to keep above water, to retain
self-respect—worthy indeed of better circumstances,
yet barely able to earn a living for wife and
children,

And these children, these wretched children!
Ah! what cruel fate could it be which would
plunge an embryo human soul into such an environ-
ment ? There must be a terrible fallacy in our
orthodox Christian creed, for it offers no solution to
such a problem as this; no solution which can
appeal to our most elementary sense of justice.
Many a time I had passed through this district, and
on every occasion the problem would rise before me
as it did now, demanding a solution in the name
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of all that I held most divine and sacred in human
nature.

We may indeed close our minds to the problém,
we may shut our eyes and stop our ears, and go
about our daily business or pleasure with no concern
save for our own affairs, or may perhaps salve our
conscience with a few charitable donations, but the
problem must be solved if we would know our own
destiny, and no thinker can ignore it. It stands
face to face with our great ecclesiastical religion,
with our ponderous machine for man’s salvation, and
demands an answer in terms of justice and love.

I was roused from my meditations by my travel-
ling companion addressing me and asking my per-
mission to smoke. This was such an unusual
courtesy on the part of one who appeared to be an
Englishman, more especially as we were in a smoking
compartment, that I looked at him with some
curiosity, at the same time giving a ready assent to
his request. Since the ice had thus been broken I
determined not to be behindhand, for I was taken
with his appearance and manner. I pulled out my
cigar-case and offered it to him, but he had already
produced a pipe and declined with thanks. I
selected a cigar myself and proceeded to light it,
while my companion filled his pipe. Prepared thus
to be sociable I was about to make an introductory
remark concerning the weather, that Alpha and
Omega of polite conversation, when he anticipated
me in a way which rather took me by surprise.

“Pardon me,” he said, ** but I have been reading
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your thoughts; you have been looking upon the
dark side of human nature, and are inclined to regard
it ds a hopeless problem.”

“You have made a very good guess at what was
in my mind,” I replied. “T.ook at these miles and
miles of wretched streets, they are hardly suggestive
of bright or hopeful reflections.”

¢ Perhaps not, but we are already leaving themn
behind and getting into the open country,” he said.
‘“ After all, they only occupy a very infinitesimal
space on the face of the globe.”

¢ A festering sore does not cover much of the
body,” I replied, ¢ but it is a sure indication of dis-
ease in the blood which circulates through the whole
system.  These dark spots are not mere local ma-
ladies, they are-centres yhere the rottenness of our
civilisation comes to a head.”

I think you are right there,” he answered. 1
take a considerabls interest in such questions, and
should be glad ,to hear your views somewhat more
fully.”

“T am afraid I have no definite opinion to offer,”
I replied. “The hopelessness of the matter appears
to me to be just this, that all that philanthropy, or
charity, or Christianity can do, does but touch the
surface of the evil.”

“ What then do you suppose to be the root ?”
he asked.

I smiled and said: “ Can you give me a solution
of the problem of man’s depravity, or the origin of
evil 27
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“T cannot profess to do that,” he said; “but I
think we may see the more immediate cause to be
ignorance and selfishness. The majority of the
community are simply trying to make the best of
this life for themselves individually, regardless of
what may be the consequences to their fellows ; and
this because there is no real knowledge of the inter-
dependence and relation of the individual units to
humanity as a whole. Universal Brotherhood is a
mere name, not a living principle governing men in
their relations one with another.”

““Universal Brotherhood is all very well in theory,”
I replied; “but how are you going to make men
act up to such a standard? The Christian religion
above all others professes to teach this principle,
but it is a dead failure so for as the practice is con-
cerned ; for is not England the most ¢ Christian’
country in the world ?”

*“ Wo must not look at this question merely in
relation to one particular religion, nor judge of what
humanity may be able to accomplish simply by the
history of a few thousand years,” my companion
replied. ¢ If the principle of Universal Brotherhood
Ye the right one, or, in other words, if this principle
be really and fundamentally the basis of our humanity,
the natural law of our existence as humanity, it is
bound to be recognised and become the governing
principle in the end.”

“ What end ?” T asked.

My companion smiled, and said: ‘“ When hu-
manity shall have accomplished that for which it is
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humanity. But do not let us confuse the main
questlon by going too rapidly to ultimates. You
see’ I am labouring somewhat under a disadvantage
in not knowing exactly what your view of human
nature is, whether you are a scientist or a religionist,
and I must find out how far we are agreed as to
first principles before I can advance any theory.
Suppose I lay it down as a fundamental axiom that
the progress of humanity as a whole is governed by
the same principles of evolution which we see in
operation around us in every department of Nature.
Or shall T put it in another way, and say that man
in all his aspects stands so related to that great
system which we call Nature, that you cannot sepa-
rate any single phase of his existence, or any single
part of his being, whgther physical, mental, or
spiritual, from the operation of natural law.”

He paused as if for me to reply.

“Pray continue,” I said; “I can readily grant
that propositiop.”

“If then this principle be accepted,” he said, it
follows that man’s well-being depends upon his
knowledge of those laws by which he is conditioned,
while his growth or evolution is in the same ratio as
his acquirement of this knowledge, whether we look
at it from its highest or from its lowest aspect,
whether we regard him as a spiritual being or
simply as an animal. The history of the race in
this respect is the same as that of the individual.
Apply your own individual experience to that of
humanity as a whole, and you have the nearest
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possible solution of the problem you can ob-
tain.”

“ But it seems to me,” I replied, “that it is just
because each one applies his own individual expe-
rience that we have so many varying solutions of
the question.”

“Quite so, but that is not exactly what I meant,”
he answered. “No one can go beyond his own
individual experience in those principles upon which
he bases his conduct or opinions. But what I
intended to convey was this: that the experience
of the race is analogous to that of the individual,
inasmuch as the race must work out every pro-
blem by actual experience, in the same way that
we do so individually, finding the best conditions
for our well-being by repeated failures. Our life
is a continual process of readjustment to meet the
ever widening range of our experience, and history
shows us the same process in operation in regard
to the whole human race.”

“Your view would seem to imply that our only
hope is the attainment of scientific knowledge,” I
said.

““Not in the narrow semse in which the term
scientific is used at present,” he replied. “ Science
deals simply with physical man, and altogether
ignores his mental and spiritual principles, or makes
of these simply the outcome of brute matter and
blind force. Man’s evolution and perfection, accord-
ing to the view I am taking, depends, broadly
speaking, upon three factors; physical development,
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or the perfection of his material organism and
enyironments ; knowledge, or the development of
his mental faculties; and wisdom, or the attain-
ment of spiritual discernment. This latter is the
most important for two reasons: first, because it
is the perfecting of spiritual humanity which is
the great effort of Nature in her evolutionary pro-
cesses, and the final goal of all life; and secondly,
because without wisdom, the lower qualities, how-
ever perfect, may be used for evil as well as
for good, and the-attainment of knowledge only
make the individual or the race more wicked.
But since we have already laid down the principle
that man in all his relations comes within the
scope of natural law, it follows that an understand-
ing of these relations pust be strictly a matter of
scientific knowledge. using that term in its widest
and fullest sense.”

T did not reply immediately, and ho continued :

“You will see that in this view ewsil is the
natural result of our limited knowledge, for our
progress, development, or evolution is strictly ex-
perimental, and it is only by repeated failures,
resulting in suffering, that we discover what is the
right course of action.”

“It appears to me that this applies to our
individual experience to a very limited extent,” I
replied. “ As individuals our experience seems to
be a mere accident of birth.”

“Why should you regard the circumstances of
your birth as mere accident ?” he asked.
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I looked at him questioningly. ‘¢ Pardon me,”
I said, “I do not quite see what you are driving
at.” '

“In other words,” he said, * you have no expe-
rience to show you that the circumstances of your
birth were anything but the merest chance.”

. “I certainly do not see how I had any sort of
choice in the matter,” I replied.

“ Perhaps you will one day learn that you had a
very distinct choice,” he said, < But I will en-
deavour not to mystify you. May I ask whether
you believe in a future life, and if so under what
conditions ? ”

¢ I dobelieve in a future life,” I replied ; ¢ though
I have no idea as to what its conditions will be.
I think, however, that we must begin in the next
world just where we left off here, and that our
future life will be progressive.”

“ Have you anything in the nature of experience
or evidence to warrant this belief ?” he asked.

“No, I must confess that it is rather an infer-
ence, a general deduction from the principle of
evolution perhaps, rather than anything else,” I
said.

“ Bxactly so,” he replied; “in other words, the
inference drawn from your experience up to this
particular period of your life is, that when you
die you will be born into another state, which will
be the natural sequence of, and the conditions of
which will depend upon, the life you have led here.
Should you not similarly deduce from analogy,
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that the conditions of your birth here must be the
natural sequence of your life in a prior state of
existence ? ”

I was somewhat startled, and said: ¢The idea
of a state of existence prior to birth is quite new to
me.”

“ That may be so,” he replied. * Such a possi-
bility has not yet come within the range of your
cxperience, even as a theory; yet the doctrine is
as old as the oldest record of humanity.”

“T have certainly heard of the doctrine of the
transmigration of souls, if it is that to which you
refer,” I said.

