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THE POWER OF THE DEAD

I\
that curious little masterpiece, A

Beleaguered City^ Mrs. Oliphant shows

us the dead of a provincial town suddenly

waxing indignant over the conduct and

the morals of those inhabiting the town
which they founded. They rise up in re-

belHon, invest the houses, the streets, the

market-places and, by the pressure of their

innumerable multitude, all-powerful though
invisible, repulse the living, thrust them
out of doors and, setting a strict watch,

permit them to return to their roof-trees

only after a treaty of peace and penitence
has purified their hearts, atoned for their

offences and ensured a more worthy future.

Undoubtedly a great truth underlies this

fiction, which appears to us far-fetched

because we perceive only material and
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ephemeral realities. The dead live and
move in our midst far more really and

effectually than the most venturesome im-

agination could depict. It is very doubtful

whether they remain in their graves. It

even seems increasingly certain that they
never allowed themselves to be confined

there. Under the tombstones where we
believe them to lie imprisoned there are

only a few ashes, which are no longer theirs,

which they have abandoned without regret
and which in all probability they no longer

deign to remember. All that was them-
selves continues to have its being in our

midst. How and under what aspect ? After

all these thousands, perhaps millions of

years, we do not yet know
;
and no religion

has been able to tell us with satisfying

certainty, though all have striven to do so
;

but we may, by means of certain tokens,

hope to learn.

Without further considering a mighty
but obscure truth, which it is for the moment

impossible to state precisely or to render

palpable, let us concern ourselves with one

which cannot be disputed. As I have said

4
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elsewhere, whatever our reHgious faith may
be, there is at any rate one place where our
dead cannot perish, where they continue
to exist as really as when they were in the
flesh and often more actively ;

and this

living abiding-place, this consecrated spot,
which for those whom we have lost becomes
Heaven or Hell according as we draw nearer
to or travel farther from their thoughts and
their desires, is within ourselves.

And their thoughts and their desires are

always higher than our own. It is, there-

fore, by uplifting ourselves that we approach
them. It is we who must take the first

steps, for they can no longer descend,
whereas it is always possible for us to rise

;

for the dead, whatever they may have been
in life, become better than the best of us.

The least worthy of them, in shedding the

body, have shed its vices, its littlenesses,
its weaknesses, which soon pass from our

memory as well
;

and the spirit alone

remains, which is pure in every man and
able to desire only what is good. There
are no wicked dead because there are no
wicked souls. This is why, as we purify
ourselves, we restore life to those who were
no more and transform our memory, which

they inliabit, into Heaven.

S
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And what was always true of all the dead
is far more true to-day, when only the best

are chosen for the tomb. In the region
which we believe to be under the earth,

which we call the Kingdom of the Shades
and which in reality is the ethereal region
and the Kingdom of Light, there are at

this moment disturbances no less profound
than those which we have experienced on
the surface of the earth. The young dead

have invaded it from every side
;
and since

the beginning of this world they have never

been so numerous, so full of energy and
zeal. Whereas in the customary sequence
of the years the dwelling-place of those

who leave us receives only weary and ex-

hausted lives, there is not one in this in-

comparable host who, to borrow Pericles'

expression,
"
has not departed from life at

the height of glory." Not one of them
but has gone up, not down, to his death

clad in the greatest sacrifice that man can

make for an idea that cannot die. All that

we have hitherto believed, all that we have

striven to attain beyond ourselves, all that

has lifted us to the level at which we stand,

all that has overcome the evil days and
6



The Power of the Dead

the evil instincts of human nature : all this

could have been no more than lies and

illusions if such men as these, such a mass

of merit and of glory, were really annihil-

ated, had for ever disappeared, were for

ever useless and voiceless, for ever without

influence in a world to which they have

given life.

It is hardly possible that this could be

so as regards the external survival of the

dead
;

but it is absolutely certain that it

is not so as regards their survival in our-

selves. Here nothing is lost and no one

perishes. Our memories are to-day peopled

by a multitude of heroes struck down in

the flower of their youth and very different

from the pale and languid cohort of the

past, composed almost wholly of the sick

and the old, who had already ceased to exist

before leaving the earth. We must tell

ourselves that now, in every one of our

homes, both in our cities and in the country-

side, both in the palace and in the meanest

hovel, there lives and reigns a young dead

man in the glory of his strength. He fills

the poorest, darkest dwelling with a splen-
dour of which it had never ventured to

7
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dream. His constant presence, imperious
and inevitable, diffuses and maintains a

religion and ideas which it had never known

before, hallows everything around it, makes
the eyes look higher, prevents the spirit

from descending, purifies the air that is

breathed and the speech that is held and
the thoughts that are mustered there and,
little by little, ennobles and uplifts the

whole people on a scale of unexampled
vastness.

Such dead as these have a power as pro-
found, as fruitful as life and less precarious.
It is terrible that this experience should

have been made, for it is the most pitiless

and the first in such enormous masses that

mankind has undergone ; but, now that

the ordeal is over, we shall soon gather the

most unexpected fruits. It will not be

long before we see the differences widen
and the destinies diverge between the nations

which have acquired all these dead and all

this glory and those which were deprived
of them ; and we shall perceive with amaze-
ment that the nations which have lost the

most are those which have kept their riches

and their men. There are losses which are

8
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inestimable gains ;
and there are gains

whereby the future is lost. There are dead
whom the living cannot replace and the

mere thought of whom accomplishes things
which our bodies cannot perform. There
are dead whose energy surpasses death and
recovers life

;
and we are almost every

one of us at this moment the mandataries

of a being greater, nobler, graver, wiser

and more truly living than ourselves. With
all those who accompany him, he wIU be

our judge, if it be true that the dead weigh
the soul of the living and that our happiness

depends on their verdict. He will be our

guide and our protector, for it is the first

time, since history has revealed its mis-

fortunes to us, that man has felt so great
a host of such mighty dead soaring above
his head and speaking within his heart.

We shall live henceforward under their

laws, which will be more just but not more
severe nor more cheerless than ours

;
for

it is a mistake to suppose that the dead

love nothing but gloom ; they love only
the justice and the truth which are the

eternal forms of happiness.
From the depths of this justice and this

truth in which they are all immersed, they
will help us to destroy the great falsehoods

9
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of existence
; for War and Death, if they

sow innumerable miseries and misfortunes,

have at least the merit of destroying as

many lives as they occasion evils. And all

the sacrifices which they have made for us

will have been in vain—and this is not

possible
—if they do not first of all bring

about the fall of the lies on which we live

and which it is not necessary to name, for

each of us knows his own and is ashamed of

them and will be eager to make an end of

them.

They will teach us, before all else, from

the depths of our hearts which are their

living tombs, to love those who outlive

them, since it is in them alone that they

wholly exist.
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II

MESSAGES FROM BEYOND THE
GRAVE

SIR
OLIVER LODGE is one of the

most distinguished men of learning in

our day. He is also one of the oldest,

most active and most prominent members
of that well-known Society for Psychical
Research which, founded in 1882, has ever

since striven to study with irreproachable
scientific precision all the wonderful, in-

explicable, occult and supernatural pheno-
mena which have always baffled and still

elude the comprehension of mankind. In
addition to his purely scientific works, of

which, not being qualified to judge, I do
not speak, he is the author of some ex-

tremely remarkable books, such as Man
and the Universe, The Ether of Space and
The Survival of Ma?/, in which the loftiest
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and most daring metaphysical speculations
are constantly controlled by the most pru-
dent, wise and steadfast common sense.

Sir Oliver Lodge, therefore, is at the

same time a philosopher and a practical,

working scientist, accustomed to scientific

methods which do not readily allow him
to go astray ;

he has, in a word, one of the

best-balanced brains that we could hope
to meet ;

and he is convinced that the

dead do not die and that they are able to

communicate with us. He has tried to

make us share his conviction in The Survival

of Man. I am not sure that he has quite
succeeded. True, he gives us a certain

number of extraordinary facts, but they are

facts which, in the last resort, can be ex-

plained by the unconscious intervention of

intelligences other than those of the dead.

He does not bring us the irrefutable proof,
such as we should consider, for instance,

the revelation of an incident, a detail, a

piece of information so absolutely un-

known to any living creature that it could

come only from a spirit no longer of this

world. We must admit, however, that such

a proof is, as he says, as difficult to conceive

as to provide.

14
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Sir Oliver's youngest son, Raymond, was

born in 1889, became an engineer and en-

listed for the duration of the war in Sep-
tember 1 91 4. He was sent out to Flanders

early in the spring of 191 5 and, on the 14th
of September of the same year, before

Ypres, while the company under his com-
mand was leaving the front-line trench, he

was hit in the left side by a splinter of a

shell and died a few hours later.

He was, as a photograph shows us, one

of those admirable young British soldiers

who are the perfect type of a robust, fresh,

joyous humanity, clean and bright, and

whose death seems the more cruel and the

more incredible as it annihilates a greater

aggregate of strength, hope and beauty.
His father has dedicated to his memory

a large volume entitled Raymond, or Life

and Death
;

and we are at first somewhat

bewildered at seeing that it is not, as one

might expect, a book of lamentation, regrets

and tears, but the accurate, deliberately

impassive and at times almost cheerful

report of a man of learning who thrusts

aside his sorrow so that he may see clearly

before him, wrestles with the thought of
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death and beholds the rising dawn of an

immense and very strange hope.

I will not linger over the first part of

the volume, which aims at making us

acquainted with Raymond Lodge. It con-

tains some forty letters written in the

trenches, the testimony of his brother-

officers' devotion to him, details of his

death and so on. The letters, I may say
in passing, are charmingly vivid and marked

by a delicate and delightful humour whose

only object is to reassure those who are

not themselves in danger. I have not time

to dwell upon them
;

and they are not

what most interests us here.

But the second part, which Sir Oliver

Lodge calls Supernormal Portion, passes from

the life that exists on the surface of our

earth and introduces us into a very diflferent

world.

In the very first lines, the author reminds

us that he has
" made no secret of his con-

viction, not merely that personality persists,

but that its continued existence is more
entwined with the life of every day than

has been generally imagined ;
that there is

i6
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no real breach of continuity between the

dead and the Hving ;
and that methods of

intercommunion across what has seemed to

be a gulf can be set going in response to the

urgent demand of affection ; that, in fact,

as Diotima told Socrates {Symposium, 202

and 203), Love bridges the Chasm."
Sir Oliver Lodge, then, is persuaded that

his son, though dead, has not ceased to

exist and that he has not gone far from
those who love him. Raymond, in fact, seeks

to communicate with his father as early as

eleven days after his death. \Xc know that

these communications, or so-called com-
munications from beyond the grave

—let us

not prejudge the issue for the moment—
are made through the agency of a medium
who is or believes himself to be inspired or

possessed by the deceased or by a familiar

spirit speaking in his name and repeating
what the latter reveals to him. The medium

conveys his information cither orally or by
automatic writing, or again, although this

is very rare m the present instance, by

table-turning. But I will pass over these

preliminaries, which would carry us too

far, and come straight to the communication
which is, I think, the most astonishing of

all and perhaps the only one that cannot
B 17
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be explained, or at least is exceedingly-
difficult to explain, by the intervention of

the living.

About the end of August 191 5, that is

to say, not many days before his death,

Raymond, who, as ^NQ, have seen, was near

Ypres, had been photographed with the

officers of his battalion by a travelling

photographer. On the 27th of September
following, in the course of a sitting with

the medium Peters, the spirit speaking by
Peters said suddenly :

" You have several portraits of this boy.
Before he went away you had a good por-
trait of him—two, no, three. Two where
he is alone and one where he is in a group
of other men. He is particular that I

should tell you of this. In one you see

his walking-stick."
Now at that time the members of Sir

Oliver Lodge's family did not know of the

existence of this group. They attached no

great importance, however, to the revela-

tion
;

but in subsequent sittings, notably
on the 3rd of November, before the photo-

graphs had arrived, before they were seen,

more detailed information was received.

According to the spirit's statements, the

photograph was of a dozen officers or more,
18
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taken out of doors, in front of a sort of

shelter (the medium kept drawing vertical

lines in the air). Some were sitting down
and some were standing up at the back.

Raymond was sitting ; somebody was leaning
on him. There were several photographs
taken.

On the 7th of December the photographs
arrived at Mariemont, Sir Oliver's house
near Edgbaston. There were three copies,
all differing slightly, of the same group of

twenty-one officers, those in the back row

standing up, the others seated. The group
was taken outside a sort of temporary
wooden structure, such as might be a

hospital shed, with six conspicuous nearly
vertical lines on the roof. Raymond was
one of those sitting on the ground in front

;

his walking-stick, mentioned in the first

revelation, was lying across his feet. And
a striking piece of evidence is that his is

the only instance where one man is leaning
or resting his hand on the shoulder of

another, in two of the photographs, or, in

the third, his leg.

This manifestation is one of the most
remarkable that have hitherto been obtained,
because it eliminates almost entirely any
telepathic interference, that is to say, any

19
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subconscious intercommunication between
the persons present at the sitting, all of

whom were absolutely unaware of the

existence of the photographs. If we refuse

to admit the intervention of the deceased—which should, I agree, be admitted only
in the last resort—we must, in order to

explain the revelation, suppose that the sub-

consciousness of the medium or of one of

those present entered into communication,

through the vast mazes and deserts of

space and amid millions of strange souls,

with the subconsciousness of one of the

officers or of one of the people who had seen

these photographs whose existence there was

no reason for suspecting. This is possible,
but it is so fortuitous, so prodigious that

the survival and intervention of the de-

ceased would, in the circumstances, seem
almost less supernatural and more probable.

4

I will not enter into the details of the

numerous sittings which preceded or fol-

lowed this one ; nor will I even undertake

to summarize them. To share the emotion

aroused, we must read the reports which

faithfully reproduce these strange dialogues
20
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between the living and the dead. We
receive the impression that the departed
son comes daily closer and closer to life

and converses more and more easily, more
and more familiarly, with all those who
loved him before he was overtaken by the

shadows of the grave. He recalls to each

of them a thousand little forgotten incidents.

He remains among his own kindred as though
he had never left them. He is always

present and prepared to answer. He mingles
so completely in their whole life that no
one any longer thinks of mourning his loss.

They question him about his present state,

ask him where he is, what he is, what he is

doing. He needs no pressing ;
he at once

declares himself astonished at the incredible

reality of that new world. He is very

happy there, reforming himself, condensing
himself, so to speak, and gradually finding
himself again. The existence of the in-

telligence and of the will, disencumbered
of the body, is freer, lighter, of greater

range and diffusion, but continues very like

what it was in the flesh. The environment
is no longer physical but spiritual ;

and
there is a translation to another plane
rather than the break, the complete over-

throw, the extraordinar)- transitions which
31
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we are pleased to imagine. After all, is it

not fairly plausible and are we not wrong
in believing that death changes everything,
from one day to the next, and that there is

a sudden and inconceivable abyss between
the hour which precedes decease and that

which follows it ? Is it in conformity with
the habits of nature ? Is the life-force

which we carry within ourselves and which
doubtless cannot be extinguished, is that

force to so great a degree crippled and

cramped by our body that, when it leaves

this body, it becomes, then and there,

entirely different and unrecognizable ?

But I must set a limit to speculation and,
lest I exceed the limits of this essay, I must

pass by two or three revelations less striking
than that of the photograph, but pretty

strange notwithstanding. Obviously, it is

not the first time that such manifestations

have occurred ;
but these are really of a

higher quality than those which crowd
several volumes of the Proceedings. Do they
furnish the proof for which we ask ? I

do not think so
; but will any one ever be

able to supply us with that compelling

proof ? What can the discarnate spirit do
when trying to establish that it continues

to exist ? If it speak to us of the most
22
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secret, the most private incidents of a

common past, we reply that it is we who
are reviving those memories within our-

selves. If it aim at convincing us by its

description of the world beyond the grave,
not all the most glorious and unexpected

pictures of that world which it might trace

are worth anything as evidence, for they
cannot be controlled. If we seek a proof

by asking it to foretell the future, it con-

fesses that it does not know the future

much better than we do, which is likely

enough, seeing that any knowledge of this

kind implies a sort of omniscience and con-

sequentl) omnipotence which can hardly
be acquired in a moment. All that remains

to it, therefore, is such little snatches of

evidence and uncertain attempts at proof
as we find here. It is not enough, I admit ;

for psychometry, that is to say, a similar

manifestation of clairvoyance between one

living subconsciousness and another, gives
almost equally astonishing results. But here

as there these results show at least that we
have around us wandering intelligences,

already enfranchised from the narrow and

burdensome laws of space and matter, that

sometimes know things which we do not

know or no longer know. Oo they emanate

23
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from ourselves, are they only manifestations

of faculties as yet unknown, or are they
external, objective and independent of our-

selves ? Are they merely alive in the sense

in which we speak of our bodies, or do they

belong to bodies which have ceased to exist ?

