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JUNE ROSES

Fed roses of passion and grief
Blood colour their staimn!

Love and sorrow transcend belief!
Tears may fall lilke a burning rain,

Yet they never bring relief
To memory's keen pain.

White rozes of joy and glory
Their whiteness a mystery!
Those pale petals tell the story
Of a colour we cannot see.
Are those who are passed and free
Hidden but by glory?

M C.
Jiie, 1900

PREFACE

Since thiz fragment of thought was first
published, the author has more than once
witnessed the passmg of a freed and
glortfied soul through the Gates of Gold.
The marvellous consciousness of atonement
rarely comes until close upon the moment of
death; it would seem that mere human
consciousness, cramped by its sense-limita-
tions, camnot endure the stramn of the joy.
Sometunes the escaping soul, lifting the
heavy bar with the help of the mumstering
angels who are its brothers and friends,
longs to give a message to the world it is
leaving, or at least to wlisper the unutterable
secret to those standing nearest. At the awful
moment of passmg, a passion of com-
passion for those left behind will malke the
gpuit pause and draw a few more breaths
with the difficulty m the hope of expressing
that wluch its mmer senses perceive. One g0
passmg, and so longing, said, "I must fd
God - I must see God," and sank mto a
deep unconsciousness. The retun to the



G THEOUGH THE GATES OF GOLD

body, which was wom out with the most
frightful physical torture, was evidently very
difficult; but it was accomphshed and the
message given. On the face of agony a
wonderful smile came, and the eyes shone
with an mcredible briliance. The throat and
lips were black and stiff with death, but were
compelled to obey the eager spuit and give
the message: "I have seen God - God is
Love." In tlus effort delight and torture were
vizibly blended and made a new emotion,
which we can only call ecstasy. No one
witnessing such a moment could desire to be
spared the privilege and developmg power of
pam, for its purfying effect was visible. The
soul had reached its higher self, consciously,
and knew the joy of being one with umversal
good. Love 15 the fulfilling of law by mental
and psychic consciousness by its power:
physical order follows. When man has so
purified and strengthened lus physical nature
that he can endure this consciousness while
still embodied, then the will of the Father will
be on earth as it 1z done m heaven. Until the
will of mankind as a whole 15 set m tus
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direction, we must submit to the hnutations
m which the race lives. But Man 18 growing
up; he is not the clild he was even when this
little essay was written. Great discoveries
have been made and great truths learned
the last few wvears. The bar iz not so
umversally heavy as it was; more hands are
umited to lift it. We know that we are each
our brother's keeper; we lnow that unseen
brotherhoods press on us, that the mvisible
1¢ peopled with our kin, and that we shall be
a living part of the great whole when tlus httle
personality has been forgotten for ages,
when our mother earth has bumed herself
out. Science 1s begmming to take up her
proper task of revealing the mvisible to us,
and we are learning by the study of the laws
of light and heat and electricity how
abszolutely is the limitation of our senses that
malkes are blind and deaf The wonder of
whiteness, which i1z negative to us because
we cannot perceive its glory, is a daily lesson
taught vs by science. The God m all and
supreme good m owrselves, which 1 one
with God, bids us bear all the pams of
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earthly life and death, and endure all the
agonies of grief, so that by suffermg we may
become strong enough, and sufficiently m
sympathy with the whole world, to Lt the
iron bar that presses on us. We know when
we are bom that we must die - we know
when we love that we must lose; but the God
mn us bids vg 2o on unfalteringly because we
have to learn the lessons taught by delight
and torture before we can reach to our lugh
estate.

M. C.
MNovember 1900

Cnce, as I sat alone writing, a mysterious
Visitor entered my study, unannounced,
and stood beside me. I forgot to ask who he
was or why he entered so unceremoniously,
Jor ke began to tell me of the Gates of Gold.
He spoke from knowledge, and from the fire
of his speech I caught faith. I have written
down his words; but, alas, I cannot hope
that the fire shall burn so brightly in my
writing as in his speech. — M. C.



PROLOGUE

EVERY man has a phidosophy of life of lus
own, except the true plulosopher. The most
ignorant boor has some conception of lus
object m hving, and definite ideas as to the
easiest and wisest way of attammg that
object. The man of the world iz often,
unconsciously to himself, a phiosopher of
the fust rank. He deals with lus life on
principles of the clearest character, and
refuses to let lus position be shattered by
chance dizaster. The man of thought and
iagmation has less certamty, and finds
himself contmually unable to formwulate Ius
ideas on that subject most profoundly
mteresting to human natwe, — human life
itzelf. The true plilosopher iz the one who
would lay no claun to the name whatever,
who has discovered that the mystery of life
ig unapproachable by ordinary thought, just
ag the true zcientist confesses hiz complete
ignorance of the principles which lie behind
science.
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Whether there iz any mode of thought or any
effort of the mind which will enable a man to
grasp the great principles that evidently exust
as cauges m human life, 15 a question no
ordmary thinker can determune. Yet the dim
consciousness that there i canse belund the
effects we see, that there 15 order ruling the
chaos and sublime harmony pervading the
dizcords, haunts the eager souls of the earth,
and makes them long for wision of the
unseen and knowledge of the unknowable.

Why long and look for that which 15 beyond
all hope until the mmer eyes are opened?
Why not piece together the fragments that
we have at hand, and see whether from them
some shape cannot be @iven to the wvast
puzzle?

CHAPTER I
THE SEARCH FOR PLEASURE

WE are all acquamted with that stern thing
called muzery, which pursues man, and
strangely enough, as it seems at fust,
pursues lum with no vague or uncertam
method, but with a positive and unbroken
pertinacity. Its presence iz not absolutely
contmuous, else man must cease to live; but
its pertinacity iz without any breal. There is
always the shadowy form of despanw
standing behind man ready to touch him with
its terrible finger if for too long he finds
himself content. What has given this ghastly
shape the right to haunt vs from the hour we
are born untd the howr we die? What has
given it the night to stand always at owr door,
kkeeping that door ajar with its unpalpable vet
plamly horrible hand, ready to enter at the
moment it sees fit? The greatest philosopher
that ever lived succumbs before it at last;
and he only iz a philozopher, m any sane
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sense, who recognizes the fact that it is
uresistible, and knows that likke all other men
he must suffer soon or late. It is part of the
heritage of men, this pamn and distress; and
he who determines that nothmg shall make
him suffer, does but cloak lhimself m a
profound and clully selfishness. This cloalk
may protect lhum from pam; it will also
separate lum from pleasure. If peace 1z to be
found on earth, or any joy m life, it cannot
be by closing up the gates of feelmg, which
adumut ug to the loftiest and most vivid part of
owr existence. Sensation, as we obtamn it
through the physical body, affords us all that
mduces vs to hve m that shape. It is
mconceivable that any man would care to
talke the trouble of breathing, unless the act
brought with it a sense of satisfaction. So it
1z with every deed of every mstant of our
life. We live because it 1z pleasant even to
have the sensation of pam. It iz sensation we
deswe, else we would with one accord taste
of the deep waters of oblivion, and the
human race would become extinct. If this is
the case m the physical life, it 13 evidently the
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case with the life of the emotions, — the
imagmation, the sensibilities, all those fine
and delicate formations which, with the
marvelous recording mechamsm of the bram,
make up the mner or subtile man. Sensation
1g that which makes thewr pleasure; an mfunte
series of sensations is hfe to them. Destroy
the sensation which makes them wish to
persevere m the experiment of living, and
there iz nothing left. Therefore the man who
attempts to obliterate the sense of pam, and
who proposes to mamtan an equal state
whether he iz pleased or hurt, strilces at the
very root of hfe, and destroys the object of
hiz own existence. And that must apply, so
far as owr present reasonmng or mhutive
powers can show us, to every state, even to
that of the Omental's longed-for Nirvana.
Thiz condition can only be one of infuntely
subtiler and more exquisite sensation, if it 18
a state at all, and not anmihilation; and
according to the experience of life from
which we are at present able to judge,
increased subtiity of sensation means
mcreased vividness, — ag, for instance, a
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man of sensibility and magmation feels more
m consequence of the unfathfulness or
faithfulness of a friend than can a man of
even the grossest physical nature feel
through the medium of the senses. Thus it is
clear that the philosopher who refuses to
feel, leaves humself no place to refreat to, not
even the distant and unattammable Nuvanic
goal. He can only deny himself his heritage
of life, which 1z m other words the right of
sensation. If he chooses to sacrifice that
which malkes him man, he must be content
with mere idleness of consciousness, — a
condition compared to which the oyster's ig
a life of excitement.

But no man iz able to accomplish such a
feat. The fact of lis contimed existence
proves plamly that he stll desires sensation,
and desires it i such positive and active
form that the deswe must be gratified i
physical life. It would seem more practical
not to deceive one's self by the sham of
stoicism, not to attempt renunciation of that
with which nothmg would mduce one to
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part. Would it not be a bolder policy, a more
promising mode of zolving the great enmigma
of existence, to grasp it, to take hold fumly
and to demand of it the mystery of itself? If
men will but pause and consider what
lessons they have learned from pleasure and
pam, much might be guessed of that strange
thing which causes these effects. But men
are prone to tuwn away hastity from
self-study, or from any close analysis of
human nature. Yet there must be a science of
life as mteligible ag any of the methods of
the schools. The science 15 unlnown, it is
true, and its existence iz merely guessed,
merely hinted at, by one or two of our more
advanced thinkers. The development of a
science 15 only the discovery of what is
already m existence; and chenustry is as
magical and mcredible now to the ploughboy
as the science of life iz to the man of
ordmary perceptions. Yet there may be, and
there must be, a seer who perceves the
growth of the new knowledge as the earliest
dabblers m the experunents of the laboratory
saw the system of knowledge now attamed
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evolving itself out of nature for man's use
and benefit.
o

Doubtless many more would experunent in
suicide, as many now do, m order to escape
from the burden of life, if they could be
convinced that m that manner oblivion nught
be found. But he who hesitates before
drinking the poizon from the fear of only
mviting change of mode of exstence, and
pethaps a more active form of nusery, is a
man of more knowledge than the rash souls
who fling themselves wildly on the unlnown,
frustmg to its landlness. The waters of
oblivion are something very different from
the waters of death, and the human race
cannot become extinct by means of death
while the law of buth still operates. Man
retums to physical life as the diunkard
retuns to the flagon of wine, — he knows
not why, except that he desires the sensation
produced by life as the diunkard deswes the
sensation produced by wine. The true waters
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of oblivion lie far behind owr consciousness,
and can only be reached by ceasing to exst
m that consciousness, — by ceasing to exert
the will wlhich makes us full of senses and
sensibilities.

Why does not the creature man return mto
that great womb of silence whence he came,
and remain in peace, as the unborn child is at
peace before the mnpetus of life has reached
it? He does not do so because he hungers
for pleaswe and pain, joy and guef, anger
and love. The unfortunate man will maintain
that he has no deswe for hfe; and yet he
proves his words false by living. None can
compel him to live; the galley-slave may be
chamed to lus oar, but lus life cannot be
chamed to lus body. The superb mechamsm
of the human body 1= as useless as an engine
whose fires are not ht, if the wil to live
ceases, — that wil wlich we mamtain
resolutely and without pause, and wliuch
enables us to perform the tasks wluch
otherwize would fill us with dismay, as, for



20 THEOUGH THE GATES OF GOLD

mstance, the momently drawmg in and giving
out of the breath. Such herculean efforts as
this we carry on without complamt, and
mdeed with pleasure, m order that we may
exist m the nudst of mmunerable sensations.