“The doctrine has been taught in many different
forms,” he replied; “but let us look at the prin-
ciple apart from any particular form, and see if it
will not throw some light on the problem we have
been discussing. The principle stated briefly is
simply this: that if man possesses an immortal
soul, which is the real experiencer or knower,
that soul must have had a past experience, as well
as having a future one in store, and that just as
the future will be the mnatural sequence of the
present, so the present must be the natural sequence
of the past. In other words, man is at any
given moment the result of all his past expe-
riences.”

“ But we have no recollection of any experiences
prior to this life,” I urged.

“That is by no means incompatible with the fact,
as you will find when you come to study the matter
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scientifically,” he replied. “But all I want to put
before you now is this, that the inequality in the
conditions under which human beings come irfto
existence, and the great diversity of their charac-
teristics, intellectual and moral, is fully explained
in the supposition that the real Ego or Soul is im-
mortal and progressive, and subject in all its con-
ditions to natural laws of cause and effect. Where
is the justice of the unequal lots which fall by birth
to human beings, unless the circumstances of each
man’s birth are the natural result and sequence of
the way in which the man has spent his previous
life, his previous opportunities ? ¢ Whatever a man
sows that shall he also reap’ must be the key to his
position at any moment. Moreover, every indi-
vidual is born with a distinct character, and various
predispositions, even if these are not strongly marked
in some particular direction in cases of what we call
genius,”

“ But is not that merely the result of heredity ? ”
T asked.

“ In general it may follow certain broad principles
which are termed Zeredity,” he replied ; “but heredity
does not by any means cover all the facts of the
case; besides which, heredity is merely a term to
cover certain phenomena, it is not an explanation of
the phenomena. But the explanation is a very
simple one on the hypothesis of an already existing
entity, seeking to become incarnated or born into
this world, for such an entity would naturally be
attracted to the parents and general conditions which
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corresponded with its own individual character:
Thus there is no chance or haphazard in the various
circumstances under which we are born ; everything
is governed by natural laws of cause and effect
operating from the highest spiritual plane down to
the lowest physical or material world.”

I remained silent, thinking over the matter
deeply. A thousand ideas crowded into my mind,
some confirming, some contradicting this doctrine,
which I had now heard stated so fully and clearly for
the first time as a possible key to the problem of life.
And yet—was it for the first time? In those few
moments of concentrated thought the idea seemed to
become perfectly familiar to me, as if it were a
well-known fact revived in my memory, a long-
forgotten story once more brought back to light.
My intuition seemed to grasp it by a rapid process
and acknowledge its truth. What a strange sense
of familiarity! Where could I have learnt it?
I taxed my memory in vain; nothing that I could
remember to have heard or read could account
for it.

Does not every one experience at times some
such strange flashes of intuition, when a person or
a place or some words heard or read for the first
time in this life, come to us with a strong sense of
familiarity, the cause of which we vainly endeavour
to trace ? I could not have remained more than a
few moments thus lost in the depths of my inner
consciousness, but in that short time what cannot
the mind accomplish, even as in a dream the events
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of a lifetime may pass in a single moment. But
when my mind returned again to the surface, it
brought back a consciousness of familiarity with the
ideas just presented to me which was irresistible.
There could be no doubt about it, I was treading on
old ground ; all that 1 had now heard I had heard
before, and not merely heard but recognised as truth
and fact.

“ Will you kindly tell me where or how this
doctrine is taught ?” I said. “I am not aware
that there is any literature on the subject.”

“There is a very extensive literature,” he replied ;
“but perhaps you would not be likely to come
across it umnless your attention was particularly
directed to works on mysticism. The doctrine, as I
said before, is as old ag the oldest records of
humanity, but the form in which it has been taught
has varied in different ages and in diverse religions.
I think you will find it set forth most clearly in the
religion of Buddha, but you will also find it in both
Old and New Testaments if you possess the necessary
key to interpret them.”

¢ What is that key ? ” I asked.

“It is known to very few,” he replied. ‘It
was once known to the Church, but they have now
utterly lost it, and read the Bible simply in its dead
letter form, in spite of the explicit teachings of their
great Apostle Paul. Have you ever heard of the
Brothers of the Quest ?”

“No,” I replied ; “ what of them ?”

“Very much,” he said, ‘“if you are a born
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Mystic, and much even if you are only a seeker after
tl;uth.”

“ What do you mean by a born Mystic ?” I asked.

“T mean one who in his previous life has acquired
such a knowledge of, or tendencies towards, the
secret mysteries of Nature, that the natural bent of
his mind in this life leads him sooner or later into
the right path for the acquirement of a still deeper
knowledge,” he said.

““ But what have the Brothers of the Quest to do
with the matter ?” I asked.

“They are the custodians of the secret know-
ledge,” he replied ; “men who were once Mystics
themselves, but are now Initiates and Masters of
occult science, and can teach those who are fitted to
receive such instructions, mysteries of Nature and of
humanity of which science or religion know nothing
whatever.”

¢ Pardon me yet another question,” I said—for
the train was already slowing into the junction
where I should have to change, while 1 had seen by
the label on my companion’s bag that he was going
further—¢¢ you have interested me too deeply to
permit of my losing the clue you have given me.
May I ask you to tell me how I may follow it
up ? »

“I see you are going to IFairlea,” he replied;
‘““how long are you staying there ? ”

“T hope to be there about a fortnight,” I said.

“In that case I shall see you again, for I am

going there the day after to-morrow,” he said, ‘“ and
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we can then renew our discussion. I shall stay at
the CIliff Hotel, here is my card.”

I thanked him, and took the card he handed to
me. We shook hands, and I hurried after the
porter who had already taken my luggage.

Before slipping the card into my pocket, I glanced
at it and read, M». Alfred K. Nirman.



CHAPTER 1V.
GUESSES AT TRUTH.

Bcehold, we know not anything ;
I can but trust that good shall fall
At last—far off—at last, to all,
And every winter change to spring.
TENNYSON.

FarLEA is about an hour’s ride from the junction,
but so absorbed was I in my thoughts and reflec-
tions that I scarcely noticed the time or the scenery
through which I was passing. I have a dim recol-
lection that there were two other people in the com-
partment with me, a lady and a gentleman, but I
could not havetidentified them again had my life
depended upon it.

The words and arguments of Nirman had made a
deep impression on my mind, and more than that, I
had been strongly attracted by the man himself,
and strangest of all was the sense of familiarity both
with what I had heard and with the man who had
told it to me. Here was an apparently chance
meeting with a total stranger, who in the course of
a brief conversation had presented to my mind a
new solution of certain problems which had quite

C
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recently been pressing themselves on my attention
with more than ordinary force. He had given me
quite a new light, a new clue, and yet the whole
thing had now impressed itself so strangely on my
mind, that I might have been discussing well-known
facts and theories with a confidential friend, rather
than new and startling ideas with a perfect stranger.

I could not account for it. I had a feeling as if
I had entered a new phase in my life. There was
a sense of anticipation, of renewed energy, of the
removal of some oppressive shadow. I argued that
it was simply a natural exhilaration in anticipation
of my holiday, but that explanation was not wholly
satisfactory, the cause seemed to lie far deeper.

At the end of my journey,however, I was obliged to
rouse myself from my reverie,and quickly transferring
myself and my belongings to a conveyance, I directed
the driver to proceed to the Cliff Hotel.

The rest of the day was spent in rambling about
the cliffs and beach, enjoying to the full the fresh
air and glorious sunshine, and the sense of relief
and freedom from the responsibilities and drudgery
of business. It was to me one of those perfectly
happy days which we can so rarely experience, when
the discords of life are resolved for a brief space into
perfect harmony, and we can touch and realise that
deeper soul in Nature which it is the province of the
poet, the painter, or the musician to interpret to us
in their own symbolic language.

Now that I look back upon that day it appears as
the turning-point of my life, when the mysterious
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influence which had hitherto remained latent in my
consciousness awoke to life and activity, and became
the key-note to all my thoughts-and actions.

How well I remember the evening of that same
day, when I strolled along the cliffs, watching the
beautiful after-glow in the sky, a peculiar light
which I loved well ; for in my earlier days, before
the contact with the busy world had blunted my
romance, I used to climb a hill and watch the
sunset, and remain long after looking at this same
pale glow, gradually fading out of the West.

I loved the light of fading day, and now I walked
slowly along until I reached the extremity of the
little town, where the road led off across the moor,
and here I seated myself. The full moon was rising
over the sea, and soon her light began to replace
the fading after-glow. It was, indeed, a lovely
night, an ideal time for lovers.

Shakespeare’s scene in ““ The Merchant of Venice ”
came into my mind, where Lorenzo and Jessica vie
with each other in describing the events which each
imagined to have taken place ‘‘in such a night as
this.”

“ Lor. The moon shines bright : in such a night as this,
When the sweet wind did gently kiss the trees,
And they did make no noise, in such a night
Troilus methinks mounted the Troyan walls
And sigh’d his soul towards the Grecian tents,
Where Cressid lay that night.”

Who is there who has not felt the influence of
“gsuch a night as this ?” It stirs our deepest senti-
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ments, and makes us realise that there is a larger,
fuller, purer life than that which we live in the
world from day to day. In such a night as this we
exist for a brief space in our ideals, making them
realities, building an airy fabric of imaginings, far
removed from the hard facts of our everyday life.
What can be the secret of this influence, and what
are those chords within us which respond to Naturc’s
subtle touch, in such a night as this?