That is what we cannot yet decide
;
but it

must be acknowledged that, once we admit
their existence, which at this date is hardly
contestable, it becomes much less difficult

to agree that they belong to the dead.

This at least may be said : if experiments
Such as these do not demonstrate positively
that the dead are able directly, manifestly
and almost materially to mingle with our

existence and to remain in touch with us,

they prove that they continue to live in us

much more ardently, profoundly, personally
and passionately than had hitherto been
believed ;

and that in itself is more than we
dared hope.

»4
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BAD NFWS

I

FOR
more than four years evil tidings

passed night and day over almost half the

world of men. Never since our earth came
into being were they known to spread in

crowds so dense and busy and commanding.
In the happy days of peace, wc would come

upon the gloomy visitants here and there,

travelling over hill and dale, nearly always
alone, sometimes in couples, rarely in com-

panies of three, timid and shy, seeking to

pass unnoticed and humbly undertaking
the smallest messages of sorrow that destiny
confided to their charge. Now they go
with heads erect

; they are almost arrogant ;

and. swollen with their importance, they

neglect any misfortunes that are not deathly.

They encumber the roads, cross the seas

and rivers, invade the streets, do not forget
37
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the byways and dimb the most rugged
and stony tracks. There is not a hovel

cowering in the dingiest and most obscure

suburb of a great city, not a cottage hidden
in the recesses of the poorest hamlet of the

most inaccessible mountain, which escapes
their search and towards which one of them,
detached from the sinister band, does not

hasten with its pattering footstep, eager,

pitiless and sure. Each has its goal whence

nothing can divert it. Through time and

space, over rocks and walls they press onward,
swift and determined, blind and deaf to

all that would retard them, thinking only
of fulfilling their duty, which is to announce
as soon as may be to the most sensitive and
defenceless heart the greatest sorrow that

can fall upon it.

We watch them pass as emissaries of

destiny. To us they seem as fatal as the

very misfortune of which they are but the

heralds
; and no one dreams of barring the

way before them. So soon as one of them

arrives, all unexpected, in our midst, we
leave everything, we rush forward, we

gather round it. Almost a religious fear
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compasses it about ;
we whisper reverently ;

and we should bow no lower in the presence
of a messenger of God. Not only would
no one dare to contradict it, or advise it,

or beg it to be patient, to grant a few hours

of respite, to hide in the darkness or to

arrive b) a longer road
;

on the contrary,
all compete in offering it zealous if humble
service. The most compassionate, the most

pitiful are the most assiduous and obsequious,
as though there were no duty more unmis-

takable, no act of charity more meritorious

than to lead the dark envoy by the shortest

and the quickest way to the heart which
it is to strike.

3

Once again, we are here confounding that

which belongs to destiny with that which

belongs to ourselves. The misfortune was

perhaps not to be avoided
;

but a great

part of the sorrows that attend it re-

main in our power. It is for us to be

careful of them, to direct them, to subdue

them, disarm them, delay them, turn them
aside and sometimes even to stop them

altogether.
In effect, we hardly yet know the psycho-

29
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logy of sorrow, which is as deep, as complex
and as worthy of study as the passions to

which we devote so much of our time. In

everyday life, it is true, great sorrows, though
not so rare as we could have wished, were
nevertheless too widely scattered for us to

study them easily, step by step. To-day,
alas, they are the ground of all our thoughts ;

and we are learning at last that, even as

love or happiness or vanity, they have their

secrets, their habits, their illusions, their

sophistries, their dark corners, their baffling
mazes and their unforeseen abysses ;

for

man, whether he love or rejoice or weep,
remains ever constant to himself !

It is not true, as we too willingly agree,

that, since unhappiness must be known
sooner or later, our only duty is to reveal

it at the earliest moment, for the sorrow

that is yet green is very different from the

sorrow that is already fading. It is not

true, as we admit without question, that

anything is better than ignorance or uncer-

tainty and that there is a sort of cowardice

in not forthwith announcing the bad news
which we know to those whom it must

prostrate in the dust. On the contrary,
cowardice lies in ridding ourselves of the

bad news as quickly as we may and in not

30



Bad News

bearing its whole burden, secretly and

alone, as long as we are able. When the

bad news arrives, our first duty is to set it

apart, to prevent it from spreading, to

master it as we would a malefactor or a

stalking pestilence, to close all means of

escape, to mount guard over it, so that it

cannot break forth and do harm. Our duty
is not merely, as the best of us and the

most prudent seem to believe, to usher in

the bad news with a thousand precautions,
with short and muffled steps, sidelong and

measured, by the back door, into the dwelling
which it is to devastate

;
rather is it our

duty definitely to forbid its entrance and to

have the courage to chain it in our own

dwelling, which it will fill with unjust and

insupportable reproaches and upbraidings.
Instead of making ourselves the easy echo

of its cries, we should think only of stifling

its voice. Each hour that we thus pass in

restless and painful intimacy with the

hateful prisoner is an hour of suffering
which we accc)'>t for ourselves and which
we spare the victim of fate. It is almost

certain that the malignant recluse will end

by escaping our vigilance ;
but here the

very minutes have their value and there is

no gain, however small, that wc are entitled

31
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to neglect. The hour-glass that measures

the phases of sorrow is much finer and truer

than that which marks the stages of pleasure.
The time that passes between the death of

one whom we love and the moment when
It.

we hear of his death is as full of pain as it is

of days. Most to be feared of all is the first

blow of misfortune ;
it is then that the

heart is smitten and torn with a wound that

will never heal. But this blow has not its

shattering and sometimes mortal force unless

it strike its victim at once and, so to speak,
fresh from the event. Every hour that is

interposed deadens the sting and lessens its

virulence. A death already some weeks old

no longer wears the same face as that which
is made known on the very day when it

occurs ; and, if a few months have covered

it, it.is no longer a death, it has become a

memory. The days that divide us from it

have almost the same value whether they

pass before we hear of it or afterwards.

They remove beforehand from the eyes and
heart the blinding horror of the loss

; they

step forward and draw it out of the clutch

of madness into a past like that which softens

regret. They weave a sort of retrospective

memory which stretches into the past and

grants straightway all that true memory
32
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would have given little by little, hour by-

hour, during the long months that part the

first despair from the sorrow which grows
wise and reconciled and ready to hope
anew.
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IV

THE SOUL OF NATIONS

IN
the admirable and touching pages in

which Octave Mirbeau bequeaths his

last thoughts to us, the great friend whose
loss is mourned by all who in this world

hunger and thirst after justice expresses his

surprise at finding how in the supreme
moments of its life the collective soul of

the French nation differs from the soul of

each of the individuals of whom it is com-

posed.
He had devoted the best part of his work

to examining, dissecting, presenting in a

blinding and sometimes unbearable light
and stigmatizing with unequalled eloquence
and bitterness the weaknesses and selfishness,

the folly and meannesses, the vanity and
sordid money-sense, the lack of conscience,

honesty, charity, dignity, the shameful
n
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stains on the life of his fellow-countrymen.
And behold, in the hour of insistent duty,
there arises suddenly, as in a fairy scene, out

of the quagmire which he had so long
stirred with rough and generous disgust,

the purest, noblest, most patient, fraternal

and whole-hearted spirit of heroism and

sacrifice that the world has ever known, not

only in the most glorious days of its history,

but even in the time of its most romantic

legends, which were but glorious dreams

which it never hoped to realize.

I could say as much of another nation,

which I know well, since it lives in the land

where I was born. The Belgians, in the

guise in which we saw them daily, appeared
to give us no promise of a noble soul. They
seemed to us narrow and limited, a little

commonplace, honest in a mean, inglorious

way, without ideals or generous aspirations,
absorbed by their petty material welfare,

their petty local wrangles. Yet, when the

same hour of duty sounded for them, more

menacing and formidable than those which

sounded for the other nations, because it

preceded all of them in a terrible mystery ;

while there was everything to gain and

nothing to lose, save honour, if they proved
faithless to a plighted word ;

at the first
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call of their conscience aroused as by a

thunderbolt, without hesitating or glancing
at what they had to meet or undergo, with

an unanimous and irresistible impulse, they
astonished mankind by a decision such as

no other people had ever taken and saved

the world, well knowing that themselves

could not be saved. And this assuredly is

the noblest sacrifice that the heroes and

martyrs who have hitherto appeared as the

professed exponents of sublime courage can

achieve upon this earth of ours.

On the other hand, to those of us who
had had occasion to mix with Germans,
who had lived in Germany and believed

that they knew German manners and letters,

it seemed beyond doubt that the Bavarians,

Saxons, Hanoverians and Rhinclandcrs, not-

withstanding some defects of education

rather than character which grated upon
us a little, also possessed certain qualities,

notably a genial kindness, a gravity, a

laboriousness, a steadiness, an uncomplaining

temper, a simplicity in their domestic life,

a sense of duty and a habit of taking life

conscientiously which we had never known
or had succeeded in losing. So, despite the

warnings of history, we were struck dumb
with amazement and at first refused to
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believe the early tales of atrocities which
were not incidental, as in every war, but

deliberate, premeditated, systematic and

perpetrated with a light heart by an entire

people setting itself of sober purpose and
with a sort of perverse pride outside the pale
of humanity, transforming itself of a sudden
into a pack of devils more formidable and
destructive than all those which Hell had
hitherto belched forth into our world.

We knew already and Dr. Gustave Le
Bon had demonstrated to us in a curious

way that the soul ot a crowd does not

resemble the soul of any of its component
members. According to the leaders and
the circumstances that control it, the collect-

ive soul is sometimes loftier, juster, more

generous and most often more impulsive,
more credulous, more cruel, more barbarous

and blind. But a crowd has only a pro-
visional, momentary soul, which does not

survive the short-lived and nearly always
violent event that calls it into being ;

and
its contingent and transitory psychology is

hardly able to tell us how the profound,
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lasting and, so to speak, immortal soul of

a nation takes shape.

It is quite natural that a nation should

not know itself at all and that its acts

should plunge it into a state of bewilderment

from which it does not recover until

history has explained them to a greater or

lesser degree. None of the men who make

up a nation knows himself
;

still less does

any of them know his fellows. Not one of

us really knows who or what he is
;
not one

of us can say what he will do in unexpected
circumstances which are a trifle more

serious than those which form life's custom-

ary tissue. We spend our existence in

questioning and exploring ourselves ;
our

acts are as much a revelation to ourselves

as to others
; and, the nearer we draw to

our end, the farther stretches the vista of

that which still remains for us to discover.

V\^e own but the smallest part of ourselves ;

the rest, which is almost the whole, does

not belong to us at all, but merges in the

past and the future and in other mysteries
more unknown than the future or the past.

What is true of each one of us is very
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much more true of a great nation composed
of milHons of men. That represents a

future and a past stretching incomparably
farther than those of a single human life.

We admit and constantly repeat that a

nation is guided by its dead. It is certain

that the dead continue to live in it a far

more active life than is generally believed

and that they control it unknov^n to itself,

even as, at the other end of the ages, the

men of the future, that is to say, all those

who are not yet born, all those whom it

carries within itself like its dead, play no

less important a part in a nation's decisions.

But in its very present, at the moment when
it is living and putting forth its activity on

this earth, in addition to the power of those

who no longer are and those who are not

yet, there is outside the nation, outside the

aggregate of bodies and brains that make it

up, a host of forces and faculties which have

not found or have not wished to take their

place, or which do not abide in the nation

consistently, and which nevertheless belong
to it as essentially and direct it as effectively
as those which are comprised within it.

What our body contains when we believe

ourselves circumscribed is little in comparison
with what it does not contain

;
and it is in
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what the body does not contain that the

highest and most powerful part of our being
seems to dwell. We must not forget that

it grows stronger each day that we neither

die nor come into being, in a word, that we
are not wholly incarnate and that, on the

other hand, our flesh comprises much more

than ourselves. It is this that constitutes

all the floating forces that make up the real

soul of a people, forces very much deeper
and more numerous than those which seem

flxed in the body and the spirit. They do

not show themselves in the petty incidents

of daily life which concern only the mean
and narrow covering in which a nation goes

sheltered ;
but they unite, join forces and

reveal their passionate ardour at the grave
and tragic hours when everlasting destiny

is at stake. They then lay down decisions

which History inscribes on her records,

decisions whose grandeur, generosity and

heroism astonish even those who have taken

them more or less unknown to themselves

and often in spite of themselves, decisions

which are manifested in their own eyes as

an unexpected, magnificent and incompre-
hensible revelation of themselves.
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THE MOTHERS

IT
was they who bore the main burden of

suffering in this war.

In our streets and open spaces and all

along the roads, in our churches, in our

towns and villages, in every house, we come

into contact with mothers who have lost

their son or are living in an anguish more

cruel than the certainty of death.

Let us try to understand their loss. Thev
know what it means, but they do not tell

the men.
Their son is taken from them at the

fairest moment of his life, when their own
is in its decline. When a child dies in

infancy, it is as though his soul had hardly

gone, as though it were lingering near the

mother who brought it into the world,

awaiting the time when it may return in a
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new form. The death which visits the

cradle is not the same as that which lately

spread terror over the earth ; but a son

who dies at the age of twenty does not

come back again and leaves not a gleam of

hope behind him. He carries away with
him all the future that his mother had re-

maining to her, all that she gave to him and
all his promise : the pangs, anguish and
smiles of birth and childhood, the joys of

youth, the reward and the harvest of

maturity, the comfort and the peace of old

age.
He carries away with him something

much more than himself : it is not his life

only that comes to an end, it is numberless

days that finish suddenly, a whole generation
that becomes extinct, a long series of faces,

of little fondling hands, of play and laughter,
all of which fall at one blow on the battle-

field, bidding farewell to the sunshine and

reentering the earth which they will not

have known. All this the eyes of our

mothers perceive without understanding ;

and this is why, fatfcertain times, the weight
and sadness |of their glance are more than

any of us can bear.
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And yet they do not weep as the mothers

wept in former wars. All their sons dis-

appear one by one
;
and we do not hear them

complain or moan as in days gone by, when
great sufferings, great massacres and great

catastrophes were surrounded by the clam-
ours and lamentations of the mothers.

They do not gather in the public places,

they do not utter recriminations, they rail

at no one, they do not rebel. They swallow
their sobs and stifle their tears, as though
obeying a command which they have passed
from one to the other, unknown to the
men.
We do not know what it is that sustains

them and gives tliem the strength to endure
the remnant of their lives. Some of them
have other children

; and we can under-
stand that they transfer to these the love

and the future which death has shattered.

Many of them have never lost or are striving
to recover their faith in the eternal promises ;

and here again we can understand that they
do not despair, for the mothers of the

martyrs did not despair either. But thou-
sands of others, whose home is for ever

deserted and whose sky is peopled by none
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but pale phantoms, retain the same hope
as those who keep on hoping. What gives
them this courage which astonishes when-
ever we behold it ?

When the best, the most compassionate,
the j^wisest among us meet one of these

mothers who has just stealthily wiped her

eyes, so that the sight of her unhappiness

may not offend others who are happier,
when we seek for words which, uttered

amid the glaring directness of the most
awful sorrow that can strike a human heart,

shall not sound like odious or ridiculous

lies, we can find hardly anything to say to

her. We speak to her of the justice and the

beauty of the cause for which her hero fell,

of the immense and necessary sacrifice, of

the remembrance and gratitude of mankind,
of the irreality of life, which is measured
not by the length of days but by the lofty

height of duty and glory. We add perhaps
that the dead do not die, that there are

no dead, that those who are no more live

nearer to our souls than when they were
in the flesh and that all that we loved in

them lingers on in our hearts so long as it

is visited by our memory and revived by our

love.