And more; we are content, for the most part,
to go on without object or amn, without any
1dea of a goal or understanding of wlhich way
we are gomg. When the man fust becomes
aware of ftlus amnlessness, and 18 dunly
conscious that he i1z worlang with great and
constant efforts, and without any 1idea
towards what end those efforts are directed,
then descends on lum the nusery of
nineteenth-century thought. He 1z lost and
bewildered, and without hope. He becomes
sceptical, disillusioned, weary, and asks the
apparently unanswerable question whether it
18 indeed worth while to draw lus breath for
such unlknown and seemingly unknowable
results. But are these results unlknowable? At
least, to ask a lesser question, 18 1t
upossible to make a guess as to the
direction in which owr goal lies?
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I

Thiz question, bom of sadness and weari-
ness, which seems to ug eszentially part of
the spuit of the nineteenth century, i m fact
a question which must have been aslked all
through the ages. Could we go back
throughout listory mtelligently, no doubt we
should fd that it came always with the hour
when the flower of civilization had blown to
its full, and when its petals were but slackly
held together. The natural part of man has
reached then its utmost height; he has rolled
the stone up the Hill of Difficulty only to
watch it roll back agamn when the sumnut is
reached, — as n Egypt, m Rome, in Greece.
Why thig usgeless labor? Is it not enough to
produce a wearmess and sickness unutter-
able, to be forever accomplishing a task only
to see it undone again? Yet that 1z what man
has done throughout lustory, so far as our
limited knowledge reaches. There 1z one
summit to which, by mumense and united
efforts, he attamns, where there iz a great and
briliant efflorescence of all the mtellectual,
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mental, and material part of lus nature. The
climax of sensuous perfection iz reached,
and then lus hold weakens, lus power grows
less, and he falls back, through despondency
and satiety, to barbarism. Why does he not
stay on tlus hill-top he has reached, and look
away to the mountams beyond, and resolve
to scale those greater heights? Because he is
ignorant, and seeing a great ghttering m the
distance, drops lis eyes bewildered and
dazzled, and goes back for rest to the
shadowy side of lus fanuhar Iull. Yet there is
now and then one brave enough to gaze
fivedly on tlis ghttering, and to decipher
something of the shape within it. Poets and
phiosophers, thinkers and teachers, — all
those who are the "elder brothers of the
race,” — have beheld this sight from tune to
tune, and some among them have recogmzed
m the bewildering chtter the outlines of the
Grates of Gold.

Those Gates admut us to the sanctuary of
man's own nature, to the place whence his
life-power comes, and where he i1z priest of
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the shrme of life. That it is possible to enter
here, to pass through those Gates, some one
or two have shown us. Plato, Shakespeare,
and a few other strong ones have gone
through and spoken to ug in veiled language
on the near side of the Gates. When the
strong man has crossed the threshold he
speaks no more to those at the other side.
And even the words he utters when he is
outside are o full of mystery, so veiled and
profound, that only those who follow i lus
steps can see the light withm them.

IV

What men desire 1z to ascertam how to
exchange pamn for pleasure; that is, to find
out i1 what way consciousness may be
regulated m order that the sensation which is
most agreeable iz the one that iz experienced.
Whether this can be discovered by dmt of
human thought i1s at least a question worth
considering.

If the mmd of man is turned upon any given
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subject with a sufficient concentration, he
obtams dlumination with regard to it sooner
or later. The particular mdvidual in whom
the final illumunation appears 1z called a
genius, an mventor, one mspired; but he is
only the crown of a great mental woik
created by unknown men about him, and
receding back from lum through long vistas
of distance. Without them he would not have
had lus material to deal with. Even the poet
requires  mnumerable poetasters to feed
upon. He iz the essence of the poetic power
of lus time, and of the tunes before hum. It i
upossible to separate an mdividual of any
gpecies from lus kin.

If, therefore, mstead of acceptmg the
unlknown as unknowable, men were with one
accord to twmn thewr thoughts towards it,
those Golden Gates would not reman so
mexorably shut. It does but need a strong
hand to push them open. The courage to
enter them iz the courage to zearch the
recesses of one's own nature without fear
and without shame. In the fine part, the

essence, the flavor of the man, 1z found the
kkey which unlocks those great Gates. And
when they open, what 1= it that 1s found?

Voices here and there m the long silence of
the ages speak to answer that question.
Those who have passed through have left
words belund them as legacies to others of
their kin. In these words we can find defunte
mdications of what 1 to be looked for
beyond the Gates. But only those who desire
to go that way read the meanmg hidden
within the words. Scholars, or rather
scholiasts, read the sacred books of differ-
ent nations, the poetry and the plulosophy
left by enlightened munds, and fd m it all
the merest materiality. Tmagination glorifying
legends of nature, or exaggerating the
psychic possibiliies of man, explams to
them all that they find m the Bibles of
humanity.

What 12 to be found within the words of
thoze books 12 to be found m each one of
us; and it 15 impossible to fmd m literature or
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through any channel of thought that which
does not exist n the man who studies. Tlus
1# of course an evident fact known to all real
students. But it has to be especially
remembered i reference to tlus profound
and obscure subject, as men s=o readily
believe that nothing can exist for others
where they themselves find emptiness.

One thing 1 soon perceived by the man who
reads: those who have gone before have not
found that the Gates of Gold lead to
oblivion. On the contrary, sensation
becomes real for the fust tune when that
threshold iz crossed. But it 1z of a new
order, an order unknown to us now, and by
us impossible to appreciate without at least
some clew as to its character. This clew can
be obtamed undoubtedly by any student
who cares to go through all the literature
accessible to uws. That mystic books and
manuscripts exist, but remamn maccessible
sumply because there 1z no man ready to read
the first page of any one of them, becomes
the conviction of all who have studied the
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subject sufficiently. For there must be the
continuous line all through: we see it go from
dense ignorance up to mtelligence and
wisdom, it 1 only natural that it should go on
to mtuitive lnowledge and to mspiration.
Some scant fragments we have of these great
afts of man; where, then, iz the whole of
which they mwust be a part? Hidden behind
the thin vet seemingly umpassable veil wlich
hides it from us as it lnd all science, all art,
all powers of man til he had the courage to
tear away the screen. That courage comes
only of conviction. When once man believes
that the thing exists which he desires, he will
obtam it at any cost. The difficulty m tlus
case lies m man's mcredulity. It requires a
great tide of thought and attention to set
towards the vnlnown region of man's nature
m order that its gates may be unlocked and
its glorous vistas explored.

That it 1z worth while to do this whatever the
hazard may be, all must allow who have
asked the sad question of the nineteenth
cenfury, — Iz life worth Living? Surely it i
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sufficient to spur man to new effort, — the
suspicion that beyond crvilization, beyond
mental culture, beyond art and mechanical
perfection, there 1z a new, another gateway,
adnntting to the realities of life.

A%

When it seems as if the end was reached, the
goal attammed, and that man has no more to
do, — just then, when he appears to have no
choice but between eating and drinking and
living mn lus comfort as the beasts do m
theirs, and scepticism which 1z death, —
then it is that m fact, if he will but look, the
Golden Gates are before lum. With the
culture of the age within him and assmmulated
perfectly, so that he is lumself an mcarnation
of it, then he is fit to attempt the great step
which iz absolutely possible, yet 15 attempted
by =0 few even of thoze who are fitted for it.
It 15 s0 seldom attempted, partly because of
the profound difficulties which surround it,
but much more because man does not realize
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that tlus 1z actually the direction i wlich
pleasure and satisfaction are to be obtained.

There are certamn pleasures which appeal to
each mdividual; every man lnows that n one
layer or another of sensation he finds Ius
chief delight. Natwrally he tums to tlus
systematically through life, just as the
sunflower tums to the sun and the water-lily
leans on the water. But he stuggles
throughout with an awtul fact wluch
oppresses lum to the soul, — that no sooner
has he obtamed Ius pleasure than he loses it
again and has once more to go m search of
it. More than that; he never actually reaches
it, for it eludes him at the final moment. Tlis
is because he endeavors to seize that which
1& untouchable and satisfy lus soul's hunger
for sensation by contact with external
objects. How can that which iz external
satisfy or even please the mmer man, — the
thing which reigns within and has no eyes for
matter, no hands for touch of objects, no
senses with which to apprehend that which is
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outside its magic walls? Those charmed
barriers which surround it are linutless, for it
18 everywhere; it iz to be dizcovered m all
living things, and no part of the vmverse can
be conceved of without it, if that vmverse is
regarded as a coherent whole. And unless
that pomt 1z granted at the outset it is useless
to consider the subject of life at all. Life is
mdeed meamngless unless it is vmversal and
coherent, and unless we mamtain our
existence by reagzon of the fact that we are
part of that which is, not by reason of our
own being,

This iz one of the most important factors in
the development of man, the recognition —
profound and complete recogmtion — of the
law of wuversal wty and coherence. The
separation which exists between individuals,
between worlds, between the different poles
of the vmverse and of life, the mental and
physical fantasy called space, 13 a mghtmare
of the human imagmation. That nightmares
exist, and exist only to torment, every cluld
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lmows:; and what we need i1z the power of
discrimination between the phantasmagoria
of the bram, which concern ourselves only,
and the phantasmagoria of daily life, m wlich
others also are concemed. Tlis rule applies
alzo to the larger case. It concemns no one
but ourselves that we live m a nightmare of
umreal horror, and fancy ourselves alone in
the vmverse and capable of mdependent
action, o long as owr associates are those
only who are a part of the dream:; but when
we desire to speak with those who have tried
the Golden Gates and pushed them open,
then it iz very necessary — i fact it is
essential — to discriminate, and not brng
mto our life the confusions of our sleep. If
we do, we are reckoned as madmen, and fall
back mto the darkness where there iz no
friend but chaos. This chaos has followed
every effort of man that iz written m lustory;
after civilization has flowered, the flower falls
and dies, and wmter and darkness destroy it.
While man refuses to make the effort of
discrimination which would enable lim to
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distingush between the shapes of mght and
the active figures of day, this must mevitably
happen.

But if man has the courage to resist tlus
reactionary tendency, to stand steadily on
the height he has reached and put out lus
foot m search of yet another step, why
should he not find it? There iz nothng to
make one suppose the pathway to end at a
certamn pomt, except that tradition wlhich has
declared it is so, and which men have
accepted and hug to themselves as a
Justification for thewr mdolence.