Why, indeed, should we call such emotions ideal ?
Is it- indeed true that they can have no existence,
no possibility outside of the grey matter of our brain ?
Perish the thought! our whole nature revolts
against it. Can we truly say that the ideal is non-
existent de¢ facto, or is it simply the limitations of
our faculties which prevent us from grasping it and
making it the real? That which we call real is
simply that which comes to us through the avenues
of our senses, but surely dreams are real enough
while we are dreaming them ? What then is the
ideal, and what the real? When we awake we
relegate our dreams to the realm of the ideal; we
look upon them as baseless fabrics, empty nothings.
Science would make consciousness simply the re-
sponse of the mind to external stimuli, and the
mind a mere function of the brain, talking learnedly
about reflex action and wnconscious cercbration.  But
such materialism can satisfy very few minds, if
indeed it can be said to satisfy any. Whatever may
be the arguments for or against the materialist’s
position, logically or scientifically, the majority of
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thinking men will not refuse the evidence of that
deeper instinct which is implanted in our nature,
and which, though it may assume idealistic or
religious forms which at times are fantastic enough,
is still the witness of latent possibilities in our
nature, and represents that motive or effort to realise
the ideal which lies at the root of all evolution.

Does not the ideal exist before the real, and does
not the ideal decome the real in due time? Look
at the ideal of a perfect humanity of which Christ
was the witness and prototype; will any dare to
assert that that ideal cannot be realised, that it was
merely the fortuitous result of a blind force pro-
ducing a certain arrangement of the grey matter of
the brain!

But neither religion nor science as they now exist
can help us to solve the problem of consciousness.
The one offers us blind faith, the other blind force.
Blind guides hoth. Religion presents a thousand
contradictory dogmas; science a thousand antago-
nistic theories. What shall a man do, save follow his
highest ideal, his noblest aspirations? What shall
he do, save be true to that light which shines in the
innermost sanctuary of his heart? That light will
grow and expand as he watches and worships, till
one day it may become a radiance which will illu-
minate the darkest problems of his being.

Let each man be true to his religion, if indeed
that be the highest measure of truth which he can
compass, nor let him despise those gods before
whom others bow, for even the poor fetish worshipper
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does well, not knowing any other truth, The form
is nothing ; the spirit everything. Yet a thousand
fanatic sects cry daily, “Lo here! or lo there! in
this form shalt thou worship, in this temple which
we have built ; all outside are thieves and robbers!”
Religion truly makes a few converts, but nowadays
makes more agnostics.

And if we turn from religion to science, hoping
there to find the solution of the problem, the result
is no better, perhaps worse ; for when we knock at
the portals of the temple of science, we hear naught
but an empty hollow mocking sound, as if beyond
were an abyss of hopeless void. Where then shall
that man turn to whom neither Religion nor Science
can give the key which shall open to him the portals
of truth, and place him in a sanctuary of peace and
certainty, where the storms of life cannot enter, and
the vain contentions and evil passions of the world
cease to vex his soul? In how many minds to-day,
wrung with anguish and doubt, the echo answers
only— Where ?

Something in the nature of these reflections
passed through my mind as I sat there in the
glorious moonlight. Something of this kind I say,
for how can one recount in words the flashes of
thought which rise and vanish when the mind is
lost in contemplation ? A thousand images, similes,
facts, arguments, hopes and fears, pass and repass
in ever varying forms, Yet, in spite of the purely
negative answer which seemed to be all that could
be obtained to the deepest questions of the human
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mind, I felt neither fear nor despair, but rather
hope and exultation. I remembered Goethe’s words,
in "what Carlyle calls “a kind of road-melody or
marching-music of mankind”:

*The Future hides in it
Gladness and sorrow ;
We press still thorow,
Nought that abides in it
Daunting us,—onward.”

‘“ And solemn before us,
Veiled, the dark Portal ;
Goal of all mortal :—
Stars silent rest o’er us,
Graves under us silent |

 While earnest thou gazest,
Comes boding of terror,
Comes phantasm and error ;
Perplexes®the bravest
With doubt and misgiving.”

““ But heard are the Voices,
Heard are the Sages,
The Worlds and the Ages:
¢ Choose well ; your choice is
Brief, and yet endless.

¢ Here eyes do regard you,
In Eternity’s stillness ;
Here is all fulness,
Ye brave, to reward you;
Work, and despair not.’”

It seemed indeed as if the depths of my soul
remained unmoved, as if it were but the surface
which could ever be touched by the strife of con-
troversy; and thongh I could not penetrate to those
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depths, nor find the source of my hope and confi-
dence, the consciousness of its existence was there,
and the possibility of some day standing in the
light of truth seemed hardly to be doubted. It was
only that the way that was closed for the present.
Could it be that the morning of our hope would only
break on the other side the grave ; was the entrance
indeed only through the gates of death, as so many
imaginc? Would the truth suddenly burst upon
our vision in that mysterious realm beyond the veil ?
Is it not rather here, now, in this present life that
we require the truth ? Is it not struggling, sinning,
suffering humanity which requires it ? What have
we to do with our dead ; what does it avail to those
who are left, to those who will follow, whether they
who have gone are blessed or cursed? How can
we be any nearer T'ruth after death than before ?
Every atom bears the impress of the Eternal Verity,
and carries the history of the whole Universe, had
we but the faculty to discern it. Yea; and though
a man flee to the uttermost parts of the Earth, he
shall be no nearer and no further from Z%uih;
though he live a myriad years, he shall not overtake
the Kingdom of God; for that Kingdom is now,
here, in his own heart—or nowhere.

What is this Great Quest in which the whole
Creation groaneth and travaileth together ? Every
religion and sect cries with anathema and maranatha
“Lo! here is the path, cursed are ye if ye follow it
not!” Science cries, “No path at all!” False
guides both. There must be a path, a path that



GUESSES AT TRUTH. 41

lies outside all partial light, all forms of doctrine ;
that lies in action, not belief. Does not right stand
everlastingly opposed to wrong, as action, not belief ?
Belief is individual, isolated, differentiated into a
hundred thousand varieties; it is never exactly the
same individually or collectively from one moment
to another, but is ever being changed and modified
ag the result of—experience. Belief is like the
broken reflection of yonder moon on the surface of
the restless sea—type of unstable human nature.
The light is one, the reflections many. Could we
but purge our soul of passion and desire, might we
not see therein the light of truth eternal, in one
pure steady ray ?  Is this, then, the path of action ;
the strong will to hold in check the lower nature,
letting all causes die which make our life a restless
storm-tossed sea of helpless passion ? Might not
this Earth itself become a paradise, did but each
human being follow the golden rule of love, doing
unto others as he would that they should do to him?
What hinders? Why this ceaseless strife of man
against his fellow-man, rich against poor, nation
against nation, creed against creed ?

Poor, weak, storm-tossed humanity ; surely the
way to all happiness is straight before you could
you but see it. Has it not been preached and
practised by a few of noble life, whom ye indeed
have crucified, and still do crucify? Has not
Christian dogma supplanted Christian life, so that
to-day the Christian faith is but a synonym for
bigotry und persecution ? Men are taught that they
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can be ¢ saved,” even at the eleventh hour, simply
by & profession of belief ; it is so easy to be saved,
is the continual cry; what wonder, then, that men
delay the process, and practise mammon worship, six
and a half days in every seven !

Why does Humanity fail to learn the lesson, fail
to grasp the good? Is not the solution of the
problem the same for all the world, as for an indi-
vidual life; is it not experimental? Do not we
fail, and fall, and sin again and yet again, in face
of all experience? Yet if life has any value at all,
it must be an experimental one. Is it then simply
a matter of evolution; must we still struggle and
fail, until—the lesson well learnt—we shape our
course in harmony with Nature’s laws, instead of
ever breaking them ? .

But all these guesses at truth, what are they
worth, what do they bring save profound sadness?
Aye sadness, and in some cases horrible blank
despair. But in my case only sadness, not de-
spair. In spite of all the seeming contradictions
of life, the central belief in the existence of law
and order, of truth and justice in the government
of the universe, never left me. But I sighed to
think how little hope there appeared of any real
solution of the problem, how little there was to
guide us save contradictory theories, or traditional
beliefs. Yet I could not rid myself of the con-
viction that somewhere, somehow, there was an
open path which would lead out of all uncertainty
into perfect kmowledge of the truth. Was I
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about to find this path? Did Nirman indeed
possess a clue, or was that which he had to tell
me’ only like so many other theories, based on
mere inference ?

I could well believe what he had told me of a
prior existence, it seemed only reasonable once the
existence of an immortal soul be granted; but
there was no more satisfaction in that belief than
in the idea that I should live hereafter, unless I
could know something of the conditions, unless
some solution of the why and wherefore accom-
panied that knowledge.

Thus I meditated in the old, old problem, which
every man must face sooner or later; must face
and answer ere he can step into those lofty realms
of thought where dwell the great ones of the earth.
Thus I sat, while the moonlight danced upon the
water, and the hush of night was over sea and
land ; and the stars looked down upon the sleeping
earth, and beyond the stars the depths of space
eternal echoed back the problem of the infinite.



CITAPTER V.
THE STANTONS.

Iloratio. O day and night, but this is wondrous strange !

ITamlet. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome.

' There are more things in heaven and carth, Horatio,
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy.—Ilamlet.