But, even while we speak, we feel the
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emptiness of what we say. We are, con-
scious that all this is true only for those

whom death has not hurled into the abyss
where words are nothing more than childish

babble
;

that the most ardent memory
cannot take the place of a dear reality which
we touch with our hands or

lips ; and that

the most exalted thought is as nothing
compared with the daily going out and

coming in, the familiar presence at meals,
the morning and evening kiss, the fond
embrace at the departure and the intoxi-

cating delight at the return. The mothers
know and feel this better than we do

;
and

that is why they do not answer our attempts
at consolation and why they listen to them
in silence, finding within themselves other

reasons for living and hoping than those

which we, vainly searching the whole horizon
of human certainty and thought, try to

bring them from the outside. They resume
the burden of their days without telling us

whence they derive their strength or teaching
us the secret of their self-sacriticc, their

resignation and their heroism.
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VI

THREE UNKNOWN HEROES

THE Belgian Government published last

year a Reply to the German IThite Book

of lo May 191 5.

This reply gives peremptory and cate-

gorical denials to all the allegations in the

White Book on the subject of francs-tireurs,
of attacks by civilians and of the Belgian
women's cruelty to the German prisoners
and wounded. It contains a body of au-

thentic and overwhelming evidence upon
the massacres at Andennc, Dinant, Louvam
and Aerschot which enables history here

and now to pronounce its verdict with even

greater certainty than the most scrupulous

jury of a criminal court.

Among the most frightful incidents re-

ported in these accounts by eye-witnesses,
1 would linger to-day upon only two of

those which marked the sack of Aerschot ;
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not that they are more odious or cruel than

the others—on the contrary, beside the un-

provoked murders and wholesale executions

at Andenne, Dinant and Louvain, which
are of unsurpassable horror, they seem
almost kindly

—but I select them for the

very reason that they display more clearly
than in its most violent excesses what we

may call the normal mentality of the German

army and the abominable things which it

does when it believes itself to be acting with

justice, moderation and humanity. I select

them above all because they show us the

admirable and touching state of mind, as

displayed amidst a terrible ordeal, of a little

Belgian city, the most innocent of all the

victims of this war, and offer for our con-

templation instances of simple and heroic

self-sacrifice which have escaped notice and
which it is well to bring to light, for they
are as beautiful as the most splendid ex-

amples in the fairest pages of Plutarch.

Aerschot is a humble and happy little

town in Flemish Brabant, one of those

modest, unknown clusters of habitations

which, like Dinant, for ever to be regretted
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and buried in the past, nobody used to visit,

because they contained no buildings of note,
but which retained and represented all the

more, in the depths of their silence and their

placid isolation, Flemish life in its most

special, intimate, intense, traditional, suave
and peaceable aspect. In these half-rustic

little cities we find hardly any industries,
at most a malt-kiln or two, a corn-mill, an

oil-works, a chicory-factory. Their life is

almost agricultural ;
and the well-to-do

inhabitants live on the produce or the rents

of their fields, their meadows and their

woods. The houses in the ch arch-square
are substantial-looking, more or less cubical

in shape and painted virgin white
;

their

carriage-gates are adorned with glittering
brasses. All through the week the square
is almost deserted and wakens into life only
on market-days and on Sunday mornings,
at the hoar of high mass. In a word, it

is a picture of peace, of restful waiting for

meals and repose, of drowsy easy existence

and perhaps of happiness, if happiness
consists in being happy in a half-slumber

free of remote ambitions, exaggerated pas-
sions or over-eager dreams.

It was here, in this peaceful sojourn of

immemorial tranquillity, which not even
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the war had hitherto disturbed below the

surface, that, on the 19th of August 1914,
at nine o'clock in the morning, after the

retreat of the last Belgian soldiers, the

square was suddenly invaded hy a dense and
endless stream of German troops. The

burgomaster's son, a lad of fifteen, hurried

to close the Venetian shutters of his father's

house and was wounded in the leg by one
of the bullets which the victors fired at

random through the windows.
At ten o'clock, the German officer in

command sent for the burgomaster, M.
Tielemans, to appear at the town-hall. He
was received with insults, hustled and
abused for a Schzueinhund, or pig-dog, a

species of animal which appears to be indi-

genous to Germany.
Next, Colonel Stenger, commanding the

8th infantry brigade, and his two aides-de-

camp took up their quarters in the burgo-
master's house in the church-square and, I

may add in passing, forthwith broke open
all the drawers in their rooms, after which

they went to the balcony and watched the

march-past of their troops.
At four o'clock in the afternoon, obsessed

by the delusion of francs-tireurs^ some

soldiers, seized with panic, began to fire
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shots in the streets. The colonel, standing
on the balcony, was hit by a German bullet

and fell. One of the aides-de-camp rushed

downstairs shouting :

" The colonel is dead ! I want the

burgomaster !

"

M. Tielemans felt that his time was come :

" This is a serious matter for me," he

said to his wife.

She squeezed his hand and urged him to

keep courage. The burgomaster was ar-

rested and ill-treated by the soldiers. In

vain his wife remarked to the captain that

her husband and son could not have fired,

since they possessed no weapons.
" That makes no difference," replied the

bully in uniform ;

"
he's responsible. Also,"

he added,
"

I want your son."

This son was the boy of fifteen who had

been wounded in the leg. As he had a

difficulty in walking, because of.'his wound,
he was brutally jostled before his mother's

eyes and escorted with kicks to the town-

hall, there to join his father.

Meanwhile this same captain, persisting
in his contention that his men had been

fired upon, compelled Madame Tielemans

to go through the house with him, from

cellar to attic. He was obliged to observe
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that all the rooms were empty and all the

windows closed. Throughout this inspec-
tion, he threatened the poor woman with
his revolver. Her daughter placed herself

between her mother and their sinister

visitor, who did not understand. When
they returned to the hall downstairs, the

mother asked him :

" What is to become of us ?
"

Coldly, he replied :

" You will be shot ; so will your daughter
and your servants."

The pillage and the methodical setting on
fire of the town now began. All the houses

on the right-hand side of the square were
in flames. From time to time the soldiers

apostrophized the women, shouting :

" You're going to be shot, you're going
to be shot !

"

" At that moment," says Madame Tiele-

mans, in her sworn deposition,
"
the soldiers

were leaving our house, their arms filled

with bottles of wine. They opened the

windows and removed all the contents of

our rooms. I turned away so as not to

behold the pillage. By the lurid light of

the burning houses, my eyes fell upon my
husband, my son and my brother-in-law,
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accompanied by some other gentlemen who
were being led to execution. Never shall

I forget the sight nor the look on the face

of my husband seeking his house for the
last time and asking himself what had be-

fallen his wife and daughter, while I, lest

I should sap his courage, could not call

out,
*
I am here !

' "

The hours passed. The women were
driven out of the town and led like a herd
of cattle, along a road strewn with corpses,
to a distant meadow, where they were

penned until morning. The men were
arrested and their hands tied behind their

backs with copper wire so cruelly tightened
as to draw blood. They were gathered into

groups and made to lie down so that their

heads touched the ground and they were
unable to make any movement. The night
was spent in this way, with the town burning
and the orgy of pillage continuing.

Between five and six in the morning, the

military authorities decided that the exe-

cutions should begin and that one of the

largest groups of prisoners, composed of

About a hundred civilians, should be present
at the deaili of the burgomaster, his son
and his brother. An officer informed the

61



Mountain Paths

burgomaster that his hour had come. On
hearing these words, a citizen of Aerschot,
Claes van Nuffel by name, went up to the

officer, begged him to spare the
^
chief

magistrate's Hfe and offered to die in his

stead. He added that he was the burgo-
master's poUtical adversary, but that he
considered that, at this moment, M. Tiele-

mans was essential to the town.
"
No," repUed the officer, harshly,

" we
must have the burgomaster."
M. Tielemans stood up, thanked M. van

Nuffel and said that he would die with an

easy mind, as he had spent his existence

doing all the good in his power, and that he
would not beg for mercy. He entreated,

however, that the lives of his fellow-citizens

and of his son, a boy of fifteen and his

mother's last consolation, might be spared.
The officer grinned and made no reply.
The burgomaster's brother next asked for

mercy, not for himself but for his brother

and his nephew. His request fell on deaf

ears. The lad then got up and took his

place between his father and his uncle.

Six soldiers took aim at ten yards' distance ;

the officer lowered his sword ; and, as the

widow of the heroic burgomaster says,
"
the

best man in this world had ceased to exist."
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I will now quote from the evidence of

M. Gustave Nys, an eye-witness of the

horrible drama which nearly numbered him

among its victims :

" The other civilians were thereupon

placed in rows of three. The third in each

row was to leave it and fall out behind the

dead bodies, in order to be shot. My
brother and I stood next to each other

;

I was number two, my brother, Omer,

twenty years of age, was number three. I

asked the officer,
'

May I change places
with my brother ? It makes no difference

to you who falls under your bullets, but it

does to my mother, who is a widow, for my
brother has finished his studies and is more
useful to her than I am.' Once again he

refused to listen to my prayer.
'

Fall out,

number three !

' My brother and 1 em-

braced, and he joined the others. There
were thirty of them, drawn up in line.

Then a horrible scene took place : the

German soldiers, walking slowly along the

row, killed three at each discharge of their

rifles, waiting between the volleys for the

officer's word of command."
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Incidents such as these would pass un-

perceived if one did not take the trouble to

seek them out and to collect them piously
amid the huge mass of tragedies which for

more than four years upset and ravaged the

unhappy country tortured by its invaders.

Had they occurred in the history of Greece
or Rome, they would have found a place

among the great deeds that honour our

earth and deserve to live for ever in the

memory of man. It is our duty to make
them known for a moment and to engrave
in our recollection the names of those who
were their heroes. Thus set down, simply
and plainly, as befits historic truth, in de-

positions sworn under oath before a name-
less registrar who has stripped them of any
literary or sentimental embellishment, they

give at first but a very faint idea of the

intensity of the tragedy and the value of the

sacrifice. There is here no question of a

glorious death faced amid the excitement of

the fighting, on a vast field of battle. Nor
are we considering an indefinite or over-

hanging menace, or an uncertain, remote

and perhaps avoidable danger. We have to

do with an obscure, solitary, horrible and
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imminent death in a ditch
;

and the six

rifle-barrels are there, aimed almost point-

blank, ready, upon a sign of the oflficer who

accepts your offer, to change you, in a second,
into a heap of bleeding flesh and to send

you to the unknown, terrible region which
man dreads all the more [when he is still

full of strength and life. There is not a

moment's interval nor a gleam of hope in

the question and answer, between existence

with all its joys and death with all its horrors.

There is no encouragement, no word or

gesture of stimulation or support, no re-

ward
;

in an instant, all is given in exchange
for nothing ;

it is sheer-self-sacrifice standing
naked and so pure that we are surprised that

not even Germans were conquered by its

beauty.
There was but one manner in which they

could have extricated themselves without

dishonour and that was to pardon the two
victims

;
or else, supposing the thing which

was not, which never is the case, that a

death was absolutely necessary, there was a

second solution, which was to accept the

offer and to kill the martyr whom they ought
to have worshipped on their knees. In this

way they would only have acted as the

worst savages. But they discovered a third,
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which doubtless, before them, the Cartha-

ginians alone would have invented and

adopted. For that matter, they exceeded

the fiercest savagery and equalled the abom-
inable Punic morality in another case which

brings to mind that of Regulus and which
will be the third instance of heroism that I

intend to recall.

5

A few days after the events which I have

narrated, on the 23rd of August 1914,
Dinant became the scene of wholesale

massacres which involved exactly six hundred
and six victims, including eleven children

under five years old, twenty-eight of ages
between ten and fifteen and seventy-one
women.

Nothing can give an idea of the horror

and infamy of these massacres, which form

one of the most disgraceful and terrible

pages in the long and monstrous history of

Teuton shame. But it is not my purpose
to

speak
of this for the moment. There

would be too much to tell. I wish to-day

only to separate from the mass an episode
in which the hero of Dinant-la-Wallone is

worthy of a place beside his two brethren

of Aerschot in Flanders.
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Just outside Dinant, near the famous
Roche a Bayard, the legendary glory of the

fair and smiling Httle township, the Germans

occupied the right bank of the Meuse and
were beginning to build a bridge of boats.

The French, hidden in the bushes and

windings of the left bank, were firing on the

engineers. Their fire was not very well

sustained ;
and the Germans, without the

least justification, drew the conclusion that

it was due to jrancs-tireuTS^ who, for that

matter, throughout this Belgian campaign,
never existed except in their imagination.
At that moment, eighty hostages, taken from

among the inhabitants of Dinant, were
collected and kept in sight at the foot of

the rock. The German officer sent one of

them, M. Bourdon, a clerk attached to the

law-courts, to the left bank, to inform the

enemy that, if the firing continued, all the

hostages would be instantly shot. M. Bour-
don crossed the Mouse, fulfilled his mission

and pluckily returned to reconstitute himself

a prisoner. He assured the officer that he

had convinced himself that there were no

franc-tireurs and that only French soldiers

of the regular army were taking part in the

defence of the other bank. A few more
bullets fell

;
and the officer caused the eighty
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hostages to be shot, beginning, that he

might be punished as he deserved for his

heroic faithfulness to his pledged word, with

the poor clerk, his wife, his daughter and
his two sons, one of whom was a mere child

of fifteen.
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WASTED BEAUTIES

UNDER
the grey skies and the dis-

heartening rains of this autumnal July,
I think of the light which I have left behind

me. I have left it down there, on the now

empty shores of the Mediterranean, and I

ask myself in vain why I parted from it.

Yet I was one of the last to tear myself

away. All the others leave in the early

days of April, recalled by legendary memories

of the deceitful spring-tides of the north,

nor do they realize that they are losing a

great happiness.
It is good, it is wise to escape, amid the

blue of sea and sky, the icy months of our

winters, dismal as punishments; but, although
in the south these months arc warmer and

above all more luminous than ours, they do

not quite make up to us for the darkness
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and the frost of our native climes. The

brightest and warmest hours, in spite of

all, retain an after-taste of cloud and snow ;

they are beautiful, but timid
; swiftly and

fearfully they hasten towards the night.
Now man, who is born of the sun, like all

things, has need of his hereditary portion
of primitive heat and all-pervading light.
He has within him numberless deep-seated
cells which retain the memory of the re-

splendent days of the prime and become

unhappy when they cannot reap their

harvest of rays. Man can live in the

gloom, but at long last he loses the smile

and the confidence that are so essential.

Because of our twilight summers it becomes

indispensable to restore the balance between
darkness and light, and sometimes to drive

away by superb excesses of sunshine the cold

and the dark that invade our very souls.

It reigns at a few hours' distance from us,

the incomparable steady sun which we no

longer see. Those 'who leave before mid-

June do not know what happens when they
are gone. Lo and behold, the real actors

in this wonderful fairyland spring up on
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every side as though they had been awaiting
the departure of intruding and mocking
witnesses. During the winter, in the pre-
sence of the regular visitors, they have

played but a tempered prologue, a little

colourless, a little slow, a little timid and
restrained. But now of a sudden the great

lyrical acts blaze forth upon the intoxicated

earth.

The heavens open their vistas to the

uttermost limits of the blue, to the supreme
heights where the glory and rapture of

God arc outspread ;
and all the flowers

rend the gardens, the rocks and the heaths,
to uplift themselves and leap towards the

gulf of gladness which draws them into

space. The camomiles have gone mad
;

for

six weeks they hold outstretched, to invisible

lovers, their great round clusters like shields

of glowing snow. The scarlet, tumultuous
mantle of the bougainvilleas blinds the

houses, whose dazzled windows blink amid
the flames. The yellow roses cover the hills

with a saffron-coloured cloak
;

the pin :

roses, of the lovely, innocent pink of maiden

blushes, flood the valleys, as though the

divine well-springs of the dawn, which
elaborate the ideal flesh of women and

angels, had overflowed the earth. Others
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climb the trees, scale pillars, columns, house-

fronts, porches, leap up and fall, rise again
and multiply, jostle one another, lie one on

top of the other, forming so many bunches
of effervescing delight, so many silent swarms
of impassioned petals. And the innumer-

able, diverse and imperious scents that flow

through this ocean of mirth, like rivers

which do not mingle, rivers whose source

we recognize at every breath ! Here is the

cold, green torrent of the rose-geranium,
the trickle of clove-carnations, the bright,

limpid stream of lavender, the resinous eddy
of the pine-barren and the wide, still,

luscious lake, of an all but dizzy sweetness,
of the orange-blossom, which drowns the

country-side in the vast, unmeasured fra-

grance of the azure heavens, recognized at

last.