VI

Indolence 12, m fact, the curse of man. As
the Irish peasant and the cosmopolitan
gypsy dwell in dut and poverty out of sheer
idleness, so does the man of the world live
contented m sensuous pleasures for the
same reason. The diinking of fine wines, the
tagting of delicate food, the love of bright
sights and sounds, of beautiful women and
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w

admirable swrroundmgs, — these are no
better for the cultivated man, no more
satisfactory ag a final goal of enyjoyment for
him, than the coarse amusements and
gratifications of the boor are for the man
without cultivation. There can be no final
pomt, for life n every form i1z one vast seres
of fine gradations; and the man who elects to
stand stll at the pomt of culture he has
reached, and to avow that he can go no
finther, 1z smply makmg an  arbitrary
statement for the excuse of lus mdolence. Of
course there is a possibility of declaring that
the gypsy 1s content in s dut and poverty,
and, because he 18 so0, 18 as great a man as
the most highly culhwed. But he only 18 so
while he 1= ignorant; the moment light enters
the dum mind the whole man tuns towards it.
So 1t 1 on the lhigher platform; only the
difficulty of penetratmg the mind, of
admitting the hight, is even greater. The Irish
peasant loves his wliskey, and while he can
have it cares nothing for the great laws of
morality and religion which are supposed to
govern humanmty and imduce men to live
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temperately. The cultivated gowmand cares
only for subtle tastes and perfect flavors; but
he iz as blind as the merest peasant to the
fact that there 1z anything beyond such
gratifications. Like the boor he 1z deluded by
a mirage that oppresses lus soul; and he
fancies, having once obtamed a sensuous joy
that pleases hum, to give hunself the utmost
satisfaction by endless repefition, till at last
he reaches madness. The bouquet of the
wine he loves enters lus soul and poisons it,
leaving hum with no thoughts but those of
sensuous deswe; and he i1z m the same
hopeless state ag the man who dies mad with
drmlc. What good has the diunkard obtamed
by his madness? None, pamn has at last
swallowed up pleasure utterly, and death
steps m to termunate the agony. The man
suffers the final penalty for his persistent
ignorance of a law of nature as mexorable as
that of gravitation, — a law which forbids a
man to stand still. Not twice can the same
cup of pleasure be tasted; the second tune it
must contain either a gram of poison or a
drop of the elar of life.
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The zame argument holds good with regard
to mtellectual pleaswes; the same law
operates. We see men who are the flower of
thewr age i mtellect, who pass beyond their
fellows and tower over them, entermg at last
upon a fatal treadmill of thought, where they
vield to the mmnate indolence of the soul and
begm to delude themselves by the solace of
repetition. Then comes the barrenness and
lack of witality, — that unhappy and dis-
appomting state mto which great men too
often enter when nuddle life iz just passed.
The fire of youth, the vigor of the young
mtellect, conquers the mmer mertia and
malkes the man scale heights of thought and
fill lns mental lungs with the free air of the
mountains. But then at last the physical
reaction sets m; the physical machimery of
the bramn loses its powerful mpetus and
beging to relax its efforts, sunply because the
yvouth of the body is at an end. Now the man
1¢ aszaled by the great tempter of the race
who stands forever on the ladder of life
waiting for those who chmb so far. He drops
the poisoned drop mto the ear, and from that
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moment all consciousness takes on a
dullness, and the man becomes terrified lest
life 1z losing its possibihties for hun. He
mushes back on to a familiar platform of
experience, and there fmds comfort m
touching a well-known chord of passion or
emotion. And too many having done tlus
linger on, afraid to attempt the vnknown, and
satisfied to touch continvally that chord
which responds most readily. By this means
they get the assurance that life is stidl burmng
within them. But at last then fate 1z the same
as that of the gouwrmand and the drunkard.
The power of the spell lessens daily as the
machinery wlhich feels loses its witahty: and
the man endeavors to revive the old
excitement and fervor by stiliang the note
more violently, by hugging the thing that
makes lhim feel, by dimkang the cup of
poison to its fatal dregs. And then he 1z lost;
madness falls on lus soul, ag it falls on the
body of the drunkard. Life has no longer any
meaning for him, and he rshes wildly mto
the abysses of mtellectual msanity. A lesser
man who commuits this great folly wearies the
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spuits of others by a dull clingmg to fanular
thought, by a persistent huggme of the
treadnull which he asserts to be the final
goal. The cloud that surrounds him 1z as fatal
as death itself, and men who once sat at lus
feet tun away grieved, and have to look
back at lus early words i order to remember
lus greatness.

VII

What 1= the cure for this misery and waste of
effort? Is there one” Surely life itzelf has a
logic m it and a law which makes exstence
possible;  otherwise chaos and madness
would be the only state which would be
attamnable.

When a man drnks lus fust cup of pleasure
lug soul 1 filled with the vnutterable joy that
comes with a fist, a fresh sensation. The
drop of poizon that he puts mto the second
cup, and which, if he persists m that folly,
has to become doubled and trebled till at last
the whole cup is poison, — that iz the ignor-
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ant desiwe for repetition and mtensification;
this evidently means death, according to all
analogy. The child becomes the man; he
cannot retain lus childhood and repeat and
mtensify the pleasures of cluldhood except
by paying the mevitable price and beconming
an idiot. The plant stiikes its roots mto the
ground and throws up green leaves; then it
blosgoms and bears fruit. That plant wlich
will only make roots or leaves, pausing
persistently m its development, is regarded
by the gardener as a thng which iz useless
and must be cast out.

The man who chooses the way of effort, and
refuses to allow the sleep of indolence to
dull his soul, finds m Ius pleasures a new and
finer joy each tune he tastes them, — a
something subtile and remote which removes
them more and more from the state m which
mere sensuousness 1s all; this subtile essence
1z that eloar of life wlich malkes man
mmortal. He who tastes it and who will not
drmlc unless it 15 i the cup finds life enlarge
and the world grow great before lus eager

eves. He recognizes the soul within the
woman he loves, and passion becomes
peace; he sees within lus thought the finer
qualties of spuitual truth, which i¢ beyond
the action of our mental machinery, and then
instead of entering on the treadmill of
mtellectualisms he rests on the broad back of
the eagle of mtwtion and soars mto the fine
aw where the great poets found thew msight;
he sees within lus own power of sensation,
of pleasure m fresh air and sunshine, in food
and wine, i motion and rest, the possibilities
of the subtile man, the thing which dies not
either with the body or the bram. The
pleasures of art, of music, of light and
lovelness, — within these forms, which men
repeat till they find only the forms, he sees
the glory of the Gates of Gold, and passes
through to fnd the new life beyond which
mtoxicates and strengthens, as the keen
mountain ax mtoxicates and strengthens, by
itz very vigor. But if he has been pouring,
drop by drop, more and more of the eloar of
life mto lug cup, he i1z strong enough to
breathe this mtense aw and to Lve upon it.
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Then if he die or if he live in physical form,
alilke he goes on and finds new and fmer
jovs, more perfect and satisfying experien-
ces, with every breath he draws m and gives
out.

CHAPTER II
THE MYSTERY OF THRESHOLD

THERE is no doubt that at the entrance on a
new phase of life something has to be given
up. The cluld, when it has become the man,
puts away cluldish things. Samt Paul showed
m these words, and m many others which he
has left us, that he had tasted of the elcar of
life, that he was on lus way towards the
Grates of Gold. With each drop of the divine
draught which is put into the cup of pleasure
something 1z purged away from that cup to
make room for the magic drop. For Nature
deals with her cluldren generously: man's
cup i1z always full to the brum: and if he
chooges to taste of the fine and lfe-giving
essence, he must cast away something of the
grosser and less sensitive part of himself.
This hag to be done daily, howly, momently,
m order that the draught of life may steadily
mcrease. And to do this unflinchingly, a man
must be s own schoolmaster, must
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recognize that he i1z always m need of
wisdom, must be ready to practize any
austerities, to use the birch-rod unhesitatingly
against himself, m order to gamn lus end. It
becomes evident to any one who regards the
subject seriously, that only a man who has
the potentialites m him both of the
voluptuary and the stoic has any chance of
entering the Golden Gates. He must be
capable of testing and valuing to its most
delicate fraction every joy existence has to
give, and he must be capable of denying
himself all pleasure, and that without
suffermg from the demal. When he has
accomphshed the development of tlus
double possibility, then he i1s able to begin
sifting his pleasures and taling away from
his  consciousness  those which belong
abszolutely to the man of clay. When those
are put baclk, there is the next range of more
refined pleasures to be dealt with. The
dealing with these which will enable a man to
find the essence of life iz not the method
pursued by the stoic pliosopher. The stoic
does not allow that there iz joy within
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pleasure, and by denymg himself the one
loges the other. But the true plulosopher,
who has studied life itself without bemng
bound by any system of thought, sees that
the kernel iz within the shell, and that, mstead
of crunching up the whole nut like a gross
and mdifferent feeder, the eszence of the
thing i1z obtamed by craclking the shell and
casting it away. All emotion, all sensation,
lends itzelf to thus process, else it could not
be a part of man's development, an essential
of lus nature. For that there iz before lum
power, life, perfection, and that every
portion of lus passage tlutherwards is
crowded with the means of helping him to
lus goal, can only be demed by those who
refuse to acknowledge life as apart from
matter. Their mental position i g0 absolutely
arbitrary that it 1z useless to encounter or
combat it. Through all time the unseen has
been pressing on the seen, the mumaterial
overpowering the material; through all tune
the signg and tokens of that which i beyond
matter have been waiting for the men of
matter to test and weigh them. Those who
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will not do so have chosen the place of
pause arbitrarily, and there is nothing to be
done but let them remain there undishmbed,
working that treadnull which they believe to
be the utmost activity of exustence.

T

There 1z no doubt that a man must educate
himself to percerve that which iz beyond
matter, just as he must educate himself to
perceive that which is in matter. Every one
lmows that the early hte of a clild 15 one
long process of adjustment, of learning to
understand the use of the senses with regard
to thew special provinces, and of practice in
the exercize of difficult, complex, vet
unperfect organs entirely m reference to the
perception of the world of matter. The clild
1# m earnest and works on without hesitation
if he means to live. Some mfants born mto
the light of earth sluink from it, and refuse to
attack the mmmense task which iz before
them, and which must be accomplished i
order to make htfe m matter possible. These
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2o back to the ranks of the unbom; we see
them lay down thenr manifold mstimment, the
body, and fade mto sleep. So it 1z with the
great crowd of humamty when it has
trivmphed and conquered and enjoyed i the
world of matter. The mdividuals m that
crowd, which seems =o powedul and
confident m its fanmhar demesne, are mfants
m the presence of the munaterial universe.
And we see them, on all sides, daily and
howly, refusing to enter it, sinking back mto
the ranks of the dwellers m physical life,
clinging to the consciousnesses they have
experienced and understand. The mtellectual
rejection of all purely spiritual knowledge is
the most marked mdication of this ndolence,
of which thinkers of every standing are
certamly cuilty.

That the untial effort 1z a heavy omne is
evident, and it 1z clemly a question of
strength, ag well a2 of willing activity. But
there 1z no way of acquuing this strength, or
of vsmg it when acquired, except by the
exercise of the will. It is vam to expect to be
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bom mto great possessions. In the kangdom
of life there iz no heredity except from the
man's own past. He has to accumulate that
which 1g lus. This 1z evident to any observer
of life who uses lus eyes without blinding
them by prejudice; and even when prejudice
18 present, it 1z mpossible for a man of sense
not to perceive the fact. It 1z from tlus that
we get the doctrime of pumshment and
salvation, either lasting tlrough great ages
after death, or eternal This doctrine 15 a
narrow and unintelligcent mode of stating the
fact m Nature that what a man sows that shall
he reap. Swedenborg's great mind saw the
fact so clearly that he hardened it mto a
finality in reference to thiz particular exist-
ence, his prejudices maling it mpossible for
him to perceive the possibility of new action
when there i1z no longer the sensuous world
to act in. He was too dogmatic for scientific
obgzervation, and would not see that, as the
spring follows the autumm, and the day the
night, g0 buth must follow death. He went
very near the threshold of the Gates of Gold,
and passed beyond mere mtellectualism,
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only to pause at a pomt but one step farther.
The glimpse of the life beyond which he had
obtamed appeared to lum to contam the
umverse, and on hig fragment of experience
he buit up a theory to mclude all life, and
refused progress beyond that state or any
possibility outside it. Tlus iz only another
form of the weary treadnull But Sweden-
borg stands foremost m the crowd of
witnesses to the fact that the Golden Gates
exist and can be seen from the heights of
thought, and he has cast us a famt surge of
sensation from their threshold.