I 14D been looking forward to my visit to Fairlea
for more reasons than one. It will often happen
that our ultimate motive for any particular action
is one which we do not altogether acknowledge
even to ourselves, unless indeed we make a con-
stant practice of rigorous self-examination. In the
present case my real motive, had I confessed it,
would have been found in my desire to meet again
with Ethel Stanton, who indeed I had seen but
seldom within the last three years, but whose
image I found continually within my mind. Thus
in going to Iairlea to meet her—for I had heard
that the Stantons were spending the summer there
—1I was deliberately courting my fate, for I knew
that if we were again thrown together, the fire
which had been so long smouldering would burst
into flame, and make me the most happy or the
most wretched of beings.
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I could now reasonably ask Ethel to be my wife,
if I found wmy love returned ; but would that be the
case? I had seen so little of the family of late
that I did not even know whether lthel might not
be already engaged, and I had never appeared in
any way in the character of a likely suitor.

It was indeed only because 1 found my mind so
constantly recurring to her, as the one woman I
had ever seen for whom it would be possible for
me to entertain a strong and lasting affection, that
I resolved to tempt my fate on this occasion.

I had known the Stantons more or less intimately
for about six years. Mrs. Stanton was now a widow,
her husband having died two years ago, leaving her,
however, in very comfortable circumstances. The
only children were the two daughters, Harriet the
elder, and Ethel some two years younger.

At one time I had been a constant visitor at their
house in Holland Park, where they dispensed a
hospitality which was much valued by those who
were privileged to enjoy it. Mr. Stanton was a
literary and scientific man, well known to a large
circle in London, but he never strove after position
or effect, neither did Mrs. Stanton or her daughters
make any effort to compete in that empty show of
fashionable life, so-called society, which is the highest
object and ambition of so many.

Mr. Stanton was devoted to science and literature,
and fond of the society of young people ; and thus
it came about that he attracted to himself a circle
of the younger generation, many of whom would
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probably make their mark in the world later on.
The Stantons kept open house for those who en-
joyed their friendship and confidence, and almost
every evening was a social one, devoted to science,
literature, or art. Every member of the family
contributed to the genuine feeling of kindness
and sympathy, combined with refinement and
culture which was the characteristic of the home
circle.

The two girls were well educated, and able to
hold their own in any subject that might be brought
forward. Any new discovery in science, or work
of literary merit was quickly taken up by them,
aud would form the subject of discussion, and often
of experiment also at their evening ¢ at homes.” At
one time they had been greatly interested in so-
called occult phenomena, and 1 had myself taken
part at their house in many experiments in mes-
merism, clairvoyance, and some of the spiritualistic
phenomena which at that time were attracting much
attention. We did indeed satisfy ourselves as to the
genuineness of many of the phenomena, for our
experiments were always made among our own circle,
and we never employed a professional exponent ;
but we were very far from coming to &ny con-
clusion a8 to the true explanation of them, and
many an evening had been spent in discussing
various theories, without, however, any definite
result. I believe, however, that we were generally
unanimous in rejecting the current doctrine as to
the agency of the spirits of departed friends. Some
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of our experiences indeed had been startling enough,
and appeared to give a great air of credibility to
such a theory, but on philosophical and moral
grounds we had been unable to give it credence,
while the general result of our investigations seemed
to point to natural powers which could be developed
and controlled by living persons, which would
account for most if not all of the phenomena.

These interesting experiments however, so far as
I was concerned, had been cut short by my depar-
ture from town on professional work some three
years ago, and during that interval Mr. Stanton
had died. His loss was a sad blow to his family,
and was deeply regretted by many, who, like myself,
had been intimate with him.

Mrs. Stanton, as a widqw lady with two marriage-
able daughters on hand, was very far from being
one of those designing mothers whose first aim in
life is to make a good match for the girls, from a
worldly point of view. The charm of their society
consisted greatly in a total absence of worldliness or
striving after effect, combined with freedom from
conventionality, and perfect sincerity in all they did
or said. There was, indeed, no temptation to make
what is called a good match for either of them, for
they were provided for by their own settlements ;
yet in the social marriage-market daughters are
bought and sold for other things besides money.
It had come to my knowledge indeed that Harriet
had already refused an offer which many girls would
have eagerly accepted, and I felt sure that Kthel
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also would never be tempted to marry, save where
her judgment and her heart alike concurred.

The two sisters were in many respects of Very
different dispositions. Harriet was thoughtful and
meditative, while Ethel was bright and vivacious,
clever and talented, but not so persevering or
wmethodical as her sister. Harriet was somewhat
tall and dark, a very near approach to her mother,
whom she greatly resembled in character as well as
appearance. She was good-looking rather than
handsome, but gave me the impression of a strong
character, capable of doing great things as a matter
of duty and with great perseverance. Kthel, on the
other hand, was decidedly handsome ; not so tall as
her sister, and with a slight though graceful figure,
she was the embodiment of life and spirits. Her
vivacity showed itself plainly in her bright and
merry eyes, and a mouth which was a perpetual
smile.

Harriet had literary tastes, and considerable
talent ; she had written a good many short stories
and some poetry, and contributed more than one
article on social and historical subjects to some of
the magazines ; indeed, her friends looked upon her
as likely to become a popnlar authoress in the near
future. Ethel, on the other hand, was not plodding
or persevering enough to win her laurels by
steadily working at small things as a prelude to
greater efforts. Hers was more the mercurial tem-
perament of a child of nature and an artist; and
in this direction she had not merely talent, but
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real genius. She was equally facile in sketching
with, pen, pencil, or brush, while she excelled also
in music, and could improvise with great taste and
skill. She was by no means behindhand, however,
in literary or controversial subjects, but she seemed
to grasp these rather by a rapid intuitional process,
than by close application or study.

Ethel had, moreover, some peculiar psychic and
clairvoyant faculties which had been repeatedly
tested in the course of the experiments I have
mentioned. On many occasions I had seen her
psychometrise very accurately various letters which
had been brought to her, and of the writers of which
she conld have no knowledge whatever. She would
describe the personal appearance of the writer, and
even the room in whiche the letter was written.
Under the mesmeric influence of Mr. Stanton, who
possessed considerable skill in this direction, she
would pass rapidly into the somnambulic and clair-
voyant state, and by a series of tests arranged
with some friends in Edinburgh it had been
proved beyond doubt that, while in that state,
she could see just as easily what was going on in
their house, four hundred miles away, as she could
what was being done in the room in which she was
seated.

These mesmeric experiments however had been
discontinued in an abrupt and startling manner,
showing that there are dangers connected with
this class of investigation which may baffle even
the most careful and practised operator. The

D
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incident which led Mr. Stanton to discontinue the
experiments was as follows :

Ethel had been mesmerised one evening in’ the
presence of a few friends, myself included, and
as was usually the case she passed (uickly into the
clairvoyant state, She was then handed a sealed
‘envelope, the contents of which were not known
to any one in the room, and she was asked to find
the person to whom the article contained in the
envelope had belonged. This was an experiment
which had often been made before, with articles
belonging to various people who lived at a dis-
tance, and KEthel bhad seldom failed to find the
person with whose peculiar magnetic influence the
article was imbued, and to describe where they
wero or what they were doing; particulars which
had afterwards been verified. ~On this occasion
Ethel behaved strangely from the very commence-
ment of the experiment. Usually she would reply
quickly and readily to the questions put to her by
her father, but now it was some time before she
spoke at all, and she gave no answer to his repeated
inquiry as to what she saw.

At length in reply to a more urgent question,
‘“ Where are you ?” she said.

“In Egypt,” but the answer was given hesi-
tatingly, and as if with reluctance.

“ What do you see ?” was the next question, but
Ethel made no answer.

“ What do you see ?” Mr. Stanton repeated, in a
more authoritative tone,
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“I see a low building among a lot of ruins;
there is a small door, and no windows; a man
is standing at the door, with his gaze fixed on
me " Here she paused.

“ Describe the man,” said Mr, Stanton, but Ethel
was silent.

“ Describe the man,” he repeated more command-
ingly.

‘“ He is dressed in a long brown robe, and wears
a red turban; he has a long beard, and dark pierc-
ing eyes. I do not like him, but his will is strong
—he is drawing me towards him—I must go to
him—his will is stronger than yours.”

I saw a momentary look of deep anxiety pass
over the face of Mr, Stanton, but he was too ex-
perienced a mesmeriser tp give way to alarm. It
had been evident from the commencement that
Ethel was not under complete control, and now
she seemed to be slipping away altogether, under
the influence of the unknown power in the person
of the Egyptian.

Mr. Stanton, though evidently deeply alarmed,
did not lose his self-control.

“His will cannot be stronger than mine,” he
said, “and I forbid you to go to him. Do you
hear ?”

“Yes,” said Ethel, very hesitatingly.

“ Now you will come back,” said Mr. Stanton,
removing the envelope from her grasp, and concen-
trating all his will to give effect to his words.

“Twill you to come back,” he continued, making
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reverse mesmeric passes in order to awaken her.
In this he was ultimately successful, though only by
great exertion, whereas usually no effort whatever
was required.

“Thank Heaven!” he exclaimed, when Ethel
once more opened her eyes. ’

“ What is the matter ? ” she asked, putting her
hand to her head. * Ihave such a headache.”

“I have had great difficulty in bringing you
back,” said Mr. Stanton, who was himself much
exhausted. “Do you remember anything ?”

“ Nothing whatever,” she replied. ¢ Where have
I been ?”