3

I do not believe that the world contains

anything more beautiful than those gardens
and valleys of the Provencal coast during
the six or seven weeks when departing

spring still mingles its verdure with the

first warmth of advancing summer. But
what gives this wonderful exultation of

nature a melancholy which we do not find
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in any other spot is the inhuman and ahnost

painful soHtude in which it is revealed.

Here, amid this desert, this silence, this

emptiness, from the vine-arbours to the

terraces and from the terraces to the

porches of a thousand abandoned villas,

reigns a rivalry of beauty which reaches a

poignant agony of intensity, exhausting

every energy, form and colour. There is

here a sort of magic password, as though
all the powers of grace and splendour that

nature holds concealed had united to give
at the same moment, to a spectator unknown
to men, one great, decisive proof of the

blessings and the glories of the earth. There
is here a sort of unparalleled expectation,
awrful and unendurable, which over the

hedges, the gates and the walls watches for

the coming of a mighty god ;
an ecstatic

silence which demands a supernatural pre-
sence, a wild, exasperated impatience pouring
from every side over the roads, where

nothing now passes save the mute and

diaphanous procession of the hours.

4

Alas, how many beauties are wasted in

this world ! Here is enough to feed our
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eyes till death ! Here is the wherewithal
to gather memories which would support
our souls even to the tomb ! Here is that

which would provide thousands of hearts

with the supreme sustenance of life !

In the main, when we come to thmk of

it, all that is best in us, all that is pure,

happy and limpid in our intelligence and
our feelings, has its origin in a few beautiful

spectacles. If we had never seen beautiful

things, we should possess only poor and ugly

images wherewith to clothe our ideas and

emotions, which would perish of cold and
wretchedness like those ot the blind. The

great highway which climbs from the plains
of existence to the radiant heights of human
consciousness would be so gloomy, so bare

and so deserted, that our thoughts woald

very soon lack the strength and courage to

tread it
;
and where our thoughts no longer

pass it is not long before the briars and the

cruel horrors of the forest return. A beauti-

ful spectacle which we might have seen,

which was ours, which seemed to call us

and from which we fled can never be re-

placed. Nothing more can grow in the

spot where it awaited us. It leaves in our

soul a great barren area, in which we shall

find naught but thorns on the day when
76



Wasted Beauties

we most need roses. Our thoughts and our

actions derive their energy and their shape
from the things which our eyes have beheld.

Between the heroic dead, the duty accom-

pHshed, the sacrifice generously accepted
and the beautiful landscape which we have

seen in the past there is very often a closer

and more vital connection than that which

our memory has retained. The more we
see of beautiful things the better fitted we
become to perform good actions. If our

inner life is to thrive, we need a magnificent
store of wonderful spoils.

V
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THE liNSECT WORLD

J
HENRI FABRE, as all the world now

. knows, was the author of half a score of

well-filled volumes in which, under the title

of Souvenirs Entomologiques^ he set down the

results of fifty years of observation, study
and experiment on the insects that seem to

us the best-known and the most familiar :

different species of wasps and wild bees
;

a

few gnats, flies, beetles and caterpillars ;
in

a word, all those vague, unconscious, rudi-

mentary and almost nameless little lives

which surround us on every side and which
we contemplate with eyes that arc amused,
but already thinking of other things, when
we open our window to welcome the first

hours of spring, or when we go into the

gardens or the fields to bask in the blue

summer days.
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We take up at random one of these bulky
vohimes and naturahy expect to find first

of all the very learned and rather dry lists

of names, the very fastidious and exceedingly

quaint specifications of those huge, dusty

graveyards of which all the entomological
treatises that we have read so far seem
almost wholly to consist. We therefore

open the book without zest and without

unreasonable expectations ;
and forthwith,

from between the open leaves, there rises

and unfolds itself, without hesitation, without

interruption and almost without remission

to the end of the four thousand pages, the

most extraordinary of tragic fairy-plays that

it is possible for the human imagination,
not to create or to conceive, but to admit
and to acclimatize within itself.

Indeed, there is no question here of the

human imagination. The insect does not

belong to our world. The other animals,

the plants even, notwithstanding their dumb
life and the great secrets which they cherish,

do not seem wholly foreign to us. In spite
of all, we feel a certain earthly brotherhood

in them. They often surprise and amaze
our intelligence, but do not utterly upset
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it. There is something, on the other hand,
about the insect that does not seem to

belong to the habits, the ethics, the psy-

chology of our globe. One would be in-

clined to say that the insect comes from

another planet, more monstrous, more ener-

getic, more insane, more atrocious, more
infernal than our own. One would think

that it was born of some comet that had

lost its course and died demented in space.
In vain does it seize upon life with an au-

thority, a fecundity unequalled here below :

we cannot accustom ourselves to the idea

that it is a thought of that nature of whom
we fondly believe ourselves to be the privi-

leged children and probably the ideal to

which all the earth's efforts tend. Only
the infinitely small disconcerts us still more

greatly ; but what really is the infinitely

small other than an insect which our eyes
do not see ? There is, no doubt, in this

astonishment and lack of understanding a

certain instinctive and profound uneasiness

inspired by those existences incomparably
better-armed, better-equipped than our own,

by those creatures made up of a sort of com-

pressed energy and activity in which we

suspect our most mysterious adversaries, our

ultimate rivals and, perhaps, our successors.
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But it is; time, under the conduct of an

admirable guide, to penetrate behind the

scenes of our fairy-play and to study at close

quarters the actors and supernumeraries,
loathsome or magnificent as the case may
be, grotesque or sinister, heroic or appalling,

gifted or stupid and almost always impro-
bable and unintelligible.

And here, to begin with, taking the first

that comes, is one of those individuals,

frequent in the south, where we can see it

prowling around the abundant manna which

the mule scatters heedlessly along the white

roads and the stony paths : I mean the

Sacred Scarab of the Egyptians, or, more

simply, the Dung-beetle, the brother of our

northern Geotrupes, a big Coleopteron all

clad in black, whose mission in this world

is to shape the more savoury parts of his

find into an enormous ball which he must

next roll to the underground dining-room;
where the incredible digestive adventure is

to take its course. But destiny, jealous of

all undiluted bliss, before admitting him to

that abode of sheer delight, imposes upon
the grave and probably sententious beetle

tribulations without number, which are

84



The Insect World

nearly always complicated by tlie arrival of

an untoward parasite.

Hardly has he begun, by dint of great
efforts of his forehead and his bandy legs,

to roll the toothsome sphere backwards,
when an indelicate colleague, who has been

awaiting the completion of the work, appears
and hypocritically offers his services. The
other well knows that, in this case, help and

services, besides being quite unnecessary,
will soon imply partition and dispossession ;

and he accepts the enforced collaboration

without enthusiasm. But, so that their

respective rights may be clearly marked, the

lawful owner invariably retains his original

place, that is to say, he pushes the ball with

his forehead, whereas the compulsory guest

pulls it towards him on the other side. And
thus -it jogs along between the two gossips,
amid interminable vicissitudes, flurried falls,

grotesque tumbles, till it reaches the place
chosen to receive the treasure and to become
the banqueting-hall. On arriving, the owner
sets about digging out the refectory, while

the sponger pretends to go innocently to

sleep on the top of the bolus. The ex-

cavation becomes visibly wider and deeper ;

and soon the first Dung-beetle dives bodily
fnto it. This is the moment for which the
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cunning auxiliary was waiting. He nimbly
scrambles down from the blissful eminence

and, pushing it with all the energy that a

bad conscience gives, strives to gain the

ofhng. But the other, who is rather dis-

trustful, interrupts his laborious digging,
looks over the edge, sees the sacrilegious rape
and leaps out of the hole. Caught in the

act, the shameless and dishonest partner
makes untold efforts to play upon the other's

credulity, turns round and round the in-

estimable orb and, embracing it and propping
himself against it, with mock heroic exer-

tions pretends to be frantically supporting
it on a non-existent slope. The two ex-

postulate with each other in silence, gesticu-
late wildly with their mandibles and tarsi

and then, with one accord, bring back the

ball to the burrow.
It is pronounced sufficiently spacious and

comfortable. They introduce the treasure,

they close the entrance to the corridor ;

and now, in the propitious darkness and the

warm damp, where the magnificent stercoral

globe alone holds sway, the two reconciled

messmates sit down face to face. Then, far

from the light and the cares of day and in

the great silence of the subterranean shade,

solemnly commences the most fabulous
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banquet whereof abdominal imagination
ever evoked the absolute beatitudes.

For two whole months they remain

cloistered
; and, with their paunches gradu-

ally hollowing out the inexhaustible sphere,
definite archetypes and sovereign symbols
of the pleasures of the table and the delights
of the belly, they eat without stopping,
without interrupting themselves for a second,

day or night. And, while they gorge,

steadily, with a movement perceptible and

constant as that of a clock, at the rate of

three millimetres a minute, an endless,

unbroken ribbon unwinds and stretches

itself behind them, fixing the memory and

recording the hours, days and weeks of the

prodigious feast.

4

After the Dung-beetle, that dolt of the

company, let us greet, also in the order of

the Coleoptera, the model household of

Minotaurus typhceus, who is pretty well

known and extremely gentle, in spite of his

dreadful name. The female digs a huge
burrow which is often more than a yard and

a half deep and which consists of spiral

staircases, landings, passages and numerous
chambers. The male loads the rubbish on
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the three-pronged fork that surmounts his

head and carries it to the entrance of the

conjugal dwelHng. Next, he goes into the

fields in quest of the harmless droppings left

by the sheep, takes them down to the first

story of the crypt and reduces them to flour

with his trident, while the mother, right at

the bottom, collects the flour and kneads it

into huge cylindrical loaves, which will

presently be food for the little ones. For

three whole months, until the provisions
are deemed suflicient, the unfortunate hus-

band, without taking nourishment of any
kind, exhausts himself in this gigantic work.

At last, his task accomplished, feeling his

end at hand, so as not to encumber the

house with his wretched remains, he spends
his last strength in leaving the burrow,

drags himself laboriously along and, lonely
and resigned, knowing that he is henceforth

good for nothing, goes and dies far away
among the stones.

Here, on another side, are some rather

strange caterpillars, the Processionaries,

which are not rare : as it happens, a single

string of them, five or six yards long, has

just climbed down from my umbrella-pines
and is at this moment unfolding itself in

the walks of my garden, carpeting the
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ground traversed with transparent silk, ac-

cording to the custom of the race. To say

nothing of the meteorological apparatus of

unparalleled delicacy which they carry on
their backs, these caterpillars, as everybody
knows, have this remarkable quality, that

they travel only in a troop, one after the

other, like Breughel's blind men or those

of the parable, each of them obstinately,

indissolubly following its leader ; so much
so that, our author having one morning
disposed the file on the edge of a large stone

vase, thus closing the circuit, for seven

whole days, during an atrocious week, amid

cold, hunger and unspeakable weariness, the

unhappy troop on its tragic round, without

rest, respite or mercy, pursued the pitiless
circle until death overtook it.

5

But I see that our heroes are infinitely
too numerous, and that we must not linger
over our descriptions. \Vc may at most,
in enumerating the more important and

familiar, bestow on each of them a hurried

epithet, in the manner of old Homer. Shall

I mention, for instance, the Leucospis, a

parasite of the Mason-bee, who, to slay his
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brothers and sisters in their cradle, arms

himself with a horn helmet and a barbed

breastplate, which he doffs immediately after

the extermination, the safeguard of a hideous

right of primogeniture ? Shall I tell of the

marvellous anatomical knowledge of the

Tachytes, of the Cerceris, of the Ammophila,
of the Languedocian Sphex and many other

wasps, who, according as they wish to

paralyse or to kill their prey or their adver-

sary, know exactly, without ever blundering,
which nerve-centres to strike with their

sting or their mandibles ? Shall I speak of

the art of the Eumenes, who transforms her

stronghold into a complete museum adorned

with shells and with grains of translucent

quartz ;
of the magnificent metamorphosis

of the Grey Locust ;
of the musical instru-

ment owned by the Cricket, whose bow
numbers one hundred and fifty triangular

prisms that set in motion simultaneously
the four dulcimers of the wing-case ? Shall

I sing the fairy-like birth of the nymph of

the Onthophagus, a transparent monster,
with a bull's snout, that seems carved out

of a block of crystal ? Would you behold

the Flesh-fly, the common Blue-bottle,

daughter of the maggot, as she issues from

the earth ? Listen to our author :
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" She disjoints her head into two movable

halves, which, each distended with its great
red eye, by turns separate and reunite. In

the intervening space, a large, glassy hernia

rises and disappears, disappears and rises.

When the two halves move asunder, with

one eye forced back to the right and the

other to the left, it is as though the insect

were splitting its brain-pan in order to

expel the contents. Then the hernia rises,

blunt at the end and swollen into a great
knob. Next, the forehead closes and the

hernia retreats, leaving visible only a kind

of shapeless muzzle. In short, a frontal

pouch, with deep pulsations momentarily
renewed, becomes the instrument of de-

liverance, the pestle wherewith the newly-
hatched Dipteron bruises the sand and

causes it to crumble. Gradually, the legs

push the rubbish back and the insect ad-

vances so much towards the surface."

And monster after monster passes, such

as the imagination of Bosch or Callot never

conceived ! The larva of the Rose-chafer,

which, though it has legs under its belly,

always travels on its back
;

the Blue-winged
91



Mountain Paths

Locust, unluckier still than the Flesh-fly
and possessing nothing wherewith to per-
forate the soil, to escape from the tomb and
reach the light but a cervical bladder, a

viscous blister
;
and the Empusa, who, with

her curved abdomen, her great projecting

eyes, her legs with knee-pieces armed with

cleavers, her halberd, her abnormally tall

mitre, would certainly be the most devilish

goblin that ever walked the earth, if, beside

her, the Praying Mantis were not so frightful
that her mere aspect deprives her victims

of their power of movement when she

assumes, in front of them, what the entomo-

logists have termed "
the spectral attitude."

One cannot mention, even casually, the

numberless industries, nearly all of absorbing
interest, exercised among the rocks, under
the ground, in the walls, on the branches,
the grass, the flowers, the fruits and down
to the very bodies of the subjects studied ;

for we sometimes find a treble superposition
of parasites, as in the Oil-beetles ; and we
see the maggot itself, the sinister guest at

the last feast of all, feed some thirty brigands
with its substance.
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Among the Hymenoptera, which re-

present the most intellectual class in the

world which we are studying, the building
talents of our wonderful Hive-bee are cer-

tainly equalled, in other orders of architec-

ture, by those of more than one wild and

solitary bee, and notably by the Megachile,
or Leaf-cutter, a little insect which is

nothing to look at and which, to house its

eggs, manufactures honey-pots formed of a

multitude of disks and ellipses cut with

mathematical precision from the leaves of

certain trees. For lack of space, I am unable,
to my great regret, to quote the beautiful

and pellucid pages which Fabre, with his

usual conscientiousness, devotes to the ex-

haustive study of this admirable work ;

nevertheless, since the occasion offers, let

us listen to his own words, though it be but

for a moment and in regard to a single detail :

" With the oval pieces, it becomes another

matter. What model has the Megachile
when cutting her neat ellipses out of the

delicate material for her wallets, the robinia-

Icaves ? What ideal pattern guides her

scissors ? What system of measurement
tcUs her the dimensions ? One would like

to picture the insect as a living pair of
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compasses, capable of tracing an elliptic

curve by a certain natural inflexion of its

body, even as our arm traces a circle by
swinging from the shoulder. A blind mecha-

nism, the mere outcome of its organization,
would alone be responsible for its geometry.
This explanation would tempt me, if the

large oval pieces were not accompanied by
much smaller ones, also oval, which are used

to fill the empty spaces. A pair of com-

passes which changes its radius of its own
accord and alters the curve according to the

plan before it appears to me an instrument

somewhat difficult to believe in. There
must be something better than that. The
circular pieces of the lid suggest it to us.