I

When once one has considered the meaning
of those Gates, it 1z evident that there iz no
other way out of tlus form of life except
through them. They only can admit man to
the place where he becomes the fimt of
which manhood 1s the blossom. Nature is the
kindest of mothers to those who need her;
she never wearies of her cluldren or desies
them to lessen i multitude. Her friendly
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arms open wide to the vast throng who
deswe buth and to dwell i forms:; and wlule
they continue to deswe it, she continues to
snule a welcome. Why, then, should she shut
her doors on any? When one life in her heart
has not worn out a hundredth part of the
soul's longmg for sensation such as it finds
there, what reason can there be for its
departure to any other place? Surely the
seeds of deswre spring up where the sower
has sown them. Tlis seems but reasonable;
and on tlus apparently self-evident fact the
Indian mund has based itz theory of
re-mcarnation, of buth and re-burth i matter,
which has become so fanuliar a part of
Eastern thought as no longer to need
demonstration. The Indian knows it as the
Western lmows that the day he 1z hving
through is but one of many days which malce
up the span of a man's life. Tlis certamty
which 1z possessed by the Eastern with
regard to natwal laws that control the great
sweep of the soul's euxstence 1z sunply
acquired by habits of thought. The mund of
many 1s fixed on subjects which m the West
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are considered untlunkable. Thus it 1 that
the East has produced the great flowers of
the spuitval growth of humanity. On the
mental steps of a mullion men Buddha
passed through the Gates of Gold; and
because a great crowd pressed about the
threshold he was able to leave belhund him
words which prove that those Gates will
open.




CHAPTER IIT
THE INITIAL EFFORT

IT i very easily seen that there iz no one
point in a man's life or experience where he
12 nearer the soul of things than at any other.
That soul, the sublime essence, which flls
the aw with a bumshed glow, iz there,
behind the Gates it colors with itself: But that
there is no one pathway to it 1z munediately
perceived from the fact that tlhus soul must
from its very nature be mmversal. The Gates
of Gold do not admut to any special place;
what they do iz to open for egress from a
special place. Man passes through them
when he casts off lus lmutation. He may
burst the shell that holds lum m darkness,
tear the veil that hides hin from the eternal,
at any pomt where it 1¢ easiest for hum to do
g0, and most often tlus pomt will be where
he least expects to find it. Men go in search
of escape with the help of thewr minds, and
lay down arbitrary and limited laws as to
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how to attam the, to them, unattamable.
Many, mdeed, have hoped to pass through
by the way of religion, and mstead they have
formed a place of thought and feelng so
marked and fixed that it seems as though
long ages would be msufficient to enable
them to get out of the mut. Some have
believed that by the aid of pure mtellect a
way was to be found; and to such men we
owe the plilosophy and metaphysics wlich
have prevented the race from smlang mto
utter sensuousness. But the end of the man
who endeavors to live by thought alone is
that he dwells m fantasies, and msists on
giving them to other men as substantial food.
Great 13 our debt to the metaphysicians and
transcendentalists; but he who follows them
to the bitter end, forgetting that the bram is
only one organ of use, will find Imself
dwellmg i a place where a dull wheel of
argument seems to twn forever on its axis,
vet goes nowlither and carries no burden.

WViutue (or what seems to each man to be
virtue, his own special standard of morality
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and purty) 1= held by those who practize it
to be a way to heaven. Perthaps it is, to the
heaven of the modem sybarite, the etlucal
voluptuary. It is as easy to become a
gowrmand mn pure living and lhigh thinking as
m the pleasures of taste or sight or sound.
Gratification 1z the amm of the vutuous man
as well ag of the drunkard: even if lus life be
a miracle of abstinence and self-zacrifice, a
moment's thought shows that m pursuing
this apparently heroic path he does but
pursue pleasure. With lun pleasure takes on
a lovely form because lus gratifications are
those of a sweet zavor, and it pleazes him to
give gladness to others rather than to enjoy
himself at thewr expense. But the pure life and
high thoughts are no more finalittles
themgzelves than any other mode of enjoy-
ment; and the man who endeavors to find
contentment m them must mtensify s effort
and contimally repeat it, — all m vamn. He is
a green plant indeed, and the leaves are
beautiful, but more 1z wanted than leaves. If
he persists m lus endeavor blindly, believing
that he has reached lus goal when he has not
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even perceived it, then he finds lhumself
that dreary place where good i1s done
perforce, and the deed of vurtue 1z without
the love that should shine through it. It is
well for a man to lead a pure life, as it 13 well
for hum to have clean hands, — else he
becomes repugnant. But vitue as we
understand it now can no more have any
special relation to the state beyond that to
which we are lmited than any other part of
our constitution. Spuit 18 not a gas created
by matter, and we cannot create owr future
by forcibly using one material agent and
leaving out the rest. Spint 1z the great life on
which matter rests, as does the rocky woild
on the free and fluid ether; whenever we can
break our hmmtations we find ourselves on
that marvelous shore where Wordsworth
once saw the gleam of the gold. When we
enter there all the present must disappear
alilke, — virtue and vice, thought and sense.
That a man reaps what he has sown must of
comse be true also; he has no power to
carry virtue, which is of the matenal life, with
him; yet the aroma of lus good deeds 1 a far
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sweeter sacrifice than the odor of crune and
cruelty. Yet it may be, however, that by the
practice of vutue he will fetter lumself mto
one groove, one changeless fashion of life in
matter, so firmly that it iz mpossible for the
mind to conceive that death 1z a sufficient
power to free hum, and cast him upon the
broad and glorious ocean, — a sufficient
power to undo for hum the mexorable and
heavy latch of the Golden Gate. And
sometimes the man who has summed so
deeply that lus whole natwre 1s scarred and
blackened by the fierce fire of selfish
gratification iz at last so utterly burned out
and charred that from the very vigor of the
passion light leaps forth. It would seem more
possible for such a man at least to reach the
threshold of the Gates than for the mere
ascetic or plulosopher.

But it 1z little use to reach the threshold of
the Gates without the power to pass through.
And that 1= all that the siner can hope to do
by the diszolution of humself which comes
from seeing his own soul. At least tlus
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appears to be so, mevitably because lus
condition is negative. The man who lifts the
latch of the Golden Gate must do so with lus
own strong hand, must be absolutely
positive. Tlis we can see by analogy. In
everything else m hfe, in every new step or
development, it 15 necessary for a man to
exercize lig most dommant will m order to
obtam it fully. Indeed i many cases, though
he has every advantage and though he use
his will to some extent, he will fail utterly of
obtaming what he deswes from lack of the
final and unconquerable resolution. No
education mn the world will make a man an
mtellectual glory to lus age, even if lus
powers are great; for umless he positively
desires to zeize the flower of perfection, he
will be but a dry scholar, a dealer m words, a
proficient in mechanical thought, and a mere
wheel of memory. And the man who has tlis
positive quality m him will nise mn spite of
adverse cuwcumstances, will recogmze and
seize upon the tide of thought which 1z lus
natural food, and will stand as a gant at last
m the place he willed to reach. We =ee tlus
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practically every day m all walks of life.
Wherefore it does not seem possible that the
man who has suply succeeded through the
passions m  wrecking the dogmatic and
narrow  part of lus nature should pass
through those great GGates. But as he iz not
blinded by prejudice, nor has fastened
himself to any treadnull of thought, nor
caught the wheel of lus soul in any deep rut
of hite, it would seem that if once the positive
will nught be born within lum, he could at
some time not hopelessly far distant Lft lus
hand to the latch.

Undoubtedly it 1z the hardest task we have
vet seen set us m hte, that which we are now
tallking of, — to free a man of all prejudice,
of all crystalized thought or feeling, of all
limitations, vyet develop within lhin the
positive will. It seems too much of a miracle;
for m ordimmary life positive will 1z always
associated with crystalized ideas. But many
things which have appeared to be too much
of a muracle for accomplishment have vet
been done, even in the narrow experience of
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life given to our present humamty. All the
past shows us that difficulty 15 no excuse for
dejection, much less for despau: else the
world would have been without the many
wonders of civilization. Let us consider the
thing more seriously, therefore, having once
used our nunds to the idea that it iz not
umpossible.

The great nutial difficulty 1= that of fastemng
the mterest on that which is vnseen. Yet this
1 done every day, and we have only to
obgzerve how it 1 done in order to guide our
own conduct. Every mventor fastens lus
mterest fimly on the unseen; and it entirely
depends on the funmmess of that attachment
whether he is successful or whether he fails.
The poet who looks on to lus moment of
creation as that for which he lives, sees that
which i1z mvigible and hears that which is
soundless.

Probably m this last analogy there is a clew
az to the mode by which success m tlus
voyage to the unknown bourn ("whence,"”
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mdeed, "no traveller retums') 12 attamed. It
applies also to the mventor and to all who
reach out beyond the ordmary mental and
psychical level of humanty. The clew lies in
that word "creation."

T

The words "to create' are often understood
by the ordinary mund to convey the idea of
evolving something out of nothing. This 13
clemly not its meaning; we are mentally
obliged to provide our Creator with chaos
from which to produce the worlds. The tiller
of the zoil, who 1g the typical producer of
gocial life, must have his material, his earth,
lis sky, ram, and sun, and the seeds to place
within the earth. Out of nothing he can
produce nothing. Out of a void Nature
cannot arise; there iz that material beyond,
behind, or within, from wlich she iz shaped
by our deswe for a unmiverse. It iz an evident
fact that the seeds and the earth, aw, and
water which cause them to gernunate exust
on every plane of action. If you talk to an
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mventor, vou will find that far ahead of what
he i1z now doimg he can always perceive
some other thing to be done which he cannot
express in words because as yet he has not
drawn it mto our present world of objects.
That knowledge of the unseen iz even more
definite m the poet, and more mexpressible
until he has touched it with some part of that
consciousness which he shares with other
men. But m strict proportion to lus greatness
he lLves m the consciousness which the
ordinary man does not even believe can
exist, — the consciousness wlhich dwells in
the greater umverse, which breathes m the
vaster air, which beholds a wider earth and
sky, and snatches seeds from plants of giant
growth.