«In Egypt,” said her father ; ¢ but thank Heaven,
my child, you are safe back again. I will never
mesmerige you again, for. there are dangers which
I do not understand, and I will not run any
further risks. But what is in the envelope?”
he said, turning to the gentleman who had
brought it.

“TI do not know,” that gentleman replied. It
was given to me by a friend who is, I believe, a
stranger to every one here. I had been discussing
the subject of mesmeric clairvoyance with him, and
he was very sceptical. Ultimately he asked me to
experiment with a packet he would give me. I
have his permission to open the envelope after the
experiment is over, so let us see at once what is
in it.”

The package was immediately opened, and in it
was found a small splinter or chip of painted wood,
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wrapped up in a piece of paper, on which was written,
¢ Portion of an Egyptian Mummy Case.”

An exclamation of surprise was uttered by most
of those present.

¢ There is some mystery here which we must try
to solve,” said Mr. Stanton. I am convinced that
the Egyptian Ethel saw is a real person, and that
he did actually try to obtain control over her. Do
you know anything about the history of your friend’s
Mummy Case ?”

“Very little,” the gentleman replied, ‘ except
that it has brought him nothing but bad luck, or,
at all events, he considers that he has had nothing
but misfortune since he took it into the house. It
was given to him by a brother, who brought it from
Egypt himself, and so convinced was he that there
was some bad influence about it that he sent it to a
repository a short time ago, as he would not keep
it in the house any longer. I would not like to
pronounce an opinion as to its influence; it may
have been a mere coincidence that his luck has
changed since he sent it away, and he has won a
law-suit which had been dragging on for years, while,
on the other hand, the unfortunate man who super-
intended the removal died a fortnight after.”

“That is certainly very singular,” said Mr.
Stanton ; “ but do you not know anything of the
circumstances under which the case was found and
brought to this country ?”

“ I do not,” he replied, “ but I do not think it has
been here more than two years.”
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We discussed the question from many points of
view, but could not arrive at a satisfactory solutipn.

¢ It is a new fact to me,” said Mr. Stanton, ¢ that
a subject under mesmeric control can be influenced by
a third person altogether unknown, and at a great
distance. I will not run any more risks until I
know something more about the matter.”

Thus the mesmeric experiments were discontinued,
and were not renewed up to the time of Mr. Stanton’s
death,

Had we known anything about the Brothers of
the Shadow we should have had less difficulty in
accounting for what took place that evening.

I had not seen the Stantons at all since Mr.
Stanton died, but I had no doubt that I should
receive & cordial welcome from them whenever I
chose to call. On the first day of my arrival at
Tairlea, however, I felt more inclined to spend the
time in my own company, and it was not until
eleven o'clock the following day that I set out to
pay my intended visit.



CHAPTER VI
DOLPHINTON.

When we, O Mejnour, in the far time, were ourselves
the Neophytes and Aspirants, . . . . we commenced re-
search where modern conjecture closes its Inithless wings.
And with us, those were the common elements of science
which the sages of to-day disdain as wild chimeras, or
despair of as unfathomable mysteries.—Zanoni.

I soon discovered the Stantons’ address in the
visitors’ lis ; it was Dolpshinton Villa, Leabury Road.

Leabury Road is the main road leading out of
the town in a southerly direction, and follows for
some miles the general outline of the coast. The
country here is for the most part moorland, and the
little town of Fairlea ends in a number of scattered
villa residences. Dolphinton I found was one of the
latter, a charming old-fashioned place facing the
water, with a garden in front entered from the main
road.

I paused for a moment before opening the gate,
to admire the situation: the blue sea in front,
dancing in the sunlight ; away to the right the line
of dark rugged cliffs, suggesting caves and pools and
cool retreats on the sandy beach ; inland the un-
dulating moor, with heather and gorse, and sweet-
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smelling peaty turf; while in front of the house
the garden was brlght with old-fashioned flowers,
roses and honeysuckle, mlgnonette, stocks, nastur-
tiums, pansies, and fuchsias, giving both colour and
scent ; and everywhere the hum of bees and insects,
living their brief life in the paradise of nature,
dancing in the sunshine and glory of a perfect
summer day. Would, indeed, that all our days and
all our lives could be bright with such sunshine.

But I turned at last and entered the garden, and
knocking at the front door I sent in my card, and
was quickly shown into a prettily furnished morning-
room, where I found the two girls, the one appa-
rently engaged in writing, and the other in reading
a novel.

They both received me with evident pleasure, and
we had ha.rdly shaken hands when Mrs. Stanton
entered, and in her pleasant hospitable manner bade
me welcome. Mutual inquiries followed as to what
each had been doing since we last met, and I was
taken to task for deserting them for such a long
time.

I found that they were spending the greater part
of the summer at Fairlea, and would remain about
six weeks longer.

“I am only down here for a fortnight,” I said ;
“ while, to tell you the truth, I was very much envy-
ing you just now for being able to idle away the
summer days in this delightful spot.”

“Oh! we shall not allow you to call us idle,”
Ethel exclaimed; “look at that pile of MSS.
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Harriet has been scribbling for a three-volume
novel, and as for me—well, if you will promise not
to be too critical, perhaps I may let you have a
peep at some of my sketches presently.”

“ 1 shall be delighted,” I replied; ¢ but I do not
know that I shall absolve you from the charge of
idleness all the same, for I suppose you just make
your sketches when and how you like, and it would
be the perfection of idleness for me to spend my
time here, following my own inclinations in an
artistic way, whereas I am compelled by fate to slave
from morning to night, in the dirty stifling atmo-
sphere of a manufacturing town, where everything
is iron and steel; hard, relentless, practical mate-
rialism crushing all the soul and poetry out of one’s
nature.” .

“ Poor fellow,” said Ethel, pretending to be
serious; “what a dreadful Karma you must
have.”

‘“ Karma, what is that?” I asked.

“Oh! don’t you know ?” she said. ‘It is Iate,
or Nemesis, only it's not exactly either of these.
Here is a novel I am just reading called ¢ Karma,’
a most delightful muddle of a book.”

¢ Indeed,” I said, laughing ; “I wonder whether
the author would take that as a compliment or
otherwise. But pray tell me what is the subtle
distinction between Karma and Fate, or Nemesis.”

“QOh, you must study a lot of philosophy and
Esoteric Buddhism, before you can understand
that,” Ethel replied ‘ But if the subject is new
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to you we shall have to get about converting you in
a systematic manner.”

“1 do not think you will get me to spend my
holiday in studying philosophy,” I said. I have
never heard of Esoteric Buddhism, and therefore
the subject is quite new to me, and I must cer-
tainly protest against spending my holiday in puz-
zling over metaphysics. If however you try to
convert me by the force of your eloquence, I will at
all events promise to be a patient listener.”

“ We shall certainly try and convert you,” said
Ethel, “and I shall be much surprised if we do
not succeed, with Alfred’s aid.”

“ Who is Alfred ?” I asked.

“Oh, do you not know ?” Ethel said, glancing
with a smile at her sister. .

‘“ Pray enlighten me as to the mystery,” I said,
detecting some hidden meaning in her look.

“Well, as it is no secret, I suppose I may as
well tell you at once,” Ethel answered. ¢ Mr.
Alfred Nirman is”

‘“ Alfred Nirman,” I exclaimed, ‘ how singular;
but I beg your pardon, Mr. Alfred Nirman is—
what ?”

“Is Harriet’s fiancé,” Ethel replied. Do you
know him ?”

“ Yes, but our acquaintanceship only dates from
yesterday. Permit me to congratulate you,” I said,
turning to Harriet, “I was not aware that you
were engaged. I am much interested in Mr. Nir-
man, and am looking forward to seeing him again.
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We travelled together yesterday as far as the
jungtion, and entered into a conversation, in the
course of which he put several matters into quite
a new light for me; and now I think of it, it must
be this same philosophy you were speaking about,
‘to which he was referring.”

“Most likely, and I am glad he has already
succeeded in interesting you so much,” said Harriet.

“It’s capital,” cried Ethel; “now, Mr. Silton,
I am sure we shall make a convert of you, and
you will study philosophy in spite of your
protest.”

“Well, 1 must confess that I am anxious to
hear something more of the subject,” I replied.
¢ Mr. Nirman said that he was coming here to-
morrow, and it is certeinly a delightful surprise
to find that he is so closely related to you. May
I ask you to tell me something about his history,
for he seemed to me to be a man who had gone
through a good deal of experience.”

“You are quite right,” Harriet replied. ¢ His
family were old friends of ours, though we have
not seen much of them for a long time, as they
lived in Scotland. Alfred was the eldest of the
family. His father died many years ago, and since
the death of his mother he has been abroad a great
deal, in fact, nearly all over the world.”

‘“He used to tell us that he was looking for the
Philosopher’s Stone and the Elixir of Life,” said
Ethel. ¢ At that time we did not understand what
he meant, but since he has taught us some of the
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things he found out in India we know what it was
he was looking for.”

“This is very interesting,” I said. ‘Has he
then succeeded in finding these much desired objects
of search ?”

‘“ In one sense he has,” Harriet replied, *“but in
another sense he is still following the Great Quest,
as indeed we all are, though we may not all be
doing so consciously.”

“Of course that all depends upon what you
mean by the Great Quest,” I said; ‘ but I have
certainly hitherto regarded the Philosopher’s Stone
and the Elixir of Life as altogether mythical and
imaginative objects. Do you mean to tell me
seriously that such things really exist ?”