"
If, by the mere inflexion inherent in

her structure, the Leaf-cutter succeeds in

cutting out ovals, how does she manage to

cut out rounds ? Can we admit the pre-
sence of other wheels in the machinery for

the new pattern, so different in shape and
size ? However, the real point of the

difficulty does not lie there. Those rounds,
for the most part, fit the mouth of the jar

with almost exact precision. When the

cell is finished, the bee flies hundreds of

yards away to make the lid. She arrives

at the leaf from which the disk is to be cut.
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What picture, what recollection has she of

the pot to be covered ? Why, none at all ;

she has never seen it
;

she does her work

underground, in utter darkness ! At the

utmost, she can have the indications of

touch : not actual indications, of course,

for the pot is not there, but past indications,

useless in a work of precision. And yet the

disk to be cut out must have a fixed diameter
;

if it were too large, it would not go in
;

if

too small, it would close badly, it would

slip
down on the honey and suffocate the

egg. How shall it be given its correct

dimensions without a pattern ? The bee

does not hesitate for a moment. She cuts

out her disk with the same celerity which
she would display in detaching any shapeless
lobe that might do for a stopper ;

and that

disk, without further measurement, is of

the right size to fit the pot. Let whoso
will explain this geometry, which in my
opinion is inexplicable, even when we allow

for memory begotten of touch and sight."

Let us add that the author calculated

that, to form the cells of a kindred Megachile,
the Silky Megachile, exactly 1064 of these

ellipses and disks would be required ;
and

they must all be collected and shaped in
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the course of an existence that lasts a few
weeks.

8

Who would imagine that the Pentatoma,
on the other hand, the poor and evil-smelling

Wood-bug, has invented a really extra-

ordinary apparatus wherewith to leave the

egg ? And first let us state that this egg is

a marvellous little box of snowy whiteness,
which our author thus describes :

" The microscope discovers a surface

engraved with dents similar to those of a

thimble and arranged with exquisite sym-
metry. At the top and bottom of the

cylinder is a wide belt of a dead black
;
on

the sides, a large white zone with four big,

black spots evenly distributed. The lid,

surrounded by snowy cilia and encircled

with white at the edge, swells into a black

cap with a white knot in the centre. Alto-

gether, a striking burial urn, with the sudden

contrast between the coal-black and the

fleecy white. The Etruscans would have

found a magnificent model here for their

funeral pottery."

The little bug, whose forehead is too soft,
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covers her head, to raise the lid of the box,

with a mitre formed of three triangular

rods, which is always at the bottom of the

egg at the moment of delivery. Her limbs

being sheathed like those of a mummy, she

has nothing wherewith to put her rods in

motion except the pulsations produced by
the rhythmic flow of blood in her skull and

acting after the manner of a piston. The
rivets of the lid gradually give way; and, as

soon as the insect is free, it lays aside its

mechanical helmet.

Another species of bug, Reduvius persona-

tus, who lives mostly in lumber-rooms,
where she lies hidden in the dust, has in-

vented a still more astonishing system of

hatching. Here, the lid of the egg is not

riveted, as in the case of the Pentatomae, but

simply glued. At the moment of liberation,

the lid rises and we see :

"... a spherical vesicle emerge from
the shell and gradually expand, like a soap-
bubble blown through a straw. Driven

further and further back by the extension

of this bladder, the lid falls.

" Then the bomb bursts
;

in other words,
the blister, swollen beyond its capacity of

resistance, rips at the top. This envelope,
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which is an extremely tenuous membrane,

generally remains clinging to the edge of

the orifice, where it forms a high, white

rim. At other times the explosion loosens

it and flings it ouside the shell. In those

conditions it is a dainty cup, half spherical,
with torn edges, lengthened out below into

a delicate, winding stalk."

Now, how is this miraculous explosion

produced f Fabre assumes that :

"
Very slowly, as the tiny creature takes

shape and grows, this bladder-shaped reser-

voir receives the products of the work of

respiration performed under the cover of

the outer membrane. Instead of being ex-

pelled through the egg-shell, the carbonic

acid, the incessant result of the vital oxidiza-

tion, is accumulated in this sort of gaso-

meter, inflates and distends it and presses

upon the lid. When the insect is ripe for

hatching, a superadded activity in the

respiration completes the inflation, which

perhaps has been preparing since the first

evolution of the germ. At last, yielding to

the increasing pressure of the gaseous bladder,

the lid becomes unsealed. The chick in its

shell has its air-chamber ; the young Re-
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duvius has its tomb of carbonic acid : it

frees itself in the act of breathing."

9

One would never weary of dipping eagerly
into these inexhaustible treasures. We im-

agine, for instance, that, from seeing cobwebs
so frequently displayed in all manner of

places, we possess adequate notions of the

genius and methods of our familiar spiders.
Far from it : the realities of scientific

observation call for an entire volumecrammed
with revelations of which we had no con-

ception. I will simply name, at random,
the symmetrical arches of the Clotho Spider's

nest, the astonishing funicular flight of the

young of our Garden Spider, the diving-bell
of the Water Spider, the live telephone wire

which connects the web with the leg of the

Cross Spider hidden in her parlour and in-

forms her whether the vibration of her toils

is due to the capture of a prey or a caprice
of the wind.

It is impossible, therefore, short of having
unlimited space at one's disposal, to do more
than touch, as it were with the tip of the

phrases, upon the miracles of maternal in-

stinct, which, moreover, arc confounded with
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those of the higher manufactures and form
the bright centre of the insect's psychology.
One would, in the same way, require several

chapters to convey a summary idea of the

nuptial rites which constitute the quaintest
and most fabulous episodes of these new
Arabian Nights.
The male of the Spanish Fly, for instance,

begins by frenziedly beating his spouse with
his abdomen and his feet, after which, with
his arms crossed and quivering, he remains

long in ecstasy. The newly-wedded Osmize

clap their mandibles terribly, as though it

were a matter rather of devouring each

other ; on the other hand, the largest of

our moths, the Great Peacock, who is the

size of a bat, when drunk with love finds

his mouth so completely atrophied that it

becomes no more than a vague shadow.

But nothing equals the marriage of the Green

Grasshopper, of which I cannot speak here,

for it is doubtful whether even Latin

possesses the words needed to describe it

seemingly.
All said, the marriage-customs are dreadful

and, contrary to that which happens in every
other world, here it is the female of the pair
that stands for strength and intelligence

and also for the cruelty and tyranny which
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appear to be their inevitable outcome.
Almost every wedding ends in the violent

and immediate death of the husband. Often,
the bride begins by eating a certain number
of suitors. The prototype of these fantastic

unions could be supplied by the Languedo-
cian Scorpions, who, as we know, carry lob-

ster-claws and a long tail supplied with a

sting, the prick of which is extremely
dangerous. They have a prelude to the

festival in the shape of a sentimental stroll,

claw in claw
; then, motionless, with fingers

still gripped, they contemplate each other

blissfully, interminably ; day and night pass
over their ecstasy, while they remain face

to face, petrified with admiration. Next,
the foreheads come together and touch ;

the mouths—if we can give the name of

mouth to the monstrous orifice that opens
between the claws—are joined in a sort of

kiss
; after which the union is accomplished,

the male is transfixed with a mortal sting
and the terrible spouse crunches and gobbles
him up with gusto.

But the Mantis, the ecstatic insect with
the arms always raised in an attitude of

supreme invocation, the horrible Mantis

religiosa, or Praying Mantis, does better

still. She eats her husbands (for the in-
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satiable creature sometimes consumes seven

or eight in succession) while they strain her

passionately to their heart. Her incon-

ceivable kisses devour, not metaphorically,
but in an appallingly real fashion, the ill-

fated choice of her soul or her stomach.

She begins w^ith the head, goes down to the

thorax, nor stops till she comes to the hind-

legs, which she deems too tough. She then

pushes away the unfortunate remains, while

a new lover, who was quietly awaiting the

end of the monstrous banquet, heroically

steps forward to undergo the same fate.

ID

Henri Fabre is indeed the revealer of this

new world, for, strange as the admission

may seem at a time when we think that we
know all that surrounds us, most of those

insects minutely described in the vocabu-

laries, learnedly classified and barbarously
christened, had hardly ever been observed

in real life or thoroughly investigated, in

all the phases of their brief and evasive

appearances. He devoted to surprising their

little secrets, whch are the reverse of our

greatest mysteries, fifty years of a solitary

existence, misunderstood, poor, often very
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near to penury, but lit up every day by
the joy which a truth brings, which is the

greatest of all human joys. Petty truths,

1 shall be told, those presented by the habits

of a spider or a grasshopper. There are no

petty truths to-day : there is but one truth,

whose looking-glass, to our uncertain eyes,
seems broken, though its very fragment,
whether reflecting the evolution of a planet or

the flight of a bee, contains the supreme law.

And these truths thus discovered had the

good fortune to be grasped by a mind which
knew how to understand what they them-
selves can but ambiguously express, to inter-

pret what they are obliged to conceal and,
at the same time, to appreciate the shim-

mering beauty, almost invisible to the

majority of mankind, that shines for a

moment around all that exists, especially
around that which still remains very close

to nature and has hardly left its primeval

sanctuary.
To make of these long annals the generous

and delightful work of literature that they
are and not the monotonous and arid record

of finical descriptions and trivial acts that

they might have been, various and so to

speak conflicting gifts were needed. To the

patience, the precision, the scientific minute-
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ness, the protean and practical ingenuity,
the energy of a Darwin in the face of the

unknown, to the faculty of expressing what
has to be expressed with order, clearness

and certainty, the venerable anchorite of

Serignan added many of those qualities
which are not to be acquired, certain of

those innate good poetic virtues which
cause his sure and supple prose, though a

trifle provincial, a trifle antiquated, a trifle

primitive, to take its place among the ex-

cellent prose of the day, prose of the kind

that has its own atmosphere, in which we
breathe gratefully and tranquilly and which
we find only in masterpieces.

Lastly, there was needed—and this was
not the least requirement of the work—a

mind ever ready to cope with the riddles

which, among those little objects, rise up at

every step as enormous as those which fill

the skies and perhaps more numerous, more

imperious and more strange, as though
Nature had here given a freer scope to her

last wishes and an easier outlet to her secret

thoughts. Fabre shrinks from none of those

boundless problems which are persistently

put to us by all the inhabitants of that tiny
world where mysteries are heaped up in a

denser and more bewildering fashion than in
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any other. He thus meets and faces, turn

by turn, the redoubtable questions of in-

stinct and intelligence, of the origin of

species, of the harmony or the accidents of

the universe, of the life lavished upon the

abysses of death, without counting the no
less vast, but so to speak more human

problems which, among infinite others, are

inscribed within the range, if not within the

grasp, of our intelligence : parthenogenesis ;

the prodigious geometry of the wasps and
bees

;
the logarithmic spiral of the snail ;

the antennary sense
;

the miraculous force

which, in absolute isolation, without the

possible introduction of anything from the

outside, increases the volume of the Mino-
taurus' egg tenfold, where it lies, and,

during seven to nine months, nourishes with
an invisible and spiritual food, not the

lethargy, but the active life of the scorpion
and of the young of the Lycosa and the

Clotho Spider. He does not attempt to

explain them by one of those generally-

acceptable theories such as that of evolution,
which merely shifts the ground of the diffi-

culty and which, I may say in passing,

emerges from these volumes in a somewhat

sorry plight, after being sharply confronted

with incontestable facts.
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II

Waiting for chance or a god to enHghten
us, he is able, in the presence of the unknown,
to preserve that great rehgious and attentive

silence which is dominant in the best minds
of the day. There are those who say :

" Now that you have reaped a plentiful
harvest of details, you should follow up
analysis with synthesis and generalize the

origin of instinct in an all-embracing
view."

To these he replies, with the humble and

magnificent loyalty that illumines all his

work :

" Because I have stirred a few grains of

sand on the shore, am I in a position to know
the depths of the ocean 't

"
Life has unfathomable secrets. Human

knowledge will be erased from the archives

of the world before we possess the last word
that a gnat has to say to us. . . .

"
Success is for the loud talkers, the self-

convinced dogmatists ; everything is ad-

mitted on condition that it be noisily pro-
claimed. Let us throw off this sham and

recognize that, in reality, we know nothing
about anything, if things were probed to
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the bottom. Scientifically, Nature is a

riddle without a definite solution to satisfy
man's curiosit}-. Hypothesis follows on

hypothesis ; the theoretical rubbish-heap
accumulates

; and truth ever eludes us. To
know how not to know might well be the

last word of wisdom."

Evidently, this is hoping too little. In
the frightful pit, in the bottomless funnel

wherein whirl all those contradictory facts

which are resolved in obscurity, we know

just as much as our cave-dwelling ancestors
;

but at least we know that we do not know.
We survey the dark faces of all the riddles,

we try to estimate their number, to classify
their varying degrees of dimness, to obtain

an idea of their position and their extent.

That already is something, pending the day
of the first gleams of light. In any case,

it means doing in the presence of the

mysteries all that the most upright intelli-

gence can do to-day ;
and that is what the

author of this incomparable Iliad does, with
more confidence than he professes. He
ga/es at them attentively. He wears out
his life in surprising their most minute
secrets. He prepares for them, in his

thought- and in ours, the lield necessary
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for their evolutions. He increases the con-

sciousness of his ignorance in proportion to

their importance and learns to understand

more and more that they are incompre-
hensible.
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IX

EVIL-SPEAKING

SEE
no evil, hear no evil, speak no evil,"

say the three sacred monkeys carved

over the gate of the Buddhist temple of

lyeyasu at Nikko.

We all of us speak ill of one another.

" No one," Pascal remarks,
"

speaks of us

in our presence as he does in our absence.

The union that exists among men is based

solely on this mutual deceit
;

and few

friendships would survive if each knew what

his friend says when he is not there, though
he be speaking of him in all sincerity and

without passion.
"

I lay it down as a fact that, if all

men knew what they say of one another,

there would not be four friends in this

world."
in
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If you do away with evil-speaking, you do

away with three-fourths of our conversation
;

and an unbearable silence will hover over

every gathering. Evil-speaking or calumny—for it is extremely difficult to separate
the two sisters

;
and in reality any evil-

speaking is likely to be calumnious, inasmuch
as we know others even less well than we
know ourselves—evil-speaking, which feeds

all that creates disunion between men and

poisons their intercourse, is nevertheless the

chief motive that brings them together and

enables them to enjoy the pleasures of

society.
But the ravages which it wreaks all around

us are too well known and have too often

been described to make it necessary for us

to portray them once again. Let us here

consider only the harm which it does to

him who indulges in it. It accustoms him
to see only the petty sides of men and

things ;
little by little it conceals from him

the bold outlines, the great unities, the

heights and depths containing the only
truths that count and endure.

In reality, the evil which we find in others,

the evil which we speak of them, exists

within ourselves
;
from ourselves we derive

it ; upon ourselves it recoils. We perceive
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clearly only those defects which are ours, or

which we are on the point of acquiring.
Within ourselves is kindled the evil Hame
whose reflection we perceive on others.

Each of us diligently searches out, among
those who surround him, the vice or the

defect that reveals to the clear-sighted the

vice or the defect to which he himself is

thrall. There is no more ingenuous or

intimate confession, even as there is no
better examination of conscience, than to

ask one's self :

" What is the fault which 1 most willingly

impute to my neighbour ?
"

You may be sure that this is the fault

which you are most inclined to commit
and that you most readily see what is

happening in the shallows to which you
yourself arc descending. He who speaks ill

of others is, in short, merely his own tra-

ducer ; and evil-speaking is in essence but
the story of our own faults, transposed or

anticipated.