It iz tlus place of consciousness that we
need to reach out to. That it 1z not reserved
only for men of gemus is shown by the fact
that martyrs and heroes have found it and
dwelt mn it. It i1z not reserved for men of
genius only, but it can only be found by men
of great soul
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In this fact there 1¢ no need for dis-
couragement. Greatness m man iz popularly
supposed to be a thing mborm. Tlis belief
must be a result of want of thought, of
blindness to facts of nature. Greatness can
only be attamed by growth, that 1is
continually demonstrated to us. Even the
mountaing, even the fim globe itself, these
are great by dint of the mode of growth
peculiar to that state of materiality, —
accumulation of atoms. As the conscious-
ness mherent i all existing forms passes mto
more advanced forms of life it becomes
more active, and in proportion it acquires the
power of growth by assmulation mstead of
accumulation. Looling at exaistence from tlis
special pomt of view (which mdeed i a
difficult one to mamtan for long, as we
habitually look at life i planes and forget the
great lines which connect and rm through
these), we mumediately perceive it to be
reasonable to suppose that as we advance
beyond our present standpomt the power of
growth by assmulation will become greater
and probably change mto a method yet more
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rapid, easy, and unconscious. The universe
12, n fact, full of magnificent pronuse for us,
it we will but lift our eyes and see. It is that
lifting of the eyes which is the furst need and
the first difficulty; we are so apt readily to be
content with what we see within touch of our
hands. It is the essential characteristic of the
man of genmus that he i1z comparatively
mdifferent to that fimt wlich 1= just within
touch, and hungers for that wlhich iz afar on
the hillz. In fact he does not need the sense
of contact to arouse longing. He knows that
this distant fruit, which he perceives without
the aid of the physical senses, 1z a subtler
and a stronger food than any which appeals
to them. And how is he rewarded! When he
tastes that fimt, how strong and sweet is its
flavor, and what a new sense of life rshes
upon lum! For m recognizing that flavor he
has recognized the existence of the subtile
senses, those which feed the life of the mmer
man; and it iz by the strength of that mner
man, and by lus strength only, that the latch
of the Golden Gates can be Lfted.
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In fact it 1z only by the development and
growth of the mmner man that the existence of
these Gates, and of that to which they adunut,
can be even perceived. While man is content
with lus gross senses and cares nothing for
hig subtile ones, the Gates remain literally
mvigible. Ag to the boor the gateway of the
mtellectual life i1z as a thing uncreate and
non-existent, so to the man of the gross
senses, even if lus mtellectual hife 1z active,
that which lies beyond ig uncreate and
non-existent, only because he does not open
the book.

To the servant who dusts the scholar's
library the closed volumes are meaningless:
they do not even appear to contam a
promise unless he also 1z a scholar, not
merely a servant. It is possible to gaze
throughout eternity upon a shut exterior from
sheer mdolence, — mental indolence, which
1& mereculity, and which at last men leamn to
pride themselves on; they call it scepticism,
and tallc of the reign of reason. It is no more
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a state to justify pride than that of the
Eastern sybarite who will not even lift lis
food to lug mouth; he i¢ "reasonable” also m
that he sees no wvalue m actrvity, and
therefore does not exercise it. So with the
sceptic; decay follows the condition of
maction, whether it be mental, psychic, or
physical

I

And now let us consider how the wnutial
difficulty of fastening the mterest on that
which ig unseen iz to be overcome. Our
gross senses refer only to that which is
objective m the ordinary sense of the word;
but just beyond tlus field of life there are
finer sensations which appeal to finer senses.
Here we find the fust clew to the steppmg-
stones we need. Man looks from this point
of view likke a pomt where many rays or lines
center; and if he has the courage or the
mterest to detach humself from the smplest
form of life, the pomt, and explore but a little
way along these lnes or rays, lus whole
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being at once mevitably widens and expands,
the man begms to grow i greatness. But it 1
evident, if we accept tlus illustration as a
fauly true one, that the cluef pomt of
uportance is to explore no more persist-
ently on one line than another; else the result
must be a defornuty. We all know how
powertul iz the majesty and personal dignity
of a forest tree which has had aw enough to
breathe, and room for itz widening roots,
and mner vitality with which to accomphlish
itz unceasing task It obeys the perfect
natural law of growth, and the peculiar awe it
mspires arises from thas fact.

How is it possible to obtain recognition of
the mmer man, to observe its growth and
foster it?

Let us try to follow a little way the clew we
have obtamed, though words will probably
soon be useless.

We must each travel alone and without aids,
as the traveller has to climb alone when he
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nears the sumnut of the mountain. No beast
of burden can help him there; neither can the
gross senses or anything that touches the
gross senses help him here. But for a little
distance words may go with us.

The tongue recogmzes the wvalue of
sweetness or piquancy m food. To the man
whose senses are of the sumplest order there
1# no other idea of sweetness than this. But a
finer eszence, a more highly placed sensation
of the same order, iz reached by another
perception. The sweetness on the face of a
lovely woman, or in the smile of a fiiend, is
recognized by the man whose mmner senses
have even a lttle — a mere sturing of —
vitality. To the one who has htted the golden
latch the spring of sweet waters, the fountain
itzelf whence all sofiness arizes, 1z opened
and becomes part of lus heritage.

But before this fountain can be tasted, or any
other spring reached, any source found, a
heavy weight has to be hfted from the heart,
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an won bar which holds it down and
prevents it from arising m its strength.

The man who recognizes the flow of
sweetness from its source through Nature,
through all forms of life, he has lifted this, he
has raised himself mto that state m wluch
there is no bondage. He knows that he iz a
part of the great whole, and it 1z tlus
lnowledge which 1= lus heritage. It 1z through
the breaking asunder of the arbitrary bond
which holds hun to lus personal center that
he comes of age and becomes ruler of lus
lkingdom. As he widens out, reaching by
manifold experience along those hnes wlich
center at the pomt where he stands
embodied, he discovers that he has touch
with all life, that he contams within himself
the whole. And then he has but to vield
himself to the great force wlich we call
good, to clasp it tightly with the grasp of lus
soul, and he 1s carried swiftly on to the great,
wide waters of real living. What are those
waters? In our present life we have but the
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shadow of the substance. No man loves
without satiety, no man drnks wme without
return of thust. Hunger and longing darken
the sky and male the earth unfriendly. What
we need 1z an earth that will bear living fiuit,
a sky that will be always full of hght. Needing
this positively, we shall surely find it.

CHAPTER IV
THE MEANING OF PAIN

LOOK mto the deep heart of life, whence
pamn comes to darken men's lives. She is
always on the threshold, and behind her
stands despair.

What are these two gaunt ficures, and why
are they permitted to be our constant
followers?

It 1z we who pernut them, we who order
them, as we pernut and order the action of
our bodies; and we do =0 ag unconsciously.
But by scienfific experumnent and mvesti-
gation we have learned mwuch about our
physical life, and it would seem as if we can
obtam at least as much result with regard to
our inner life by adopting similar methods.

Pam arouses, softens, breaks, and destroys.
Fegarded from a sufficiently removed stand-
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point, it appears ag medicine, as a koife, as a
weapon, as a poiwon, m fum. It 1 an
umplement, a thing which is used, evidently.
What we deswe to discover 1z, who 1z the
user; what part of ourselves 1z it that
demands the presence of thiz thing so hateful
to the rest?

Medicmne iz used by the physician, the knife
by the surgeon; but the weapon of
destruction 1g used by the enemy, the hater.

Iz it, then, that we do not only use means, or
desire to use means, for the benefit of our
souls, but that also we wage warfare within
owselves, and do battle m the wmmer
sanctuary? It would seem so; for it is certan
that if man's will relaxed with regard to it he
would no longer retam hfe m that state
which pam exists. Why does he deswe lus
own hurt?

The answer may at first sight seem to be that
he prmanly deswes pleasure, and so is
willing to continue on that battlefield where it
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wages war with pam for the possession of
him, hoping always that pleasure will win the
victory and take lum home to herself. Tlis i
but the external aspect of the man's state. In
himself he knows well that pamn 1z co-ruler
with pleasure, and that though the war wages
always it never will be won. The superficial
observer concludes that man submits to the
mevitable. But that iz a fallacy not worthy of
dizcussion. A httle serious thought shows us
that man does not exist at all except by
exercise of lig positive qualities; it 1z but
logical to suppose that he chooses the state
he will ive m by the exercise of those same
qualities.

Granted, then, for the zalke of our argument,
that he desires pam, why is it that he desires
anything o annoying to himself?

o
If we carefully consider the constitution of

man and itz tendenciez, it would seem as if
there were two defuute directions in which he
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grows. He 1z like a tree which strices its
roots mto the ground wlule it throws up
yvoung branches towards the heavens. These
two lines which go outward from the central
personal pomt are to lhum clear, defuute, and
mtelligible. He calls one good and the other
evi. But man iz not, according to any
analogy, obgervation, or experience, a
straight line. Would that he were, and that
life, or progress, or development, or
whatever we choose to call it, meant merely
following one straight road or another, as the
rehigionists pretend it does. The whole
question, the nughty problem, would be very
easily solved then. But it is not g0 easy to go
to hell as preachers declare it to be. It is as
hard a task as to find one's way to the
Golden Gate. A man may wreck lhmself
utterly in sense-pleasure, — may debasge lus
whole nature, as it seems, — vet he fails of
becoming the perfect devil, for there is still
the spark of divine light within lum. He tries
to choose the broad road which leads to
destruction, and enters bravely on lus

headlong career. But very soon he 1is
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checked and startled by some unthought-of
tendency m himself, — some of the many
other radiations which go forth from lus
center of self. He suffers as the body suffers
when it develops monstrosities wlich
upede its healthy action. He has created
pam, and encountered lhis own creation. It
may seem as if this argument i1z difficult of
apphication with regard to physical pam. Not
go, f man 1z regarded from a lofher
standpomt than that we generally occupy. If
he is looked upon as a powerful conscious-
ness which forms its external mamfestations
according to its deswes, then it 1z evident that
physical pain results from deformity i those
deswes. No doubt it will appear to many
minds that tlhus conception of man iz too
gratuitous, and mvolves too large a mental
leap mto unknown places where proof is
unobtamable. But it the nund is accustomed
to look upon life from tlus standpoint, then
very soon none other iz acceptable; the
threads of exstence, wlich to the purely
materialistic observer appear hopelessly
entangled, become separated and straight-
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ened, so that a new mteligibleness illummes
the vmverse. The arbitrary and cruel Creator
who mflicts pamn and pleasure at will then
dizappears from the stage; and it 1z well, for
he 1z mdeed an unnecessary character, and,
worse still, is a mere creature of straw, who
caimot even strut upon the boards without
bemg upheld on all sides by dogmatists.
Man comes mto this world, surely, on the
same principle that he lives m one city of the
earth or another; at all events, if it 18 too
much to say that tlhis 18 so, one may safely
ask, why 1s it not s0? There 1= neither for nor
against which will appeal to the matenalist, or
which would weigh in a court of justice; but
I aver tlhus m favor of the argument, — that
no man havig once seriously considered it
can go back to the formal theories of the
sceptics. It 15 hke puttng on swaddling-
clothes again.

Granting, then, for the sake of this argument,
that man is a powerful consciousness who if
liz own creator, iz own judge, and within
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whom les all hfe in potentiality, even the
ultunate goal, then let us consider why he
causes lumgelf to suffer.

If pam is the result of uneven development,
of monstrous growths, of defective advance
at different pomts, why does man not learn
the lesson which this should teach lum, and

take pams to develop equally?

It would seem to me ag if the answer to tlus
question is that this 1z the very lesson which
the human race i1z engaged m learmng.
Perthaps this may seem too bold a statement
to make m the face of ordinary thinking,
which either regards man as a creatuwre of
chance dwelling in chaos, or as a soul bound
to the mexorable wheel of a tyrant's chariot
and hurried on either to heaven or to hell
But such a mode of thought iz after all but
the same as that of the cluld who regards lus
parents as the final arbiters of lus destunes,
and m fact the gods or demons of lus
umverse. As he grows he casts aside tlus
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idea, finding that it 1z suply a question of
coming of age, and that he is himself the king
of life like any other man.