“Yes, I do,” Harriet replied; * but not in their
commonly accepted meaning. When you under-
stand what those terms meant to the alchemists
who used them, it becomes quite another matter.
Alchemy was simply a veil of chemical symbolism
used to disguise some of the deepest secrets of
Nature. The real alchemist needs no chemicals or
crucibles ; but alchemy shared the fate of all other
symbolisms, the key was lost, or rather it was known
only to a few Initiates, and that which was intended
merely as a symbol came to be regarded as a
reality. There are men even to-day who are seek-
ing in chemical operations for what they suppose
to have been the secret of the alchemists.”

T have heard of such,” I replied, * and looked
upon them as harmless dreamers; but still we owe
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much of our present knowledge of chemistry to the
labours of such men.”

“Very likely,” Harriet said. ‘‘Men can hardly
work and experiment in any direction without ob-
taining some results, even though their search be
due to a mistaken idea.”

“But I do not understand about these secrets
which you say were hidden under this chemical
symbolism,” T said. ¢ What is the nature of these
secrets, and why indeed should they be kept secret
at all ?”

“The nature of the secret is simply the nature
of man himself, and his relation to the universe
around him,” Harriet replied ; “but a knowledge of
these relations are only secret to those whose
mental and moral calibre is such that they are not
yet prepared to learn them.”

““ And who is the judge of any man’s fitness ¢”
I asked. :

“No one but the man himself,” she answered.
“If a man does not believe in spiritual things, or
in any laws governing his existence and relation
to the unseen universe, he will make no efforts in
that direction, but in proportion to his efforts so
will be his success. ¢He that seeketh shall find,
and to him that knocketh shall be opened,” was
said by one of the greatest spiritual teachers the
world has ever known.”

“Then by spiritual things you mean simply
those ideals with which religion deals,” I said.

“That is exactly what I do not mean,” she
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replied. “ Religion has a thousand different ideals,
but the actual fact must be ever the same. I used
the term spiritual in its broad sense to express the
invisible or subjective side of Nature, but the
spiritual world per se, as the subjective extension of
the visible world of our physical senses, has no more
relation to the innumerable religious ideas which
men have formed concerning it, than that which
we call the natural world of cause and effect has to
the ever varying theories of our scientific men.
There can be no line of demarcation such as religion
draws between the natural and the spiritual. The
one is the objective, and the other the subjective
side of that which is a unity. That which is visible
is so simply in relation to our physical faculties,
and what we call natural laws, are as truly spiritual
as they are natural.”

“T am quite willing to grant that,” I said ; “ but
the great cuestion with regard to the spiritual world
is as to the existence therein of conscious intelli-
gences, and of our own individual relation thereto
in our present life, and when we die.”

“Quite so,” Harriet replied; “but do you not
see that you can be no nearer the spiritual world
when you die than you are at the present moment,
and that the question of entering that world in con-
sciousness is simply a matter of the development of
the necessary faculties to cognise that which is now
invisible, while this, according to all analogy, is that
process of development or extension of consciousness
which we term evolution ? What is vaguely termed
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the spiritual world is simply the invisible side of the
visible universe, and that invisible or subjective side
is not a locality, but a state. Every atom of matter
has its spiritual as well as its objective side; nay,
what is the atom of matter itself in its ultimate
essence but spirit / Spirit and matter are simply
the two poles or aspects of one and the same
thing.”

“ What you say agrees very closely with my own
conclusions,” I answered; ‘but still I do not see
how that enlightens us as to the question of our
post-mortem condition or consciousness.”

“The question of post-mortem consciousness is
just one of those very secrets we were talking
about,” she said. ¢ What we shall be hereafter
cannot be understood by anything short of a know-
ledge of man in all his' relations, spiritual as well
a8 material. All that religion imagines or teaches
about a post-mortem state has nothing whatever to
do with the actual fact, for no two religions teach
she same in this of in any other matter.”

“You will find it difficult to teach the Christian
-hat his idea of heaven is not correct,” I replied.

“Nor would I endeavour to do so,” she said.
“You can only teach the man who is in search
>f truth, and who is able to put aside all precon-
seived ideas; you cannot teach a man who has cut
ind dried theories which he regards with super-
stitions awe as infallible truth.”

“Then I understand from what you say that
here is a possibility of learning the secret of our
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spiritual nature, not as a matter of theory or belief,
but as an experimental science,” I said. .

“That is just it,” Harriet replied ; ‘“ and it is
such knowledge as that which is concealed under
the symbology of the alchemists.”

“ But why keep it secret ? >’ I asked ; “ why not~
teach humanity the laws of their spiritual nature,
and put an end to ignorance and superstition ? ”

“ You cannot teach the higher until men have
understood the lower,” she replied. ‘¢ Moreover,
knowledge is power, and if mankind in their present
undeveloped state were put in possession of the
higher secrets of Nature, they would use them as
they do gunpowder and dynamite, in order the
better to destroy one another. Men must first
learn to practise the laws of morality and universal
brotherhood. If the world has understood so little
of the sublime teachings of Christ after two thousand
years, that we have the Church openly teaching that
it is impossible to practise the principles laid down
in the Sermon on the Mount, do you think that men
are fit to be taught secrets of Nature which would
put into their hands forces, compared with which
our modern scientific achievements are but child’s
play ?”

“There is doubtless something in what you say,”
I replied, “if such knowledge does indeed exist.
But still I do not see why men should not be taught
the real truth with regard to their spiritual nature,
as opposed to the conflicting theories of religion and
science.”



DOLPHINTON. 65

“ Men have been taught the real truth in all
ages,’ Harriet replied, “ but they have invariably
degraded the truth to their own level of selfishness,
even as the teachings of Christ are degraded to-day.
All the various religious ideas that exist to-day, or
that have or will exist, are but individual and partial
expressions of the one central truth which man ig
ever striving to reach, but which as yet is far off
and visionary, simply by reason of his undeveloped
and imperfect nature, though he lives and moves
and has his being in it. Do you not see that the
term {ruth, like the term spirit, is only relative to
our perceptive powers, and expresses rather our
limitations than our attainments? All such rela-
tive distinctions must vanish in the attainment of
perfect knowledge ; there gan be neither truth nor
error, spirit nor matter in the absolute.”

« Doubtless not, as a metaphysical abstraction,”
I said. “ But religion makes a great point of being
able to touch man’s spiritual nature, and effect his
regeneration and salvation altogether apart from
mere intellectual knowledge; it claims that the
most ignorant and simple can lay hold of its
fundamental doctrines, and find true life therein.
No doubt there are many objections to this from
the standpoint of philosophy, but it has always
seemed to me a very strong position in the in-
fluence which it exercises, and I should like to
know how you reconcile the fact of man’s inability
to understand his nature by the exercise of his in-
tellect or reason, with the apparent necessity of his

E
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doing so before he can step out of the circle of
illusions in which he lives.” ,

“If one lifetime were all that a man had at his
disposal for the finding of truth,” Harriet replied,
“and this one lifetime were to be followed by an
eternity of bliss or woe, then, indeed, it would be
necessary that salvation should depend upon some-
thing altogether different from real knowledge. But
once you have rejected this idea, as, indeed, many of
the leading men in the Church itself have now done,
you are compelled to make man’s future life a pro-
gressive one, and what can that progress be save a
continuation of the experimental education by which
our present powers have been developed ? No doubt
the Christian religion does exercise a great in-
fluence over the ignorant and simple for the reason
you have stated, but all that is proved by that is, that
it is in a certain way fitted for their apprehension
at the present stage of their evolution. It is no
proof of the absolute truth of any religion that it
appeals to a considerable section of humanity ; it is
still only true relatively to that section, and may be
quite false to the experience of another section. In
this question we cannot separate any one portion
of humanity and take their evidence alone, and the
great fallacy which religionists are constantly fall-
ing into, is in isolating their own experiences and
claiming for them some special kind of value as
evidence. Our apprehension of truth is necessarily
an intellectual one so far as it is related to our
capacity for expressing it in langunage, and reasoning
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upon it. The religionist who denies the necessity
of kngwledge or intellectual apprehension of the doc-
trines he professes to believe, is right so far as he
himself is concerned, for he has not yet reached
the point where knowledge becomes a necessity for
farther progress. Such progress, however, is obtained
by the experience gained in a great number and
succession of lives or incarnations, the Ego, or real
man, coming back again and again to this earth, to
continue his education where he left it off, and also
to reap the reward or punishment for the good or
evil deeds done in his past incarnation. Karma waits
for the reappearance of the man, and his lot in his
present life is just that which he has himself made
by his past actions.”

¢ That is exactly what Nirman explained to me,”
I said. ¢“The theory appeals very strongly to my
reason, and I suppose you hold that it is possible to
demonstrate it as an actual fact.”

“ Certainly the truth of reincarnation can be
proved to be an actual fact by those who will follow
the necessary course of training, for the memory of
past incarnations may be recovered under certain
conditions,” Harriet replied.

“ And what are the necessary conditions?” I asked.

“You must talk with Alfred about that,” she
said. ¢ He can tell you far more than I can.”

“T do believe you are & born Mystic, Mr. Silton,”
said Ethel, laughing. ¢ Please let me lcok at your
1and.”