We surround ourselves with all the evil

that we attribute to the victims of our

gossip. It takes form at our own expense ;

it lives and feeds upon the best of our sub-
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stance
;

it accumulates all about us, peopling
and encumbering our atmosphere with phan-
toms, at first grotesque, inconsistent, docile,

timid and ephemeral, which gradually be-

come persistent, add to their strength and

stature, speak with louder voices and develop
into very real and imperious entities which
ere long will issue orders and assume the

direction of most of our thoughts and
actions. We are less and less masters in our

own houses
;
we feel our character slowly

sapped of its strength ;
and we find ourselves

sooner or later enclosed within a sort of

enchanted circle, which it is all but im-

possible to break, a circle in which we no

longer know whether we are defaming our

brethren because we are growing as bad as

they, or whether we are growing bad be-

cause we defame them.

3

We should accustom ourselves to judge
all men as we judge the heroes of this war.

It is certain that, if any one had the pitiful

courage to undertake their belittlement, he

would find, in any gathering of these men,
almost as many vices, pettinesses or blemishes

as in any human gathering chosen at random
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in any town or village. He would tell you
that it contained hopeless drunkards, un-

scrupulous libertines, uncouth, narrow and

greedy peasants, mean and rapacious shop-
keepers, callous, lewd and cheating artisans,

sordid, envious clerks and, among young
men of better birth, idle, presumptuous,
selfish and arrogant wastrels. He would
add that many of them did their duty only
because there was no way of avoiding it

;

that they went forward, despite themselves,
to brave a death which they hoped to

escape, because they well knew that they
could not escape the death which would
threaten them if they refused to face the

first. He might say all this and many other

things which would appear more or less true,

but there is something far more true, which
is the great and magnificent truth that

enfolds and uplifts all the rest : it is the

thing which they really did
;

it is the fact

that they willingly offered themselves to

death in order to accomplish what they
regarded as a duty. It cannot be denied :

if all those who had vices and imperfections
and the desire to shun danger had refused

to accept the sacrifice, no force in the world
could have compelled them to it, for they
would represent a force at least equal to that
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which would have sought to impel them.

We must therefore believe that these im-

perfections, these vices, these ignoble desires

were very superficial and in any case incom-

parably less powerful and less deeply rooted

than the great flood of feeling which carried

all before it. And this is why, when we
think of those dead or mutilated heroes, the

petty thoughts which I have described do

not even enter our minds. And it is right
that this should be so. In the heroic whole

they count for no more than rain-drops in

the ocean. All has been swept away, all

has been made equal by sacrifice, suffering
and death, in the one untarnished beauty.
But let us not forget that it is almost the

same with all men
;

and that these heroes

were not of a different nature from the

neighbour whom we are incessantly vilifying.
Death has purified and consecrated them

;

but we are all of us daily in the presence of

the sacrifice, the suffering and, above all,

the death which will purify and consecrate

us in our turn. We are almost all subject
to the same ordeals which, because they are

less frequent and less glorious, appeal no
less to the same profound virtues

; and, if

so many men, chosen at hazard from among
us, have proved themselves worthy of our
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admiration, it is because, after all. we are

doubtless better than we seem; for, while

those others mingled in our life, even they
did not appear to be much better than

ourselves.
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X

OF GAMBLING

J^AULO minora. This essay, I need hardly

say, consists of notes made before the

war and put in order at a time when

victory allows our thoughts to stray for a

moment from the great tragedy in which
the destinies of mankind have been at stake.

For the rest, the subject, however frivolous

it may at first sight appear, sometimes

touches or seems to touch problems which
it is not unfitting to examine, were it only
to realize that they are perhaps illusive.

Moreover, it is unfortunately probable that,

when peace is restored, our allies will visit

in too numerous and confiding crowds the

dubious havens of delight which we are

about to enter. I have no pretension to

serve them as a guide nor to teach them how
to fight against the whims of fortune ; but
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a handful of them may find in these lines,

if not useful hints or profitable advice, at

least some few reflections or observations

which will pave the way for their own ex-

periments or render them easier.

Let us then pay a last visit to one of those

green tables which spread their length in

the somewhat disreputable place of which
I have written elsewhere ^

as the "
Temple of

Chance." To-day I would rather call it

the Factory of Chance, for it is here that,

for more than half a century, without

respite or repose, on week-days, Sundays
and holidays alike, daily from ten o'clock in

the morning till twelve o'clock at night,
with croupiers unintermittently relieving
one another, men have obstinately manu-
factured Chance and doggedly consulted the

formless and featureless god that shrouds

good luck and ill within his shadow.

We do not yet know what he is nor what
he wants ; we are not even sure that he

exists ; but surely it would be astonishing
if no result of any kind, no clue to the

* In the volume, published in 1004, entitled The Double
Garden.—A.. T. de M.
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tantalizing puzzle, had emerged from this

endless effort, the most gigantic, the most

costly, the most methodical that has ever

been made on the brink of this gloomy-

abyss, if nothing had been born of all this

furious work, however trivial, however un-

healthy and useless it may appear.

3

In any case, at these tables, as at all places
where passions become intensified, we are

able to make interesting observations and,

among other things, to behold at first hand,

violently foreshortened and harshly illumi-

nated, certain aspects of man's lifelong

struggle with the unknown. The drama,
which as a rule is long drawn out, projecting
itself into space and time and breaking up
amid circumstances that escape our eyes, is

here knit together, gathered into a ball, held,

so to speak, in the hollow of the hand. But,
for all its speed, its abruptness of movement
and its extreme compression, it remains as

complex and mysterious as those which go
on indefinitely. Until the ivory ball that

rolls and hops around the wheel falls into

its red or black compartment, the unknown

veiling its choice or its destiny is as im-
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penetrable as that which hides from us the

choice or the destiny of the stars. The
movements of the planets can be calculated

almost to a second
; but no mathematical

operation can measure or predict the course

of the little white ball.

Your more skilful players, indeed, have

given up trying. Not one of them any
longer seriously relies on intuition, presenti-

ment, second sight, telepathy, psychic forces,

or the calculation of probabilities in the

attempt to foresee or determine the fall of

a destiny no larger than a hazel-nut. All

the scientific
part

of human knowledgejhas
failed, and all the occult and magical side

of that same knowledge has been equally
unsuccessful. The mathematicians, the

prophets, the seers, the sorcerers, the sen-

sitives, the mediums, the psychometrists, the

spiritualists who call upon the dead for

assistance, all alike are blind, confounded and

impotent before the wheel and before

Destiny's thirty-seven compartments. Here
Chance reigns supreme ;

and hitherto,

though it all happens before our eyes,

though it is repeated to satiety and may be

held, let me say once more, in the hollow

of our hand, no one has yet been able to

determine a single one of its laws.
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4

Yet such laws seem to exist
;
and thou-

sands of players have ruined themselves in

following their forms or their elusive and

deceptive traces. Let us take a bundle of

those records or permanences^ published at

Monte Carlo, which give day by day the

list of all the numbers that have come up
at one of the roulette or trente-et-quarante
tables. As everybody knows, these numbers
are arranged in long parallel columns, the

black on the left and the red on the right.
When we look at one of these sheets, con-

taining as a rule ten columns of sixty-five
numbers each—dead and harmless cyphers
now, though once so dangerous, once de-

structive of so many hopes and perhaps in-

spiring more than one disaster—we observe

a tendency towards a fairly perceptible

equilibriuni between the red and the black.

Most often the two chances balance each

other, singly or in little groups, a black, a

red, two blacks, three reds, three blacks, two

reds, and so on. When we come upon a

series of five, six, seven, eight, sometimes

nine, ten, eleven, twelve consecutive blacks,

we are almost certain of finding not far

away a compensating series of five, six,
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seven, eight or ten reds. There is a very
real rhythm, a sort of breathing or a cadenced
movement to and fro of the mysterious
creature which we call Chance. This

rhythm or balance is moreover confirmed by
the final statistics of the day, from which we
learn that, in a total of six hundred and so

many spins of the ball, the difference between
the black and the red very seldom exceeds

twenty or thirty ; and this difference is

even smaller in the total for the week, that

is to say, in a total of nearly five thousand

spins, when it is usually reduced to a few
units.

5

The monster has other strange habits.

We see, for instance, that it is not uncommon
for a number to come up twice in succession

;

and it is undeniable that, in each day's play,
two or three numbers are obviously favoured,
so much so that we may hurl our challenge
to logic and declare that the more frequently
a number occurs the more chances it has of

reappearing. This seems to conflict with

the law of equilibrium which we have re-

marked ; but it must be observed that this

equilibrium will be recovered later, that by
the end of the week the differences will no
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longer be very great and that they will

almost disappear when the month is over.

The equilibrium is restored more slowly
because wc must multiply the number of

series by eighteen and a half to reach the

proportions of the even chances.

Players note yet another law which, for

that matter, is but a corollary of the former

habit, but which has something curiously
human about it : the chances which lag
behind show a greater eagerness to regain
iheir lost ground at the moment that follows

more or less closely upon a halt, as though

they had recovered their breath after a

brief rest on the landing of a staircase.

Let us add at once that it is wise to

distrust these fluctuating habits and these

gropings after laws. For instance, red has

been known to beat black by seventy per
cent, in the course of a day's play. Black,

on the other hand, as people still remember
at Monte Carlo, one day came up twenty-
nine times in succession and the second

dozen tweiity-ciglit times without a break.

Chance has not our nerves
;

it is not, like

us, impatient to make good its losses or to

carry off its gains. It takes its time, awaits

its hour and does not trouble to keep step
with our ways of life.
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Players as a rule attribute these habits or

caprices to a trick of the croupier's hand.

This is hardly tenable. After all, we know
how the thing is done. The ball drops into

its compartment and the croupier announces,
for instance,

"
13, black, impair and manque.''^

The losses are raked in, the winnings are

paid out, the players renew their stakes,

there is sometimes a brief dispute, somebody
asks for change and so on. These operations

vary a good deal in length ;
and all this time

the wheel carrying the ball is making hun-
dreds of revolutions. The croupier stops
it at last, takes the ball, reverses the wheel

and sends the ball spinning in the opposite
direction. It is impossible under these

conditions for his particular trick of the

hand to exercise any influence whatever.

Besides, we can easily see from the chart of

the permanences that the change of croupier
does not perceptibly affect the rhythm of

the even chances. It is not the man who
controls the rhythm but the rhythm that

controls the man.
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7

These gropings after laws in what would
seem a negation of all or any law

;
these

strivings on the part of Chance to quit its

own domain and to organize its chaos
;

this

god who denies himself and seeks to destroy
himself by his own hand

;
these incompre-

hensible stammerings, these awkward efforts

to achieve utterance and assume conscious-

ness are rather curious, we must admit.

For the rest, it is these efforts, these hanker-

ings after equilibrium, this embryonic rhythm
that constitute the gambler's good and bad

luck. If Chance were simply Chance as we
conceive it on first principles, one would

stake any sum anyhow and at any moment.
I am well aware that, according to the most

learned theorists on roulette, each coup is

independent of all the others and begins
as if nothing had happened before, as if

nothing were to happen afterwards, as if

the table were fresh from the shop, the

wheel from the factory and the croupier
from the hands of God. In theory this is

quite accurate ;
but we have just seen that

in practice it docs not seem to be so. For

that matter, it seems impossible to explain
the reason. Players are satisfied to observe
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the fact, while yielding to a dangerous but

very [human tendency to exaggerate the

scope and the certainty of their observa-

tions.

They are too ready to see laws where there

is only a mass of coincidences as fleeting as

clouds. It is of course necessary that the

reds and blacks, emerging successively from

nowhere, should find a place somewhere
and form certain groups ; and, if it is rather

surprising that at the end of the month their

numbers are nearly equal, it would be no
less surprising if one of the colours were to

prevail largely over the other. It is perfectly
true that, at first sight, the reds and blacks

seem to balance on the fermanence sheets
;

but it is also true that, when we examine
more closely, a series of five or six reds, for

instance, interrupted by one or two blacks,

not infrequently begins a fresh run
;
and ill-

luck may well have it that, at this moment,
the player, in his search for equilibrium,
will start punting on the black and in a few

coufs behold the disappearance of all the

winnings slowly and laboriously wrested

from Chance, which is niggardly when one

is winning and extremely generous
—to the

bank—when one is losing. For that matter,
he will suffer the same disappointment if
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he bets on the variation, in other words,

against the equilibrium, and will too often

discover that these laws, when he puts his

trust in them, are writ in water, whereas

they seem to be graven in bronze so soon as

they betray him.

8

In order to profit by these laws, which are

perhaps fallacious and in any case untrust-

worthy, and to secure himself against their

treachery, he has contrived a host of in-

genious systems which sometimes enable

him to win but most often merely retard

his ruin.

But, before speaking of these systems, let

us begin by saying that we shall concern

ourselves here only with the even chances,

red or black, fair or impair, passe or manque.
These are sufficiently complicated in them-
selves and set us problems that would be

enough to exhaust all the shrewdness of a

human life. As for any other than the

even chances, en plein, a cheval, transversales.

carreSy douzaines and so forth, these, both in

theory and in practice, escape all control,

calculation or explanation.
Whatever system he adopt, the gambler

ii always tossing lieads or tails against the
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bank. He has a chance and the bank has a

chance
; but zero gives the bank odds

against him
; and, though zero is apparently

a very mild tax, since, at rouge et noir, in

thirty-six chances the bank has only half a

chance more than the player, it is bound
to be ruinous in the end. To escape the

abruptness of a decision which if he placed
all that he possessed on the red or the black,

would end the game at a single stroke, the

player divides his stake, so as to be able to

defy a large number of chances, hoping that,

thanks to a skilfully graduated progression,
he will end by lighting on a favourable series

in which the gains will exceed the losses.

This is the underlying principle of all the

systems, which are never anything but more
or less ingenious, prudent and complicated
martingales. There are not, there never

will be any others, in the absence of a miracle

which has not yet occurred, of an intuition

which foresees what the ball will decide, or

of an unknown force which will oblige it to

act as a player wishes.

9

I have no intention of reviewing all these

systems, which are innumerable and of un-
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equal value : the paroli pure and simple,
that artless, violent doubled stake which
leads straight to disaster ;

the D'Alembert
and all its variants

;
the descending pro-

gressions ;
the differential methods

;
the

montant beige ; the parolis intermittents ; the

snowball
;
the photographie ; the staking of

equal amounts on certain groups of figures,

which is a Chinese puzzle demanding days
of patient observation before it is attacked ;

and many others which I forget, from the

most clear-cut to the most mysterious,
which are sold at a high price to credulous

beginners, in sealed envelopes containing
what is everybody's secret and with all or

nearly all of which I have become acquainted
thanks to the kindness of an erudite player.
A detailed account of those most frequently
used will be found in D'Albigny's treatise,

Les Martingales Modernes, in Gaston Ves-

sillier's Theorie des systemes gi'ometriques, in

Hulman's Traits des jeux dits de hasard, in

Theo d'Alost's Thcorie scientifique nouvelle

des jeux de la roulette, trente-et-quara?ite, etc.,

and, above all, in the Revue de Mofite- Carlo,

which has given a system in every issue

since the day of its foundation some fifteen

years ago.
Whether mystic or transparent, all these
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methods present more or less the same

dangers, being all founded on the quicksands
of equilibrium and temporary disturbance.

If they are very cautious, the loss is trifling,

but the gain is still smaller
;

if they are

bold, the gain is great, but the loss is two or

three times greater. The best of them, in

order to continue the defence of a moderate
stake and of what has already been sacrificed,

involve the risking on the cloth, at a given
moment, of all the previous winnings, which
are soon followed by the sums in reserve.

This is the inevitable revenge of the bank,
at which you thought that you were nibbling

withimpunity, butwhich suddenly opens wide
its jaws, like a blind and drowsy crocodile,

and swallows profits and capital at a single

gulp.

lo

The players hearten themselves by main-

taining that they have an incontestable

advantage over the bank. They begin to

play, they
"
punt

" when they like and as

they like and they withdraw when they

please, whereas the bank is compelled to

play without stopping, to accept every
stake and to meet every cowp up to the limit

of the maximum, which, as we know, is
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six thousand francs on the even chances.