So it 18 with the human race. It is king of its
world, arbiter of its own destury, and there i
none to =ay it nay. Who talk of Providence
and chance have not paused to think.

Destiny, the mevitable, does indeed exist for
the race and for the mdividual; but who can
ordam this save the man himselt” There is no
clew i heaven or earth to the existence of
any ordamer other than the man who suffers
or enjoys that wlich 1z ordamed. We know
go little of our own constitution, we are =o
ignorant of owr divine functions, that it is
umpossible for usg yet to lnmow how much or
how little we are actually fate itzelf. But tlus
at all events we know, — that so far as any
provable perception goes, no clew to the
existence of an ordamer has vyet been
discovered; whereas if we give but a very
little attention to the life about us in order to
obgzerve the action of the man upon lus own
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future, we soon perceive this power as an
actual force m operation. It 1z wisible,
although our range of wvision iz g0 very
linuited.

The man of the world, pure and simple, iz by
far the best practical obzerver and philogo-
pher with regard to life, because he is not
blinded by any prejudices. He will be found
always to believe that as a man sows so shall
he reap. And this iz 20 evidently true when it
1z considered, that if one takes the larger
view, including all human life, it males
mtelligible the awful Nemesis which seems
consciously to pursue the hwman race, —
that mexorable appearance of pam m the
midst of pleasure. The great Greek poets
saw tlus appantion so plamly that their
recorded observation has given to us
yvounger and blinder observers the idea of it.
It 1z unlikely that so materialistic a race as
that which has grown up all over the West
would have discovered for itself the
existence of thig terrible factor m human life
without the aszistance of the older poets, —
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the poets of the past. And m this we may
notice, by the way, one distinct value of the
study of the classics, — that the great ideas
and facts about human life which the superb
ancients put mto their poetry shall not be
abszolutely lost as are thewr arts. No doubt the
world will flower agamn, and greater thoughts
and more profound discoveries than those
of the past will be the glory of the men of the
future efflorescence; but unti that far-off day
comes we cannot prize too dearly the
treasures left us.

There iz one aspect of the question which
seems at first sight positively to negative tlus
mode of thought; and that 1z the suffering m
the apparently purely physical body of the
dumb bemgs, — vyoung cludren, idiots,
animals, — and thewr desperate need of the
power which comes of any sort of know-
ledge to help them through thew sufferings.

The difficulty which will arise m the mind
with regard to this comes from the untenable
idea of the separation of the soul from the

THE MEANING OF PAIN 79

body. It is supposed by all those who look
only at material life (and especially by the
physicians of the flesh) that the body and the
brain are a paw of partners who live together
hand m hand and react one upon another.
Beyond that they recognize no cause and
therefore allow of none. They forget that the
bramn and the body are as evidently mere
mechanism as the hand or the foot. There is
the mmer man — the soul — belund, vsing all
these mechamsms; and this 15 as evidently
the truth with regard to all the exiztences we
lmow of as with regard to man himself We
cannot fmd any pomt m the scale of being at
which soul-causation ceases or can cease.
The dull oyster must have that in hun wlich
makes him choose the mactive life he leads:
none elze can choose it for hun but the soul
behind, which makes him be. How else can
he be where he 15, or be at all? Only by the
mtervention of an unpossible creator called
by some name or other.

It is because man is =0 idle, so mdisposed to
assume or accept responsibility, that he falls
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back wvpon tlus temporary makeshift of a
creator. It 1z temporary mdeed, for it can
only last dwing the activity of the particular
brain power which finds its place among us.
When the man drops this mental hife behind
him, he of necessity leaves with it its magic
lantern and the pleasant illusions he has
conjured up by its aid. That must be a very
uncomfortable moment, and must produce a
sense of nalkedness not to be approached by
any other sensation. It would seem as well to
save one's self tlus disagreeable experience
by refusmg to accept unreal phantasms as
things of flesh and blood and power. Upon
the shoulders of the Creator man likes to
tluust the responsibility not only of lus
capacity for smmng and the possibility of lus
galvation, but of hiz very life itzelf, lug very
consciousness. It 1 a poor Creator that he
thus contents himself with, — one who iz
pleased with a umverse of puppets, and
amused by pulling thewr stings. If he is
capable of such emjoyment, he must yet be in
lus infancy. Perhaps that 13 =0, after all: the
God within vg 18 i lus mfancy, and refuses
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to recognize lus lhigh estate. If indeed the
soul of man 1z subject to the laws of growth,
of decay, and of re-buth as to its body, then
there is no wonder at its blindness. But tlus
12 evidently not o for the soul of man is of
that order of life which causes shape and
form, and iz unaffected itself by these things,
— of that order of life which like the pure,
the abstract flame bwns wherever it i1z lit.
Thiz cannot be changed or affected by tune,
and is of its very nature superior to growth
and decay. It stands i that primeval place
which i1z the only tlwone of God, — that
place whence forms of life emerge and to
which they return. That place i1z the central
pomt of existence, where there 15 a
permanent spot of life as there is in the nudst
of the heart of man It 1z by the equal
development of that, — fust by the
recognition of it, and then by its equal
development upon the many radiating lnes
of experience, — that man is at last enabled
to reach the Golden Gate and lift the latch.
The process 1s the gradual recognition of the
god m lumself; the goal 1z reached when that
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godhood is consciously restored to its right
glory.

I

The fust thing which it 1s necessary for the
goul of man to do in order to engage i this
great endeavor of discovering true life is the
gsame thing that the cluld fust does m its
deswe for activity m the body, — he must be
able to stand. It 15 clear that the power of
standing, of equilibrium, of concentration, of
uprightness, m the soul, iz a qualty of a
marked character. The word that presents
itzelf most readily as descrptive of tlus
quality iz "confidence."

To remaim still amud life and its changes, and
stand fumly on the chosen spot, 15 a feat
which can only be accomplished by the man
who has confidence m himself and m Ius
destury. Otherwize the hwrying forms of hite,
the rushing tide of men, the great floods of
thought, must mevitably carry hum with them,
and then he wil lose that place of con-
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sciousness whence it was possible to start
on the great enterprise. For it must be done
lnmowingly, and without pressure from
without, — tlus act of the new-born man. All
the great ones of the earth have possessed
this confidence, and have stood fumly on
that place which wasg to them the one solid
gpot in the vmverse. To each man thiz place
12 of necessity different. Each man must find
his own earth and s own heaven.

We have the mstinctive desire to relieve pam,
but we work m externals m ftlis as m
everything else. We simply alleviate it; and if
we do more, and drve it from its fust
chosen stronghold, it reappears m some
other place with reinforced wvigor. If it is
eventually driven off the physical plane by
persistent and successful effort, it reappears
on the mental or emotional planes where no
man can touch it. That tlus 13 g0 i1z easily
seen by thosze who comnect the various
planes of sensation, and who observe life
with that additional idlumination. Men
habitvally regard these different forms of
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feeling as actually separate, whereas mn fact
they are evidently only different sides of one
center, — the pomt of personality. If that
which arises m the center, the fount of life,
demands some lhindered action, and
consequently causes pam, the force thus
created bemng driven from one stronghold
must find another; it cannot be driven out.
And all the blendings of human life wlich
cauzse emotion and distress exist for its use
and pwposes as well as for those of
pleasure. Both have ther home m man; both
demand thew expression of nght. The
marvelously delicate mechamsm of the
human frame iz constructed to answer to
thew lghtest touch; the extraordinary
mtricacies of human relations evolve them-
selves, as it were, for the satisfaction of
these two great opposites of the soul

Pamn and pleasure stand apart and separate,
as do the two sexes; and it 15 i the merging,
the maling the two mto one, that joy and
deep sensation and profound peace are
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obtamed. Where there iz neither male nor
female, neither pam nor pleasure, there is the
god m man domimant, and then iz life real.

To state the matter i tlhus way may savor too
much of the dogmatist who uftters Ius
assertions uncontradicted from a safe pulpit;
but it iz dogmatism only as a scientist's
record of effort m a new dwection is
dogmatism. Unless the exstence of the
Gates of Gold can be proved to be real, and
not the mere phantasmagoria of fanciful
visionaries, then they are not worth tallang
about at all In the nmeteenth century hard
facts or legitunate arguments alone appeal to
men's minds; and so much the better. For
unless the life we advance towards 1is
mcreasmgly real and actual, it 15 worthless,
and tune iz wasted in going after it. Reality i
man's greatest need, and he demands to have
it at all hazards, at any price. Be it s0. No
one doubts he iz nght. Let us then go m
search of reality.
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IV

One definite lesson learned by all acute
sufferers will be of the greatest service to us
m this consideration. In mtense pam a point
1¢ reached where it 18 mdistinguishable from
its opposite, pleasure. This 1¢ indeed =o, but
few have the heroism or the strength to
suffer to such a far point. It iz ag difficult to
reach it by the other road. Only a chosen
few have the gigantic capacity for pleasure
which will enable them to travel to its other
side. Most have but enough strength to enjoy
and to become the slave of the enjoyment.
Yet man has undoubtedly within himself the
heroizm needed for the great journey: else
how ig it that martyrs have smiled anud the
torture? How 1 it that the profound smner
who lhves for pleasure can at last feel stuw
within himself the divine afflatus?

In both these cases the possibility has arisen
of finding the way; but too often that
possibility 12 killed by the overbalance of the
startled nature. The martyr has acquired a

passion for pam and lives i the idea of
heroic suffering; the smmer becomes blinded
by the thought of vitue and worships it as
an end, an object, a thing divine i itself;
whereas it can only be divine as it 1 part of
that mfunite whole which mcludes vice as well
as virtue. How i1g it possible to divide the
mfinite, — that which is one? It 13 as reason-
able to lend divinity to any object ag to take
a cup of water from the sea and declare that
m that iz contamed the ocean. You cannot
separate the ocean; the salt water i part of
the great =ea and must be so; but
nevertheless you do not hold the sea m your
hand. Men =0 longingly desiwre personal
power that they are ready to put mfuuty mto
a cup, the divine idea mto a formwula, in order
that they may fancy themselves m possess-
ion of it. These only are those who cannot
rize and approach the Gates of Gold, for the
great breath of life confuses them; they are
struck with horror to find how great it is.
The idol-worslhipper keeps an mnage of lus
idol m iz heart and bums a candle always
before it. It 1¢ Ius own, and he 1z pleased at



88 THEOUGH THE GATES OF GOLD

that thought, even if he bow m reverence
before it. In how many virtuous and religions
men does not this same state exast? In the
recesses of the =soul the lamp iz buring
before a household god, — a thing
possessed by its worshipper and subject to
him. Men chng with desperate tenacity to
these dogmas, these moral laws, these
principles and modes of faith which are their
household gods, thewr personal idols. Bid
them buwm the unceasmng flame m reverence
only to the mfimte, and they twn from you
Whatever thew manner of scoming your
protest may be, within themselves it leaves a
sense of achmg void. For the noble soul of
the man, that potential king which i1z within
ug all, knows full well that tlis household
1dol may be cast down and destroyed at any
moment, — that it 1z without finality m itself,
without any real and abgzolute life. And he
has been content in his possession, forget-
ting that anythmg possessed can only by the
umutable laws of life be held temporarly.
He has forgotten that the mfinmte 1z lus only
friend: he has forgotten that m its glory is lus
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only home, — that it alone can be Ius god.
There he feels as if he iz homeless: but that
anmid the sacrifices he offers to lus own
especial idol there 1z for him a brief resting-
place; and for tlus he clings passionately to
it.