“ My hand!” I exclaimed, extending it to her.
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‘ Are you going to make me believe in palmistry
also 7% ,

“Oh yes, and astrology, and necromancy, and
ghosts, and all sorts of queer creepy things,” she
replied, laughing. ¢ But look here, you are cer-
tainly a most thorough-going Mystic ; look at tke
line of Heart running up into Jupiter, and the line
of Head into the Moon, and these crossings on
Mercury ; oh yes, we shall have no difficulty in
making a convert of you.”

We all laughed, and then Harriet propesed that
we should adjourn our discussion, and go out for a
ramble, to which we all assented, and were soon
clambering down the cliffs and over the rocks, seek-
ing for treasures in the pools, and enjoying ourselves
as happy mortals should, when once they can leave

behind both care and philosophy.



CHAPTER VII
A HIDDEN KEY,

‘The curtains of Yesterday drop down, the curtains of
To-morrow roll up ; but Yesterday and To-morrow both
are. Pierce through the Time-element, glance into the
Eternal. Believe what thou findest written in the sanc-
tuaries of Man’s Soul, even as all Thinkers, in all ages,
have devoutly read it there: that Time and Space are not
God, but creations of God; that with God as it is a
universal HERE, so it is an evcﬁasting Now.—

CARLYLE.

I rREADILY accepted Mrs. Stanton’s invitation to dine
with them that evening, and after dinner we sat
outside in the front garden, and sipped our coffee.
We were all in good spirits, Ethel bright and merry,
and ready as ever with a quick repartee or a quaint
remark ; Harriet quiet and serious, but smiling at
her sister’s impetuosity ; and Mrs. Stanton also
listening rather than talking, for it was always
Ethel who did most of the latter when the conversa-
tion was general.

Gradually, however, as the twilight deepened, our
thoughts and remarks turned upon more serious
subjects. 'We discussed some recent books on social
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science, and some new mnovels turning upon magic
and mystery. .

“The number of novels bearing upon occult
phenomena is quite a sign of the times,” Harriet
said. ‘ Some of them are absurdly fantastic, and
professedly sensational, while others have a mueh
higher aim, and are based upon actual facts and
phenomena which as yet only a few have studied and
verified. They all go to show, however, that in
spite of the materialism of the age, and the denials
of science, the so-called supernatural world cannot
be banished, and that there is a possibility in much
which has hitherto been regarded as miracle and
myth.”

‘“ That is probably the case,” I replied. * Even
science is beginning to ipvestigate phenomena which
a few years ago were regarded as fit subjects for
ridicule. But I must confess that I do not see
where all this is leading us to, or what is to be the
religion or philosophy of the future, based upon our
extended knowledge; or, indeed, whether there is
to be any religion or philosophy at all. It seems to
me rather that science and criticism are destroying
the old order of beliefs, the very root and basis of
dogmatic theology and authoritative religion, with-
out having anything to offer in place of it. How
do these occult phenomena bring us any nearer the
solution of the great problem ? .All that will be
accomplished when they are fully recognised by
scientific investigators will be to bring them within
the category of natural laws, and to push a little
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further back the line of demarcation between the
natural and the supernatural.”

[ think it will do something more than that,”
Harriet replied.  “‘I think it will break down alto-
gether the distinction between the natural and the
supernatural.”

“ And is not that just the position which the
materialists are trying to claim to-day ? ” I said.
““ When that distinction is abolished, what is to be
the creed of the future ? ”

¢ Not materialism certainly,” Harriet answered ;
“for that gives us only dead matter and blind
force ; of necessity also it cannot be anything
approaching our present theology, for that is based
essentially on the supernatural; I should rather
reply that it will be once more what it was before
the key to man’s spmtual and divine nature was
lost, and the sacred mysteries materialised into their
present form.”

“T do not quite understand you ; pray explain,”
I said.

“T refer to a fact which as yet is only known or
suspected by a very few,” she replied ; ¢ and that is,
that however much we may boast of our modern
achievements and civilisation, we are only recover-
ing lost ground, and that at one period of the world’s
history the race was far in advance of what it is
now. We have lost the records of our greatness in
prehistoric times, yet not altogether lost them, for
they may still be read if the proper key be used to
interpret the ancient legends and allegories. Let
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us take the Bible, for instance, as the ancient record
round which pre-eminently the controversy between
science and religion has raged from the very com-
mencement of our present era. We have broadly
two problems in reference to this book—firstly,
how did.it come into existence, and, secondly, what
does it mean? Of course, I am leaving out of the
question now the orthodox solution of the problem
which attributes to the book a supernatural origin
and literal historical validity. I am supposing that
you have accepted the proposition that the Bible
must be treated as we would treat any other book
whoes credentials and authority we are examining,
that We must bring to bear upon it our reason and
our knowledge, scientific, literary, and historical.
Well, what has been the result of doing this up to
the present time ? It has simply landed men in
Agnosticism, Atheism, and Materialism, but it has
not solved the problem. Stated broadly, the result
‘of modern criticism has been simply to attest that
the Bible is eminently untrustworthy as matter of
history, that it is childish and false as matter of
science, and that it is superstitious and unreason-
able as matter of religion. In fact, to sum up the
position, modern criticism has been directed towards
the breaking down of the orthodox theory, rather
than towards the formation of an independent one ;
it has been destructive, not constructive, and men
for the most part have been content with this.
Having decided that the orthodox theory is un-
tenable, they come to regard the Bible as simply
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representing the crude ideas of men who lived in an
age when science was unknown, and when pheno-
mena which are now recognised as taking place in
accordance with an ordered sequence of natural law,
were regarded as direct manifestations of a personal
deity. This being the case, they put the book on
one side, together with their belief in religious
dogmas, and turn their attention to other matters,
becoming quite indifferent to controversies which
perhaps at one time-—when they were struggling
with doubt in the effort to free themselves from
orthodoxy and supernaturalism—were of the most
vital importance to them. Have I not sketched
pretty accurately what has gone on in your
own mind, and the position you at present

oceupy ?” .
“You have really made a very near approach
to it,” I replied. “I am certainly no longer inter-

ested in matters of religious controversy, over
which at one time I had a very hard struggle;
and I suppose I have virtually, as you say,
put the Bible on the shelf, for what use can it
be when once you have rejected its veracity or

authority ?”
‘“ That is just the point to which I am coming,”
Harriet said.  “ Your state of mind is representative

of thousands who have gone through the same pro-
cess, and who are now therefore prepared for a
further step. But that step must be constructive ;
you have finished the destructive work, you have
fought your way out of orthodoxy and custom,
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out of dogma and religious emotionalism. You
may indeed have sunk into pessimism and utter
neg&txon, as so many do, though even for these
there is more in store than for the man who dare
not cut himself adrift from the old formulas; but
it is more likely that you are simply holding youmw
forces in reserve, that you have not lost faith in
human nature and human aspirations, but are simply
waiting for the next step, for a new light, though
you know not in what direction to look for it.
Out of the chaotic mass of conflicting opinions
through which you have fought your way,. you
have shaped for yourself certain first principles,
though as yet you may not have formulated them,
but which nevertheless determine your mental
attitude at the present moment, and which you
will bring to bear later on for the purpose of re-
constructing your practical religious philosophy.
One of these principles is that which I have already
stated in reference to the distinction between the
natural and the supernatural. You do not believe
that there can be such a thing as supernatural
agency at all. If any person at any period of the
world’s history is credited with certain acts,
commonly called miraculous, and can be proved
beyond dispute to have really performed these acts,
you hold that he did so simply by reason of a
knowledge of natural law or forces not yet under-
stood, but still capable of being discovered and
exercised in the same way that science deals with
other phenomena and natural laws. You must
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check me if I state anything with which you do
not, agree.”

“You are perfectly right so far,” I said; ‘‘ pray
continue,”