This advantage is a real one if the player,
after winning a big sum, goes away and does

not come back again. But the lucky gambler,
even more infallibly than the one who has

no luck, will return to the enchanted table

and in so doing loses the only effective

weapon that he had against his enemy. To
choose your time for punting is but an

illusory privilege, because everything, at

any moment, is equally shifting and un-

certain
;

and you never know beforehand

when the precarious and deceptive law of

equilibrium will reassert itself. After a

long sequence of blacks, you wager on a fine

series of reds, a certain run, you would say ;

but no sooner have you staked your money
than the series gives up the ghost and
remorseless black resumes its devastating
course

;
or else you do the opposite : you

bet on black and it is red that settles down
for a run. At whatever moment you start

punting, you are always fighting red against

black, that is to say, one to one. Once
more, the only real advantage is that you
can go away when you like

; but where is

the gambler, whether losing or winning,
who is able to go away and not come back ?
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II

After mature examination, all these systems

merely carve the brutal and crushing mass

of luck into small pieces. They act as a

defensive padding against the blows of

Chance, making them less grave. They pro-

long the player's life or his agony. They
enable the owner of a modest purse to stake

as often as the multimillionaire, who would
confine himself to betting double or quits

indefinitely, if he were not stopped by the

fatal barrier of the maximum. But all

mathematical operations, all combinations

of figures flutter and struggle like blind

captives between bronze walls. They merely
dash themselves in vain against these walls,

whether black or red
;

both remain in-

vulnerable and impregnable ;
and from

their imprisoning embrace there is no

escape.

12

Does this mean that there is no such thing
as a defensible method and that the most

skilful calculations have not revealed a

means of defeating Chance ? In theory, I

cannot bring myself to believe that baseless

calculations will ever do what they have
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not done up to the present. It is none the

less true that, in practice, we come upon
some whicli struggle with fair success against
ill-luck. For instance, a friend of mine, a

British officer, has a system which he has

been using for a long time and which yields

astonishing results. It is, of course, a pro-

gression, the whole of whose virtue lies in

an ingenious and very simple key that seems

to act as a sort of talisman. I have not

found this method in any of either the

recognized or the catchpenny treatises. It

has its dangers, like the others
;

it has its

difficult moments, when, to save your

anticipated profits and your earlier losses,

you have to risk a rather large amount. But,
if you prudently stop playing during runs

which are too obstinately hostile, if you
allow the storm to pass as it spreads over a

large number of chances, you end by ob-

taining the necessary compensation. At

any rate, it has never seriously failed my
friend so far.

Nevertheless it must not be supposed that

we have only to use this system blindly
and automatically. As with other systems,
a certain science, a certain experience, a
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certain deftness are indispensable. Though
science and experience are evasive qualities

here, fugitive and at the mercy of Chance,

they are by no means illusory. The careful

and experienced player understands how to

approach and nurse his luck, or at least how
not to thwart it. He guesses the beginning
and the end of a favourable series. He
foresees alternations and intermittences ;

and, when he does not succeed in grasping
their rhythm, he prefers to abstain from

playing, rather than encounter them in-

opportunely. He makes more than one

mistake, but makes far fewer than those

who, faithful to the very scientific theory
of the absolute independence of each couf,
back either colour at any moment. He does

not surrender to the fixed rigidity of logic,
he does not throw the gauntlet down to

fate, he does not defy the animosity of

fortune. He is never obstinate. He does

not struggle on, sullenly, to his last coin

against an iniquitous run, in order to gain
the bitter satisfaction of learning the utmost

depths of his ill luck and the injustice of

fate. He has no self-conceit, no prejudices,
no inflexible opinions. He is docile, plastic
and accommodating. Devoid of all false

shame, he cheerfully abandons his pre-
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tensions and pays court to fortune. He
retraces his steps and retracts at fitting times.

He stops, starts afresh, yields, tacks about,
allows himself to be borne upon the tide

and comes safely to harbour, while the

arrogant, overbold and headstrong pilot
founders in deep water.

H
Beyond all else, he studies the character

and temper of the table at which he takes

his seat, for each table has its psychology,
its habits, its history, which vary from day
to day and yet by the end of the year form
a homogeneous whole wherein all temporary
errors, all anomalies and injustices are

compensated. The question is to know on
what page of this history he should prepare
to play his part. He will not learn this at

once. It is of little use for him to peep at

the notes and permanences of the players
who have come before him. What he wants
is the immediate contact, the very breath of

the hidden god. But the god is already

thrilling into life, taking shape and counte-

nance, giving a whispered hint of his inten-

tions, speaking words of approval or con-

demnation
;

and the tragic struggle begins
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between the player, so infinitely small, and

Chance, so enormous and omnipotent.
Now that the battle is joined, now that

the player has done what he could to summon
and welcome luck, there is nothing left for

him to do but wait
;

for luck, when all is

said, will remain the supreme power that

pronounces the final verdict, the formidable

and inevitable unknown factor in every
combination. The best of systems cannot
overcome an abnormal and pitiless run of

bad luck which makes you stake incessantly
on the losing colour. A run like this, without
favourable intermittences, is extremely rare

but always possible. It corresponds, for

that matter, with the extraordinary strokes

of good luck, which seem more frequent only
because they attract more attention. From
time to time we see a man, or rather let

me say a woman—for it is nearly always
female players who have these inspirations

—
walk up to the table and with a high hand and
not the least hesitation gamble e7i plein or

en cheval, on a transversale or 'arre^ and win
time after time, as though she saw before-

hand where the ball would fall. These
moments of intuition are always very brief

;

and, if the player insists or grows stubborn,
she will soon lose whatever she has won. It
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is none the less true that, when we observe

this very obvious and striking phenomenon,
we wonder whether there is not something
more in it than mere coincidence. When
all is said, can luck be anything other than

a passing and dazzling intuition of what
will flash into actuality before everybody's

eyes a second later ? Is not the compart-
ment which does not yet contain the little

ball, but which in an instant will snap it

up and hold it, is not this compartment
already, somewhere, a thing of the present
and even of the past ? But these are ques-
tions which would lead us too far afield in

space and time.

Be this as it may, to return to the system
of which we were speaking, even if I were
at liberty to divulge its secret I should not

do so. I am not a very austere moralist and
I look upon gambling as one of those pro-

foundly human evils which we shall never

be able to uproot and which, for all our

efforts, will always reappear in a new form.

Still, the least that we can do is not to

encourage it. The gambler, I mean the

inveterate, almost professional gambler, is

not interesting. To begin with, he is an
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idler and nearly always a part of the world's

flotsam, with no justification for his existence.

If he be rich, he is making the most foolish,

the most dismal use of his money that can

be imagined. If he be poor, he is even

less easily to be forgiven : he should know
better than to sacrifice his days and too often

the welfare and the peace of mind of those

dependent on him to a will-o'-the-wisp.

Underlying the gambler we find too often

a sluggard, an incompetent, a boneless

egoist, greedy of vulgar and unmerited

pleasures, a dissatisfied and inefficient in-

dividual. Gambling is the stay-at-home,

imaginary, squalid, mechanical, anaemic and

unlovely adventure of those who have never

been able to encounter or create the real,

necessary and salutary adventures of life.

It is the feverish and unhealthy activity of

the wastrel. It is the purposeless and

desperate effort of the debilitated, who no

longer possess or never possessed the courage
and patience to make the honest, persevering

effort, the unspasmodic, unapplauded effort

which every human life demands.

There is also a great deal of puerile vanity
about the gambler. Taken for all in all, he

is a child still seeking his place in the universe.

He has not yet realized his position. He
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thinks himself peerless in the face of destiny.
In his self-infatuation he expects the un-

known or the unknowable to do for him
what it does not do for any one whomsoever.

And he expects this for no reason, simply
because he is himself and because others

have not that privilege. He must tempt
fate incessantly, hurriedly, anxiously, in I

know not what idle and pretentious hope
of learning to know himself from without.

Whatever Fortune's decision may be, he will

find cause for preening himself. If he have

no luck, he will feel flattered because he is

specially persecuted by Fortune
;

if he be

lucky, he will think all the more highly of

himself because of the exceptional gifts

which she bestows upon him. For the rest,

he does not need to believe that he deserves

these gifts ;
on the contrary, the less right

he has to them, the prouder he will be of

them
;

and the unjust and manifestly un-

deserved chance which makes them his will

form the best part of the vainglorious
satisfaction which he will contrive to ex-

tract from them.

i6

It would be extremely surprising, I said

when I began, if this indefatigable and ex-
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haustive inquiry into Chance, pursued for

over fifty years, had failed to yield some sort

of result. I am wondering, at the end of

this investigation, what that result is. At
the cost of an insane waste of money, time,

physical, nervous and moral energy and

spiritual forces perhaps more precious still,

it has taught us that Chance is in short

Chance, that is to say, an aggregate of effect

whereof we do not know the causes. But
we knew as much as this before

;
and our

new discovery is a little derisory. We have
seen the shadowy appearance of certain laws

or habits from which a few players appear to

derive advantage, though this advantage is

always precarious. But these apparent laws,
which tend obscurely and uncertainly to

instil a little order into Chance, are, like

Chance itself, but inconsistent and ephemeral
summaries of results from unknown causes.

Upon the whole we have learnt nothing,
unless perhaps it be that we were wrong to

attach greater importance to those mani-

festations of destiny than they possess. If

we look at them more closely, we find that

there is nothing more behind all these

catastrophes and all these mysteries of luck

than the catastrophes and the mysteries
which we put there.

-^^

We link our fate to
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the fate of a little ball which is not respon-
sible for it ; and, because we entrust it for a

moment with our fortune, we fondly imagine
that mysterious moral powers are bent on

directing and ending its course at the right
or wrong moment. It knows nothing of

all this
; and, though the lives of thousands

of men depended on its fall to the right or

the left of the point at which it stops, it

would not care. It has laws of its own,
which it must obey and which are so complex
that we do not even try to explain them.

It is just a little ball, honestly seeking the

little red or black hole in which to go to

sleep and having nothing very much to tell

us of the secrets of a luck or destiny which
exist only within ourselves.
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THE RIDDLE OF PROGRESS

THIS
war, which is one such as had never

yet been waged upon this earth of ours,

leads us to consider the great problem of the

future of mankind.

Dare we hope that humanity will one day
renounce these monstrous follies and that

they will become altogether impossible ?

To this question, if we wish to meet it at

its source, I see but one reply, which I have

already given elsewhere and which I will

here recapitulate and complete, namely, that

we are engulfed in a universe which has no
more limit in time tlian it has in space,
which had no beginning, as it will have no

end, and which has behind it as many
myriads of myriads of years as it discovers

ahead of it. Yesterday's eternity and to-

morrow's are precisely identical. All that
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the universe is going to do it must have

already done, for it has had as many oppor-
tunities of doing so as it will ever have. All

the things that it has not done are things
which it will never be able to do, because

nothing will be added, in space or time, to

what it has already possessed in space or

time. It has necessarily made in the past
all the efforts and all the experiments which
it will make in the future

;
and all that has

gone before, having been subject to the

same chances, is perforce the same as all

that is to follow.

It is probable, therefore, that there was
once an infinity of worlds similar to our own,
even as it is likely that there is an infinity of

such similar worlds at present, the infinity
of space being comparable with that of time.

These coincidences, however difficult for us

to picture, must inevitably occur and recur

in the immeasurable and the innumerous
in which we are immersed, that is, unless

the infinity of possible combinations be less

unlimited than those of time and space.
This is where our capacity of imagination

halts, for it is easier for us to conceive the

infinities of space and time than the infinity
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of combinations. To obtain some idea of

the latter, we should have to understand the

substance and the nature, the laws and the

forces, in a word, the whole riddle of exist-

ence. None the less is it true that this

possible infinity of combinations is our only

hope ; without it there would be nothing
more to expect of a universe which obviously
would have tried and exhausted everything
before our coming.

But, if this number of combinations is

really infinite, it is open to us to say that the

earth is an experiment which had not yet
been made and an experiment which has

failed, since suffering and evil have the

upper hand of happiness and goodness. If

the experiment has failed, we are its victims ;

but we arc not forbidden to hope that our

efforts will in some way modify combinations

which will be more fortunate in other places
or at another time. If the experiment has

failed, it does not follow that others have

not succeeded and are not more fortunate,

at this very moment, in other worlds than

ours. We may even suppose that, in the

infinity of these combinations and experi-
ments, the most successful tend to become
fixed and crystallized and that, in view of

their infinite number, they will bring about
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successfully in the future what they have

not brought about successfully in the past.

This is a hazardous glimmer ;
but I doubt

whether any others will be discovered to

keep us uplifted above despair.

3

Let us for a moment assume that the

experiment of this world had not miscarried

as it has, that the mind of man, which,

since the beginning, has been struggling

painfully against matter and winning but a

few brief, uncertain and precarious victories,

were a million times more powerful and

better armed. It would no doubt have

triumphed over all that weighs us down and

keeps us where we are
;

it would have freed

itself from the apparently illusory fetters of

space and time. It is not unreasonable to

admit that, among the myriads of worlds

which people the infinite, there are some in

which these better conditions are realized.

Perhaps, after all, it would be impossible to

imagine anything that does not exist some-

where in reality, for we may very rightly

maintain that our imaginings can be nothing
more than stray reflections of things that

already exist. Now, if we lived in one of
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those worlds and if we could see, as we
should perhaps be allowed to see, all that is

happening at this moment on the earth

which we now inhabit and on others per-

haps even worse and more unfortunate, it

seems to us that wc should know neither

rest nor ease until we had intervened and

helped to make it better and wdser and more
habitable.

4

For that matter, no one can tell us that

this is not so now and that all our spiritual

victories, all that seems, at certain moments,
to be leading us towards a future less hideous

than the past, all the mysterious currents of

good that sometimes flow through our

world, all that awaits us after death, no one,
I say, can tell us that all this is not due to

the intervention of one of those worlds.

It is true that we cannot perceive the act of

intervention, that we are hardly sensible of

it
; but it is also true that these creatures

of a higher world, being of necessity less

encumbered with matter and more spiritual
than wc, must necessarily remain invisible

to us. In the infinity of the firmament
we discover myriads of worlds that are

material worlds like our own
;

and we are
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able to discover only these, because all that

does not more or less closely resemble our

own world must needs escape us. But the

space lying between the stars, which to us

appears void, is infinitely wider than the

space which they themselves occupy ;
and

it would be strange indeed if it were not

filled with worlds which we cannot perceive
at all, or rather if it were not itself one vast

world which our eyes are incapable of taking
in.

It is, moreover, thinkable that, if we do

not see these other worlds, they, not being
material worlds, do not perceive matter,
and are consequently as unaware of us as we
are unaware of them

;
for we are doubtless

mistaken in believing that, because we are

visible to one another, we are necessarily
visible to all other beings. On the contrary,
there is reason to presume that these spiritual

beings pass through us without suspecting
our presence and that, as they are conscious

and sensible only of that which emanates

from the spirit, they do not suspect or

discover our existence except in so far as

we approach the conditions in which they
exist.

Consider the earth in its origin : at first,

a shapeless nebula, becoming gradually more
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and more condensed
; next, a globe of fire,

of rocks in fusion, whirling for millions of

years through space, with no other object
than that of forming into a mass and cooling ;

an inconceivable incandescence, which none
of our sources of heat can enable us to

picture ;
an essential, scientific, absolute

barrenness which may well have proclaimed
itself irremediable and everlasting. Who
would have thought that from these torrents

of matter in eruption, which seemed to have

destroyed for ever all life or the least germ
of life, there would emerge each and every
form of life itself, from the most enormous,
the strongest, the most enduring, the most

impetuous, the most abundant, down to the

slightest, the least visible, the most pre-
carious, the most ephemeral, the most

exiguous ? Who, above all, could have dared

foresee that they would give birth to what
seems so utterly alien to the liquefied or

pasty rocks and metals that alone formed
the surface, the nucleus and the very entity
of our globe, I mean our human intelligence
and consciousness ?

5

Is it possible to imagine a more unex-

pected evolution and ending ? What could

•55



Mountain Paths

astonish us after so great an astonishment ?

And what are we not entitled to hope of a

world which, after being what it was, has

produced what we see and what we are ?