Few have the courage even slowly to face
the great desolateness which lies outside
themselves, and must lie there so long as
they clng to the person which they
represent, the "I'" which i to them the center
of the world, the cause of all hife. In their
longing for a God they find the reason for
the existence of one; m thewr deswe for a
sense-body and a world to enjoy m, lhes to
them the cause of the vmverse. These beliefs
may be ludden wvery deep beneath the
surface, and be mdeed scarcely accessible;
but m the fact that they are there iz the
reason why the man holds himself upright.
To himself he 15 lumself the mfinite and the
God:; he holds the ocean m a cup. In tlus
delusion he nurtures the egoism which makes
life pleasure and makes pamn pleasant. In this
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profound egoism iz the very cause and
source of the existence of pleasure and of
pam. For unless man vacilated between
these two, and ceaselessly reminded himself
by sensation that he exists, he would forget
it. And m tlus fact lies the whole answer to
the question, "Why does man create pain for
his own discomfort?"

The strange and mysterious fact remams
unexplamed as yet, that man n zo deludng
himself 15 merely mterpreting Nature back-
wards and putting into the words of death
the meaning of lLfe. For that man does
mdeed hold within him the mtfinite, and that
the ocean i1z really m the cup, 1 an
mcontestable truth; but it 1 only so because
the cup 1z absolutely non-existent. It is
merely an experience of the mfuute, having
no permanence, hable to be shattered at any
mstant. It 1z m the claming of reality and
permanence for the four walls of lus
personality, that man makes the vast blunder
which plunges him into a prolonged series of
unfortunate mcidents, and mtensifies con-
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tinually the existence of his favorite forms of
sensation. Pleasure and paimn become to him
more real than the great ocean of which he is
a part and where hiz home 1s; he perpetually
lnocks himself pamfully against these walls
where he feels, and lus tiny self oscillates
within his chosen prison.




CHAPTER V
THE SECRET OF STRENGTH

STRENGTH to step forward is the prumary
need of him who has chosen lus path. Where
ig thig to be found? Looking round, it is not
hard to see where other men find thewr
strength. Its source iz profound conviction
Through this great moral power 1s brought to
birth in the natural life of the man that which
enables hum, however frail he may be, to go
on and conquer. Conguer what? Not
contments, not worlds, but himself. Through
that supreme victory i1 obtamed the entrance
to the whole, where all that nught be
conquered and obtamed by effort becomes
at once not lus, but himself.

To put on armor and go forth to war, taking
the chances of death m the hurry of the fight,
12 an easy thing; to stand still anud the jangle
of the world, to preserve stillness within the
turmoil of the body, to hold silence amid the
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thousand cries of the senses and desires,
and then, stripped of all armor and without
hwry or excitement take the deadly serpent
of zelf and kil it, iz no eagy thing. Yet that ig
what has to be done; and it can only be done
m the moment of equlibrum when the
enemy 15 dizconcerted by the silence.

But there 1z needed for this supreme moment
a strength such ag no hero of the battlefield
needs. A great soldier must be filled with the
profound convictions of the justness of lus
cauze and the nightness of lus method. The
man who wars agamst hunszelf and wms the
battle can do it only when he lnows that in
that war he iz domng the one thing which is
worth domg, and when he knows that m
domg it he 1z wmning heaven and hell as lus
servitors. Yes, he stands on both. He needs
no heaven where pleasure comes as a
long-promised reward; he fears no hell where
pam waits to pumsh him for lus sms. For he
has conquered once for all that slifting
serpent m lumselt which turns from side to
side m its constant deswe of contact, m its
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perpetual search after pleasure and paim.
Never again (the victory once really won)
can he ftremble or grow exultant at any
thought of that wlich the future holds.
Thoze burming sensations which seemed to
him to be the only proofs of lus exstence
are lis no longer. How, then, can he know
that he lives? He knows it only by argument.
And i time he does not care to argue about
it. For him there iz then peace; and he will
find m that peace the power he has coveted.
Then he will know what 15 that faith wlich
can remove mountains.

T

Religion holds a man back from the path,
prevents lus steppmng forward, for varous
very plam reasons. Furst, it makes the wital
nustake of distmemshing between good and
evil. Natuwre knows no such distinction; and
the moral and social laws set us by owr
religions are as temporary, as much a thing
of our own special mode and form of
existence, ag are the moral and zocial laws of
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the ants or the bees. We pass out of that
state in which these things appear to be final,
and we forget them forever. This i1z easily
shown, because a man of broad habits of
thought and of mtelligence must modity lus
code of life when he dwells among another
people. These people among whom he is an
alien have thew own deep-rooted religions
and hereditary convictions, agamst which he
cannot offend. Unless lus i1z an abjectly
narrow and unthinking mmd, he sees that
thewr form of law and order iz as good as s
own. What then can he do but reconcile lus
conduct gradually to thewr rules? And then if
he dwells among them many years the sharp
edge of difference iz worm away, and he
forgets at last where thewr faith ends and lus
commences. Yet 12 it for lus own people to
say he has done wrong, it he has mjured no
man and remained just?

I am not attacking law and order; I do not
spealk of these things with rash dislilke. In
their place they are as vital and necessary as
the code which governs the life of a beeluve
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1 to its successful conduct. What I wish to
pomt out 1 that law and order in themselves
are (uite temporary and unsatisfactory.
When a man's soul passes away from its
brief dwelling-place, thoughts of law and
order do not accompany it. If it 1z strong, it
1z the ecstasy of true bemg and real life
which it becomes possessed of, as all know
who have watched by the dymg If the soul
18 weal, it famts and fades away, overcome
by the first flush of the new life.

Am I spealking too positively? Only those
who live in the active hife of the moment,
who have not watched beside the dead and
dymng, who have not walked the battlefield
and looked m the faces of men i thewr last
agony, wil say =o. The strong man goes
forth from lus body exultant.

Why? Becauge he ig no longer held back and
made to quiver by hesitation. In the strange
moment of death he has had release given
him; and with a sudden passion of delight he
recognizes that it 1z release. Had he been
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sure of this before, he would have been a
great sage, a man to rule the woild, for he
would have had the power to rule himself
and lig own body. That release from the
chams of ordmary life can be obtamed as
easily during life as by death. It only needs a
sufficiently profound conviction to enable
the man to look on lug body with the same
emotions as he would look on the body of
another man, or on the bodies of a thousand
men. In contemplatmg a battlefield it iz
upossible to realize the agony of every
sufferer; why, then, realize your own pain
more keenly than another's? Mass the whole
together, and look at it all from a wider
standpomt than that of the individual life.
That vou actually feel vowr own physical
wound iz a wealness of yvour limitation. The
man who 1z developed psyclucally feels the
wound of another as keenly as lus own, and
does not feel lus own at all f he 1z strong
enough to will it so. Every one who has
examuned at all serously mto psychic
conditions knows tlus to be a fact, more or
less marked, according to the psychic
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development. In many mstances the psychic
1z more keenly and selfishly aware of lus
own pain than of any other person's; but that
1z when the development, marked perhaps so
far as it has gone, only reaches a certam
pomt. It 1z the power which carries the man
to the margin of that consciousness which is
profound peace and wital activity. It can
carry lum no further. But if he has reached
its margn he is freed from the paltry
dominmion of his own self. That iz the first
great release. Look at the sufferings wlich
come upon us from our narrow and limited
experience and sympathy. We each stand
quite alone, a solitary umt, a pygmy i the
world. What good fortune can we expect?
The great life of the world rushes by, and we
are m danger each mstant that it wil
overwhelm us or even utterlly destroy us.
There 1z no defence to be offered to it; no
opposition army can be set up, because i
this life every man fights his own battle
agamst every other man, and no two can be
united under the same banner. There 15 only
one way of escape from thiz termble danger



100 THEROUGH THE GATES OF GOLD

which we battle agamnst every howr. Turn
round, and mstead of standng agamst the
forces, jom them; become one with Nature,
and go easily upon her path. Do not resist or
resent the cwcumstances of hfe any more
than the plants resent the ram and the wind.
Then suddenly, to yowr own amazement,
vou find you have tume and strength to
spare, to use m the great battle which it is
mevitable every man must fight, — that
himself, that which leads to lis own
congquest.

Some might say, to lig own destruction.
And why? Becauge from the hour when he
fust tastes the splendid reality of living he
forgets more and more hig individual self.
No longer does he fight for it, or pit its
strength agamst the strength of others. No
longer does he care to defend or to feed it.
Yet when he 1s thus mdifferent to its welfare,
the mdividual self grows more stalwart and
robust, lke the pramie grasses and the trees
of untrodden forests. It 1z a matter of
mdifference to hum whether this i1z so or not.
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Only, it it is g0, he has a fine mstrument
ready to lus hand; and i due proportion to
the completeness of lus mdifference to it is
the strength and beauty of lus personal self.
This 18 readidy seen; a garden flower
becomes a mere degenerate copy of itself if
it 1z smply neglected; a plant must be
cultivated to the highest pitch, and benefit by
the whole of the gardener's skill, or elze it
must be a pure savage, wild, and fed only by
the earth and sky. Who cares for any
mtermediate state? What value or strength is
there m the neglected garden rose which has
the canker m every bud? For diseased or
dwarfed bloszoms are sure to result from an
arbitrary change of condition, resulting from
the neglect of the man who has lutherto been
the providence of the plant m its unnatural
life. But there are wind-blown plains where
the daisies grow tall, with moon faces such
as no cultivation can produce m them.
Cultivate, then, to the very utmost; forget no
mch of your garden ground, no smallest
plant that grows m it; make no foolish
pretence nor fond nustale m the fancy that
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vou are ready to forget it, and so subject it
to the frightful consequences of half-
measures. The plant that 1z watered today
and forgotten tomorrow must dwmdle or
decay. The plant that looks for no help but
from Nature itself measures its strength at
once, and either dies and is re-created or
grows mto a great tree whose boughs fill the
sky. But malke no mustake like the religiomsts
and some plhidosophers; leave no part of
vourself neglected wlile you lnow it to be
vourself. While the ground is the gardener's
it 13 lus busmess to tend it; but some day a
call may come to lum from another country
or from death itzelf, and m a moment he is
no longer the gardener, his busimess 15 at an
end, he has no more duty of that kand at all.
Then lus favorite plants suffer and die, and
the delicate ones become one with the earth.
But soon fierce Nature clauns the place for
her own, and covers it with thick grass or
gant weeds, or nurses some sapling m it till
it branches shade the ground. Be warned,
and tend your garden to the utmost, till you
can pass away utterly and let it retwn to
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Nature and become the wind-blown plain
where the wild-flowers grow. Then, if you
pasg that way and look at it, whatever has
happened will neither grieve nor elate you.
For you will be able to say, "I am the rocky
ground, T am the great tree, I am the strong
daisies," mdifferent which it 1 that flourishes
where once your rose-trees grew. But you
must have learned to study the stars to some
purpose before you dare to neglect your
roses, and onut to fill the aw with thew
cultivated fragrance. You must lnow your
way through the tracldess aw, and from
thence to the pure ether; you must be ready
to lift the bar of the Golden Gate.