“ Very well, how do you apply this principle to
the Bible? You have probably come to the con-
clusion that the so-called miracles, both of Old
and New Testaments, are not historically true.
You reject the idea that the age of miracles is
past, because you do not believe that it ever
existed, or that in any age the laws of Nature
could be played fast and loose with, any more
than they can now. What you do believe is, that
in an age of ignorance and credulity, men believed
in the supernatural interference of their gods, or
of God, with the course ,of Nature, and the history
of the world; and that they have recorded their
beliefs in a great many books such as the Bible,
which are crammed from beginning to end with
supernatural incidents. Under this view, and with-
out any further light, it is only natural for you to
put aside the Bible, together with the whole
system of theology which is based upon it. But
there is another alternative, another hypothesis
which is gradually forcing itself upon the minds
of thinker and scholars, as the result of researches
among anfient monuments, inscriptions, and hiero-
glyphics, and more particularly by the study of
Sanscrit literature. Very gradually this new light
has been breaking, as in all revivals; many men
adding a stone here and a stone there to the new
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edifice, without knowing what it was they were
helping to build; while a few of larger intuition
and more comprehensive sight, have foreseen more
or less clearly what was behind all this uprooting
of old ideas, and in front of the gradually accumu-
lating stores of knowledge. And now it stands
fully revealed to all who care to search out the
truth, to those who are the pioneers of that larger
knowledge which shall take possession of men’s
minds, and dominate the coming cycle of human
thought and progress. The old conceptions of the
antiquity of man have been utterly swept away,
and the race is credited with millions of years,
where previously a few thousands were tardily
conceded. Side by side with this we have the
evidences of prehistoric cjvilisations, wherein art,
science, and religion were far in advance of our
modern achievements. But far more important
than all this is the fact which is now gradually
dawning upon the minds of thinkers and writers,
that there has always existed in the world, from
the very remotest ages of which we have any
record, and even far back into prehistoric times,
a degree of knowledge and human attainment
which, by ordinary mortals, would be regarded as
altogether transcendental and divine; and that
this knowledge may be obtained under certain
conditions of initiation, by all who strive after it
with fixed and unalterable will to achieve the
highest perfection of their nature ; nay more, that
this knowledge has mow, and has ever had, its
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living representatives, who hold it in trust for the
race; watching the course of human evolution,
unknown and in silence, yet ever ready to help
the individual who, seeing the light, and learning
the divine secret of his birthright, steps out in
front of his fellows with firm resolve and will to
follow the Great Quest. And when the race, like
the individual, shall have reached that maturity
when they may lay claim to it, it shall stand fully
revealed ; for the man of clay will then be face to
face with the divine man, that Christos which is
his own higher self, dwelling truly in every man,
though he knows it not—the Church teaching some-
thing wholly different with regard to this same
Christ—but even as taught by the Apostle Paul,
himself an Initiate : “When Christ who is our
life shall be manifested, then shall ye also with him
be manifested in glory.” Those who hold this
divine knowledge in trust have been known in all
ages under various names : Initiates, Sages, Philoso-
phers, Adepts, Rishis, Buddhas, Messiahs. They
came to the world, but the world received them
not. They endeavoured to teach the world some
measure of the truth, to lead mankind up the
heights of that sacred knowledge they had them-
gelves attained; but the world persecuted them
and put them to death. Yet their teaching was
not altogether lost, never utterly in vain. Some
few there have always been who could lay hold of
the real meaning of their message, and in many
cages their teaching became the basis of some
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great religious system ; perverted and overlaid it is
true with superstitious conceptions and miracujous
details, but nevertheless with a substratum of
eternal truth which could not altogether be effaced.
In all ages the true nature of this transcendental
wisdom, and the way to acquire it, has been per-
ceived by those whose spiritual insight was not
darkened by the allurements of the world, by
passion, fear, or ignorance. Mystics, these men
have often been called, and looked upon for the
most part as dreamers and visionaries. Mystics
they are to-day, those who have seen the possibilities
and glories of their divine nature; and though
there be a false as well as a true mysticism, as in
everything else, how can the man who has seen
the vision of those gates of gold which lead out of
all human experience, express to his fellows, or
formulate for those whose sight is still closed,
that for which there is no expression in human
language, save only in the language of symbolism,
which none can read but those who hold the
key.”

Harriet paused. She had spoken impressively
and with deep conviction, with an eloquence in-
deed with which I had unot suspected her to be
gifted.

She paused, with her gaze fixed on space, as if
indeed she could see the far-off vision of that
highest goal of human aspiration, the radiance of
that golden age when man shall stand once more
in the light of that truth which is eternal. We
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did not break the silence, and she continued, bring-
ing  herself back by a visible effort, and again
addressing herself to me.

“Yes, and it is indeed the Bible, and many
another sacred book, which contains this symbolism,
did men but hold the key to interpret them. The
world’s history, that which has been, is, and will be,
is written there in many a fable, many an allegory
which men for centuries have taken as literal history;
worshipping the dead letter, but ignorant of that
vaster store of knowledge which onlyhe can reachwho
breaks the outer shell and throws away the husk.
This it is which will shortly claim men’s minds and
hearts with no uncertain sound, for now once more
the age is ripe with promise. Men have risen out
of that bondage in which for centuries the Church
has held them. Everywhere they ask for freedom,
for fuller knowledge, clearer light, and in propor-
tion to their need so surely shall it be given them ;
and those Great Ones who hold the sacred mysteries
in trust shall once more raise the lamp of truth,
and point the way. This is the grand secret of the
ages, which even now is stirring in men’s hearts
and minds; this the dawn which even now is
breaking in the East. The East shall once more
teach the West, and men, having now indeed learnt
to question Nature fearlessly, shall once more learn
to question their own soul, to lay hold of the
glorious promise of their own inmost divine nature;
and having already turned from those who cry : ¢ Lo,
here! or Lo, there!’ they shall once more learn
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that ¢ the kingdom of God cometh not with obser-
vation,’ that it exists neither in time or space, but
is verily, as a scientific fact, within each man’s
heart; not in any secondary sense, or as a mere
theological conception, but as an immutable law of
Nature. Once more they who will shall read the
Bible by the aid of that key to Nature which those
possessed who wrote it ; veiling the sacred mysteries
in many a fable, lest unhappily they should have
cast their pearls before swine,

“ Yet even now, when the light is once more seen,
it shall still be true that many are called, but few
are chosen; for unless a man be born to this
knowledge—having through sin and suffering in
many previous lives learnt well the lesson which
teaches him to distinguigh between that which is
transitory and that which is eternal, between things
of form and sense, and that unchanging root from
whence these spring—the light which shines beyond
our little systems, which have their day and cease
to be, will be but a light shining in darkness, with
naught therein to reflect it. The heart must be
pure, and purged from human passion ere it can
reflect the light, and this indeed it is which is the
secret of our suffering. Men are slow to learn the
lesson, because suffering now is apparently meaning-
less, and they ask in despair, ‘is life worth living ?’
Show them the necessity of suffering, show them
far back at the beginning of our present humanity
the divine soul entering consciously into its cycle of
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incarnation ; the divine Word becoming flesh,
that it might mould the man of clay into the
image and likeness of the ‘Sons of God;’ show
them the immutable law, that all knowledge, all pro-
gress, all achievement is by experience, by that
which is now called evolution ; that though now man
has lost sight of that goal, to attain which he
started on his long pilgrimage, yet that pilgrim-
age, that foll of the spirit into matter, was
necessary in order that he should reach a higher
grade of life and consciousness ; show them all this
and much more as a scientific fact, and not as a
theological dogma, and you will give once more
a motive and a hope, for you will satisfy alike
the sense of justice and the religious instinct of
the race. .

‘‘ And this larger knowledge it is which shall be
the possession of the twentieth century, which shall
be built up among the ruins of that ecclesiasticism
which is now tottering to its fall, and even of those
very materials which have been built into that
edifice which some would fain believe will last until
the crack of doom. This is much, but not all.
For the true Mystic there is still a higher know-
ledge. When he has learned to read aright those
universal laws which operate in Nature as now he
sees it, when he has understood the course of
cyclic law, and that great law of laws, the law of
correspondence and analogy, which operates in great
and small alike; which places system within system

F
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in ever widening circle; space within space, and
time within time, without end or limit; birth and
rebirth of all that lives, nsmg out of lower forms
to higher and still higher in endless sequence ; all
that is visible issuing out of darkmess and void, to
run its course, then disappear once more—when
ail this is learnt, there is a further step which leads
beyond this law. For truly time and space and
all we see and know are but llusion. In this
phantom world of objectivity, we are as those who
stand between two mirrors, and see therein an end-
less series of reflections of themselves. But the
higher, truer mysticism transcends illusion; yet
how indeed can the true Mystic speak of that
which lies beyond the language which men can
understand, Did not Caylyleindeed catch a glimpse
of this higher mysticism when he wrote: ¢Know
of a truth that only the time-shadows have perished,
or are perishable; that the real Being of whatever
was, and whatever is, and whatever will be, ¢s even
now and for ever. This, should it unhappily seem
new, thou mayest ponder at thy leisure; for the
next twenty years, or the next twenty centuries:
believe it thou must ; understand it thou canst not.
Yes, it is to reach this real Being, to reach that
which is the ¢ universal HERE, and the everlasting
Now,’” which is that further step which only the
true Mystic can take. You may call this ¢ Being’
Qod if you will, for a mere convenient term, but
the God which is conditioned and limited to a theo-
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logical system is as far removed from the reality, as
the illusions of time and space and matter.”

“ And now I have surely given you enough to
think about for one evening,” Harriet continued.
¢« If you are one of us, as indeed I believe you are,
I'shall not have spoken in vain. Let us go indoors
and have some music,”
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EVOLUTION.

Throughout this varied and eternal world
Soul is the only element, the block

That for uncounted ages has remained,
The moveless pillar of a mountain’s weight
Is active living spirit. Every grain

Is sentient both in unity and part,

And the minutest atom comprehends

A world of loves and hatreds.

. SHELLEY.

THE Stantons had invited me to dine with them
again the following evening, when Nirman would
also make one of the party, so I did not go over to
Dolphinton in the morning, but devoted it to a long
ride in the country.

I did not know what time Nirman would arrive,
but soon after lunch he entered the smoking-room
in search of me, and shook my hand warmly as I
rose to greet him.

“T am at your service for an hour or two,” he
said ; “ and then we can go together to Dolphinton.
You see T know something about your movements,
and you have doubtless heard from Harriet some-
thing of my own history.”

“Yes, and I was very glad to find that we were
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all mutually acquainted with each other,” I re-
plied. ,

“Let us go outside on the balcony,” Nirman said ;
“ we are not likely to be interrupted there, and you
must tell me what further information you require
in*the matter we were discussing, or what are the
difficulties or objections which present themselves to
you now that you have had some time to think it
over, and have received some further instruction
from Harriet.”

¢ There are certainly several points which seem
#o me to call for further explanation,” I said; *“though
very much that I have heard has appealed to me
most forcibly.”

“That is because it i