Cultivate, I say, and neglect nothing. Only
remember, all the while you tend and water,
that you are impudently vswping the tasks of
Nature herself. Having uswped her work,
vou must carry it through until you have
reached a pomt when she has no power to
punish you, when you are not afraid of her,
but can with a bold front return her her own.
She laughs m her sleeve, the nmighty mother,
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watching yvou with covert, laughing eve,
ready relentlessly to cast the whole of your
work info the dust if you do but give her the
chance, if you tun idler and grow careless.
The idler iz father of the madman m the
sense that the clild is the father of the man
Nature has put her vast hand on lum and
crushed the whole edifice. The gardener and
his rose-trees are alike broken and stricken
by the great storm which her movement has
created; they lie helpless till the sand 18 swept
over them and they are buried in a weary
wilderness. From this desert spot Nature
herself will re-create, and will use the ashes
of the man who dared to face her as
mdifferently as the withered leaves of lus
plants. Hig body, soul, and spuit are all alike
clammed by her.

I

The man who 1s strong, who has resolved to
find the vnknown path, takes with the utmost
care every step. He utters no idle word, he
does no unconsidered action, he neglects no
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duty or office however homely or however
difficult. But wlhile lus eyes and hands and
feet are thus fulfiling thewr tasks, new eyes
and hands and feet are bemg bom within
him. For lis passionate and unceasing desire
12 to go that way on which the subtile organs
only can guide hum. The physical world he
has leamned, and knows how to use
gradually lus power 1s passmg on, and he
recognizes the psychic world. But he has to
learn this world and know how to use it, and
he dare not loge hold of the life he iz familiar
with till he has taken hold of that with wlich
he i1z unfanuliar. When he has acquired such
power with lus psychic organs as the mfant
has with its physical organs when it first
opens its lungs, then is the hour for the great
adventure. How lttle 1z needed — vyet how
much that 1! The man does but need the
psychic body to be formed m all parts, as i
an mfant's; he does but need the profound
and unshakable conviction which mpels the
mfant, that the new life i1z deswable. Once
those conditions gamed and he may let
himself live i the new atmosphere and look
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up to the new sun. But then he must
remember to check lis new experience by
the old. He 1z breathing =still, though
differently; he draws awr mto lus lungs, and
takes life from the sun. He has been bom
mto the psychic world, and depends now on
the psychic ar and light. His goal i not here:
this 1= but a subtile repetition of physical life;
lhe has to pass through it according to smmular
laws. He must study, learn, grow, and
conquer; never forgetting the wlule that lus
goal 1z that place where there i1 no aw nor
ALY SUN O MOOo1.

Do not imagine that i tlus line of progress
the man himself i1 being moved or changing
lus place. Not zo. The truest illustration of
the process iz that of cutting through layers
of crust or skan. The man, having learned lus
leszon fully, casts off the physical life;
having learned lus lesson fully, casts off the
psychic htfe; having learned lus lesson fully,
casts off the contemplative life, or life of
adoration.
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All are cast aside at last, and he enters the
great temple where any memory of self or
sensation 1= left outside as the shoes are cast
from the feet of the worshipper. That temple
1z the place of his own pure divimty, the
cenfral flame which, however obgcured, has
anmimated lhum through all these stiuggles.
And having found tlus sublime home he is
sure ag the heavens themselves. He remaimns
still, filled with all knowledge and power.
The outer man, the adormg, the acting, the
lving personification, goes its own way hand
m hand with Natwe, and shows all the
superb strength of the savage growth of the
earth, Lt by that mstinct which contams
lmowledge. For m the mmost sanctuary, m
the actval temple, the man has found the
subtile eszence of Nature herself. No longer
can there be any difference between them or
any half-measures. And now comes the hour
of action and power. In that mmost
sanctuary all 1z to be found: God and lus
creatures, the fiends who prey on them,
those among men who have been loved,
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those who have been hated. Difference
between them exists no longer. Then the soul
of man laughs m its strength and fearless-
ness, and goes forth mto the world in wlich
its actions are needed, and causes these
actions to take place without apprehension,
alarm, fear, regret, or joy.

This state 15 possible to man while yet he
lives i the physical; for men have attamned it
while living. It alone can make actions i the
physical divine and true.

Life among objects of sense must forever be
an outer shape to the sublune soul, — it can
only become powerful Lfe, the lfe of
accomphshment, when it 15 anunated by the
crowned and mdifferent god that sits m the
sanctuary.

The obtaming of tlus condition is so supre-
mely desirable because from the moment it is
entered there i no more trouble, no more
amcaety, no more doubt or hesitation. As a
great artist pamts lhis picture fearlessly and
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never conunitting any error which causes
him regret, so the man who has formed lus
umer self deals with Ins life.

But that 1z when the condition iz entered.
That which we who look towards the
mountains hunger to know is the mode of
entrance and the way to the Gate. The Gate
1¢ that Gate of Gold barred by a heavy bar
of won. The way to the threshold of it mns a
man giddy and sick. It seems no path, it
seems to end perpetually, its way lies along
hideous precipices, it loses itself m deep
waters.

Once crossed and the way found it appears
wonderful that the difficulty should have
looked =0 great. For the path where it
dizappears does but turn abruptly, its line
upon the precipice edge i1z wide enough for
the feet, and across the deep waters that
look =0 treacherous there iz always a ford
and a ferry. So it happens m all profound
experiences of human nature. When the first
arief tears the heart asunder it seems that the
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path has ended and a blank darkness taken
the place of the sky. And vet by groping the
soul passes on, and that difficult and
seemingly hopeless tun m the road 1is
passed.

So with many another form of huwman tor-
ture. Sometiunes throughout a long period or
a whole lifetune the path of exstence is
perpetually checked by what seem like
msurmountable obstacles. Grief, pam, suf-
fermg, the loss of all that i1z beloved or
valued, rize up before the terrified soul and
check it at every turn. Who places those
obstacles there? The reason sluimks at the
childish dramatic picture which the reh-
gionists place before it, — God penmitting
the Devil to torment His creatures for their
ultunate good! When will that ultunate good
be attamed? The idea mvolved m this picture
supposes an end, a goal. There iz none. We
can any one of us safely assent to that, for
az far a® lhuman observation, reason,
thought, mtellect, or mstinct can reach
towards grasping the mystery of life, all data

THE SECRET OF STRENGTH 111

obtamed show that the path iz endless and
that etermty cannot be blinked and converted
by the 1dling soul mto a nullion years.

In man, taken mdividually or as a whole,
there clearly exsts a double constitution. I
am speaking roughly now, being well aware
that the various schools of philogophy cut
him up and subdvide him according to thew
several theories. What I mean 1z tlhis: that
two great tideg of emotion sweep through his
nature, two great forces gude lus life; the
one makes him an animal, and the other
makes lum a god. No brute of the earth is =0
brutal as the man who subjects lus godly
power to hiz animal power. This iz a matter
of cowrse, because the whole force of the
double nature is then used m one diection
The ammmal pure and simple obeys lus
mstincts only and desires no more than to
aratify Ius love of pleasure; he pays but little
regard to the existence of other bemgs
except in g0 far as they offer him pleasure or
pam; he knows nothing of the abstract love
of cruelty or of any of those wvicious
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tendencies of the human being which have in
themselves thew own gratification. Thus the
man who becomes a beast has a nullion
tunes the grasp of life over the natural beast,
and that wlich m the pure ammal i3
sufficiently mmocent enjoyment, uninter-
mpted by an arbitrary moral standard,
becomes m lum vice, because it is gratified
on principle. Moreover he tuns all the divine
powers of his bemg mto tlhis chamnel, and
degrades lis soul by malang it the slave of
lus  senses. The god, deformed and
dizguized, waits on the anunal and feeds it.

Congsider then whether it 1z not possible to
change the situation. The man himself iz lang
of the country in which tlus strange spectacle
1z seen. He allows the beast to uswp the
place of the god because for the moment the
beast pleases lus capricious royal fancy the
most. This cannot last always: why let it last
any longer? So long as the anunal rules there
will be the keenest sufferings in consequence
of change, of the vibration between pleasure
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and pam, of the desire for prolonged and
pleasant physical hfe. And the god m lus
capacity of servant adds a thousand-fold to
all thus, by malking physical life so much
more filled with keenness of pleasure, —
rare, voluptuous, aesthetic pleasure, — and
by mtensity of pam so passionate that one
lnows not where it ends and where pleasure
commences. So long as the god serves, =o
long the life of the ammal will be enriched
and mcreasmgly valuable. But let the lang
resolve to change the face of lus court and
forcibly evict the animal from the chaw of
state, restoring the god to the place of
divinity.

Al, the profound peace that falls upon the
palace! All iz mdeed changed. No longer is
there the fever of personal longmgs or
deswes, no longer iz there any rebellion or
distress, no longer any hunger for pleasure
or dread of pam. It i1z hke a great calm
descendmmg on a stormy ocean; it iz like the
gsoft ram of summer fallng on parched
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ground; it i1z like the deep pool found anudst
the weary, thirsty labyrmths of the unfriendly
forest.

But there 1z much more than this. Not only is
man more than an ammal becausze there is the
god m lum, but he is more than a god
because there 1= the anunal m hum.

Once force the anumal mto lus rightful place,
that of the mferior, and you find yourself m
possession of a great force lutherto wn-
suspected and unknown. The god as servant
adds a thousand-fold to the pleasures of the
animal; the ammal ag servant adds a
thousand-fold to the powers of the god. And
it 1g upon the vnion, the right relation of these
two forces m lumself, that man stands as a
strong king, and 15 enabled to raise lis hand
and lft the bar of the Golden Gate. When
these forces are unfitly related, then the king
12 but a crowned voluptuary, without power,
and whose digmty does but mock lum; for
the animals, undivine, at least know peace
and are not torn by vice and despair.
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That 12 the whole secret. That 15 what malces
man strong, powerful, able to grasp heaven
and earth m his hands. Do not fancy it is
easily done. Do not be deluded mto the idea
that the religious or the virtuous man does it!
Not =o. They do no more than fix a
standard, a routme, a law, by wlich they
hold the ammmal m check. The god is
compelled to serve him m a certain way, and
does so, pleasng lum with the beliefs and
cherished fantasies of the religious, with the
lofty sense of personal pride which malces
the joy of the virtuous. These special and
canonized vices are things too low and base
to be possible to the pure amumal, whose
only mspirer is Nature herself, always fresh
ag the dawn. The god in man, degraded, iz a
thing unspeakable mn its mfamous power of
production.

The ammal m man, elevated, 15 a thing
unimaginable m its great powers of service

and of strength.

You forget, you who let your anunal self hive
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on, merely checked and held within certain
bounds, that it 1z a great force, an mtegral
portion of the ammal life of the world you
live m. With it you can sway men, and
mfluence the very world itself, more or less
perceptibly accordng to your strength. The
god, given lus right place, will o mspire and
auide this extraordmary creature, so educate
and develop it, so force it mto action and
recognition of its land, that it will make you
tremble when you recognize the power that
has awakened within you. The anumal i
yvourself will then be a lking among the
animals of the world.

This is the secret of the old-world magicians,
who made Nature serve them and work
miracles every day for their convenience.
Thig 1z the secret of the coming race wlich
Lord Lytton foreshadowed for us.

But this power can only be attamed by giving
the god the sovereignty. Make your anunal
muler over yowself, and he will never rule
others.

EPILOGUE

SECRETED and hidden i the heart of the
world and m the heart of man iz the hght
which can dlumine all hte, the future and the
past. Shall we not search for it? Surely some
must do go0. And then perhaps those will add
what 1z needed to this poor fragment of
thought.
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