Considering that it started from a sort of

negation of life, from integral barrenness and
from worse than ^nothing, in order to end in

us, where will it not end after starting from
ourselves ? If its birth and formation have
elaborated such prodigies, what prodigies

may not its existence, its indefinite prolon-

gation and its dissolution hold in store for

us ? There are an immeasurable distance

and inconceivable transformations between
the one frightful material of the early days
and the human thought of this moment ;

and there will doubtless be a like distance

and like transformations as difficult to con-

ceive between the thought of this moment
and that which will succeed it in the infinity
of time.

It seems as if, in the beginning, our earth

did not know what to do with its material

and with its force, which interdevoured each

other. In the vast, flaming void in which
it was being consumed, it had not yet the

shadow of an ob--ect or an idea
; to-day, it

has so many that our scholars wear out their

lives to no purpose in seeking them and are
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overwhelmed by the number of its mysterious
and inexhaustible combinations.

At that time it disposed of but a single

force, the most destructive that we knew,
fire. If everything was born of fire, which
itself seemed to be born only to destroy,
what will not be born of that which seems

to be born only to produce, beget and mul-

tiply ? If it was able to do so much with

the lava and the red-hot cinders which were

the only elements that it possessed, what
will it not be able to do with all that it will

end by possessing ?

It is well sometimes to tell ourselves that

we are at least living in a world which has

not yet exhausted its future and which is

much nearer to its beginning than to its

end. It was born only yesterday and has

but lately disentangled its original chaos.

It is at the starting-point of its hopes and

its experiments. We believe that it is

making for death, whereas all its past, on the

contrary, shows that it is much more proba-

bly making for life. In any case, as its

years pass b) . the quantity and still more
the quality ot the life which it engenders
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and maintains tend to increase and to im-

prove. It has given us only the first-fruits

of its miracles
;

and in all likelihood there

is no more connection between what it was

and what it is than there will be between
what it is and what it will be. No doubt,
when its greatest marvels burst into being,
we shall no longer possess the lives which we

possess to-day ;
but we shall still be there

under another form, we shall still be existing

somewhere, on its surface or in its depths ;

and it is not utterly improbable that one of

its last prodigies will reach us in our dust,

awaken us and recall us to life, in order to

impart to us, at last, the share of happiness
which we had not enjoyed and to teach us

that we were wrong not to interest ourselves,

on the further side of our graves, in the

destiny of this earth of ours, of which we
had never ceased to be the immortal off-

spring.
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THE TWO LOBES

SOLDIER writes me the following
letter from the front :

" There are quagmires and skeletons in

the forest. I have discovered and admired
the ruined gods under the still livmg
and wonderful vegetation : their spirit has

evaporated. The odour of Christ has little

charm for me
;

I prefer that of Buddha.
What I adore in him is the fundamental
contradiction that seeks to assure us of our

immortality by proving our inevitable an-

nihilation. He taught, in the same breath,

the illusion of the Ego and its periodical

reincarnation, an obvious absurdity which

implies a knowledge of the profoundest
truth, of the very nature of being, at the

same time and alternately collective and
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individual. This discovery, which he did

not formulate, should have led him elsew^here

than to Nirvana, that paradise of unripe
fruits. . . .

" Man is so fashioned as to perceive only
one-half of the universe

; and the mind of

ordinary texture sees barely a hemisphere of

truth. Afflicted with a congenital
* nervous

headache,' humanity thinks only with one
half of its brain, with the eastern lobe or

the western, the ancient or the modern ;

its mind nibbles its own tail, the antinomies

pursue one another in an endless circle,

which Kant believed that he had discovered,
but which Buddha had striven to open. He
possessed the complementary virtues

;
he

was religious and rational
;
while he summed

up within himself the mysticism of the East,
his v/as the most scientific of the minds of

antiquity, at a time when science did not

exist but was merged in philosophy. The
moderns who have sought to condense into

a system the collective and hardly initiated

effort of science have pitiably failed, for they
have thought only as westerners, entangled
in the contradiction of idealistic aspira-
tions and materialistic arguments, whereas

Buddha's formula might still and almost

without breaking down contain this gigantic
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effort and yet not hamper it. From the

death of the prince-philosopher, down to

the flights of contemporary science, true

thought has not advanced one step ;
Arab

or Christian spirituahsm and its reagent,

positivist or scientific materiaUsm, are recoils

in contrary directions, false monisms which,

taking the extreme for the supreme, seek to

fix the centre of gravity on the circumference

of the wheel. The explorers of the Beyond
must set out from the cross-roads of religious

synthesis and scientific analysis and drag
these rival sisters by the hand.

" Truth shines at the centre of a circle

of onlookers and we must pass through its

flame to recognize a brother in the adversary

opposite. We must reach the centre of

space to discern the identity of its cardinal

points : Totum et Nihil, Alter et Ego. The

longing to convert others must yield to the

need of completing and balancing our own

point of view. In the sacred forest, which

pioneers have penetrated on all sides and in

all ages, the more greatly daring must neces-

sarily draw nearer one to the other. Even
if they cannot meet, they can hear one

another and give one another mutual en-

couragement. The most modest cry of

discovery may be welcome in the solitude
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and silence in which the truth of the future

is ripening. . . ."

I thought it well to preserve this page.
It sets forth, in a remarkable though perhaps
too rapid summary, two or three of the great

problems which in reality are only one and
to which, unless we give up everything, we
are bound to attempt the answer : the

problems of immortality or annihilation, of

flux and reflux, of existence alternatively
collective and individual, of exteriorization

and interiorization, which make up the

mighty cosmic rhythm whereof our life and
death are but infinitesimal pulsations.

But let us begin by observing that the

fundamental contradiction which seeks to

assure us of our immortality by proving our

inevitable annihilation is not to be found
in Buddha and that it is not true to say
that he teaches in the same breath the

illusion of the Ego and its periodical rein-

carnation. The doctrine of reincarnation

is not Buddha's. He found it ready-made ;

it existed before him and was so deeply
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rooted in his people that he does not even
dream of disputing it. From the exoteric

point of view, he tries only to disarm it, to

deprive it of its sting, to render it harmless.

He tries to reduce life to the point where it

can find nothing wherewith to reincarnate

itself. According to the exoteric doctrine,
which is but a preparation for esoteric

truth, life is naught but suffering ;
and its

only aim is the redemption or the extinction

of suffering. This extinction is to be found
in Nirvana, which is not annihilation, but
the absorption of the individual into the

Universe. Ordinary death, by reason of

the perpetual reincarnation of the same in-

dividual, cannot suppress suffering. We
must therefore find a sort of superdeath,
which makes any reincarnation impossible ;

and this superdeath can be obtained only

by the man who has been striving to die all

his life long and who has deliberately cut

off all the tics that bind him to existence :

all love, all hope, all desire, all possession.

When, at the end of this systematic and

voluntary superdeath, the actual death ar-

rives, it will no longer find a living germ
capable of achieving reincarnation. This

superdeath, thus obtained, will precede by
many centuries or millenaries purification,
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final redemption and the absorption into

the absolute One.
It has been said that this is exactly the

reverse of the doctrine of Christ. With

Buddha, life is only the gate of death ;
with

Christ, death is the gate of life. In reality,

it is the same thing and everything ends

by the absorption into the divine, for the

doctrine of Christ is nothing more than a

mutilated branch of the great trunk of the

mother religion.
Here we have the solution offered to us

by the most wonderful mind, the greatest

sage that humanity has ever knov/n, by one

who knew things which we no longer know
and which, it may be, we shall never recover.

It is the foundation of the religion of five

hundred millions of men. There is nothing
nearer to the ultimate truth.

4

Let us observe, however, that the problem
of immortality or annihilation ought not to

be set in these terms, since the word annihi-

lation cannot be employed, save in a meta-

phorical sense, to denote a life which we no

longer comprehend, seeing that Nihil or

nothingness is the one thing whose existence

166



The Two Lobes

is utterly impossible and whose non-existence

is absolutely certain.

As for immortality, here again there is

ambiguity, for, as annihilation cannot exist,

immortality is inevitable, and the only

question that remains to be solved is whether
this immortality will or will not be accom-

panied by some sort of continuance of our

present consciousness.

But, while it is probable that the problem
of immortality, more or less accompanied by
consciousness, will long remain in suspense,
the answer to the problem of the

" nervous

headache," or rather of congenital hemi-

plegia, is doubtless easier to find. In any
case, it occupies a domain which our direct

investigations are able to explore. It is,

after all, an historical and geographical

question. It seems that there are in fact

in the human brain an eastern lobe and a

western lobe, which have never acted at the

same time. The one produces, here, reason,

science and consciousness
;
the other secretes,

yonder, intuition, religion and subconscious-

ness. One reflects only the infinite and the

unknowable
;
the other is interested only

in what it is able to delimit, in what it may
hope to understand. They represent, em-

ploying a perhaps imaginary image, the
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conflict between the material and the moral

ideal of humanity. They have more than

once endeavoured to penetrate each other,
to mingle and to work in concert

;
but the

western lobe, at least over the most active

part of the world, has hitherto paralysed
and almost annihilated the efforts of the

other. We are indebted to it for extra-

ordinary progress in all the material sciences,

but also for such catastrophes as those which
we are undergoing to-day, catastrophes

which, if we are not careful, will not be the

last nor the worst. The time would seem
to have come to awaken the paralysed lobe

;

but we have neglected it so greatly that we
no longer quite know what it is capable of

doing.
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XIII

HOPE AND DESPAIR

THE
same soldier, who has become my

war-time "god-child," writes to me
again :

"
I experience an ineffable delight in

remaining the average man and in professing

emptiness. I felt a great peace descend
within me on the day when I resigned my-
self to the common lot, in other words, to

ignorance and death. I have found life by
renouncing it and, now that I am no longer

anything, I feel rich indeed. Do not tempt
me in the direction of that subtle spiritual

vanity which constitutes one of the most
formidable obstacles to the final liberation

from self. Proud I certainly was and I am
still only too much so

;
but we cannot

extract virtues otherwise than from our
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vices. More ardently than when I em-
braced the phantom of individual superiority,
I stretch my arms towards homogeneous
equality, towards the fulness of vacancy. ..."

He is right ;
but he is thinking, here, with

the eastern lobe of his brain, the Asiatic

lobe
;

and the philosophy of this lobe

counsels only inaction and renunciation, the
" enchantment of the disenchanted," as

Renan used to say, or rather the satisfaction

of despair. Certainly all that we see, all

that we feel and all that we know pledges
us to this despair, which our meditations—
above all, those of this same Asiatic lobe—
may, for that matter, render very spacious
and as beautiful, almost as habitable as hope.
But what do we know, as compared with

what we do not know ? We are ignorant
of all that goes before and of all that comes
after us, in a word, of the whole universe.

Our despair, which appears at first the last

word and the last effort of wisdom, is there-

fore based upon what we know, which is

nothing, whereas the hope of those whom
we believe to be less wise can be based upon
what we do not know, which is everything.
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Moreover, if we would be quite just,

there is more than one reason for hoping
which we will not recall here

;
let us confess

therefore that in this nothing which we
know there exists naught but despair and
that hope can lie only in that everything
which we do not know. But, instead of

listening only to our eastern lobe, which
counsels us to accept this inactive ignorance
and to bury our lives therein, is it not more

reasonable, at the same time, to set our

western lobe to work, the lobe which seeks

to discover that everything ? It is possible
that here too, when all is said, it will find

despair ;
but it is unlikely, for we cannot

imagine a world which would be merely an

act of despair. Now, if the world is not an

act of despair, nothing that exists in it has

reason to despair. In any case and in the

meanwhile, this search will doubtless permit
us to hope as long as the world exists.

3

One of the most dangerous temptations
that assail him who scrutinizes Nature and
who sees, as he advances in his inquiries,
that her mysteries become more and more

numerous, reaching forth unendingly in
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every direction, is the temptation to grow
discouraged by the impossible task and to

abandon it. He drops his weapons. On
the last slope of life particularly, he is too

much inclined to resign himself, to go no
farther forward, to make no further effort,

to fall into a humour of saying,
" What is

the good ?
" and to drop asleep and learn

nothing more, since he has learnt that he
will never know anything.
He is already sensible of this wish to

surrender at discretion when he considers

the humblest, the lowliest of the sciences.

What will it be when he attempts to embrace
them all ? The mind goes astray, becomes

dizzy, asks to close its eyes. It must not

close them. That would be the basest

treachery that man could commit. We
have no other thing to do in this life of ours

than to seek to know where we are. We
find no other reason for our existence

;
we

have no other duty. Not to know is merely
vexatious ;

no longer to seek to know is the

supreme, the irremediable misfortune, the

unpardoabnle desertion.

4

Yet, without renouncing, it is not well
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that we should feed ourselves upon too petty
illusions. We should always keep before

our eyes certain verities which put us in our

place. There is no doubt that we shall

never know everything ;
and so long as we

do not know everything we shall be just as

though we knew nothing. It is extremely
possible, as the Rig-Veda suggests, that God
Himself, or the first cause, does not know

everything. It is equally possible that the

universe has not yet, in any of its parts,
become conscious of itself

; that it knows
not whence it came nor whither it is going,
what it was nor what it will be, what it has

accomplished nor what it is seeking to

accomplish ; and, on the other hand, it is

probable that, if it has not yet learnt these

things, it will never learn them, seeing that,
as I have already said, there is no reason

why it should be able, in the infinity of

time which will come after us, to do what it

has not been able to do in the infinity of

time which went before.

5

If there be a consciousness of the Universe,
a God, He knows all that He should know,
or He will never know it. And, if He knows
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it, why has He done what He has done,
which cannot lead to anything, seeing that

He might already have led us where we

ought to go ? Why did He not prefer

nothingness, or at least that which we call

nothingness, the only form of lasting happi-
ness, immovable, incontestable and compre-
hensible ?

We could understand, if need were, an

immobile, immutable, eternal universe, a

finished universe ; but we cannot understand
a universe in movement, or one, at least, of

which all the parts that we see are incessantly
in movement, evolving through space and

time, a universe hurling itself at a dizzy rate

of speed towards an end which it will never

attain, since it has not yet attained it.

We may say, to console ourselves, that all

despair comes only from the limited nature

of our purview ;
but it is fair to add that our

purview limits all hope in the same way.
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XIV

MACROCOSM AND MICROCOSM

THE biologists tell us that the human

embryo repeats, very rapidly during the

early months of its development and more

slowly during the later months, all the

forms of life which preceded man upon
this earth.

The round speck which is the germ
becomes a hollow sphere, a sort of sac

with a double wall, which is known as the

gastrula and whose orifice of invagination,

when, it closes, receives the name of the

blastopore. This is protozoic life, the

as yet gelatinous beginning of animal life,

and is followed, after transformations that

would take too long to enumerate, by
polypoid life.

Next, on either side of the head, appear
the branchial arches, corresponding with the
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gills of the fish. At the end of the first

month, the limbs are still no^more than
mere buds

; on the other hand, the embryo
is provided with a tail, which, folded against
the body, nearly touches the forehead. It

then has the appearance of a tadpole and
lives a life which is wholly aquatic, bathed
in the amniotic fluid which represents for

it the water in which the embryos of fish

and frogs move about freely.
It now becomes a matter of forming a

resolution and knowing what to do with it.

The embryo is almost in the situation

occupied by life at the origin of the species ;

and Nature, as though to humiliate man or

to humiliate herself by remembering her

mistakes and hesitations, returns to her

gropings, her asymmetries, her repentances,
her unsuccessful experiments. Tentative

forms, such as the dorsal cord, are reab-

sorbed
;

the primitive kidneys disappear, to

make room for the final kidneys, which are

enormous, filling the greater portion of the

fjeritoneal
cavity. Enormous too is the

iver, which invades almost the whole of the

visceral cavity ; enormous the head, almost

as large as the rest of the body ;
and in this

enormous head the primitive ocular vesicles

are formed, themselves enormous, as is the
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umbilical vesicle. This is the incoherent

and monstrous period corresponding with

the period of madness and gigantism when

Nature, as yet inexperienced, was blindly

sketching uncertain creatures, formidable,

unbalanced and anomalous, birds, crocodiles,

elephants and fish in one, as though she had

not yet decided what to do, not yet com-

pleted her classifications, disentangled her

laws, or acquired the sense of proportion, of

balance, or of conditions essential to the

maintenance of the life which she was cre-

ating.

This, roughly, is the capitulation which

occurs before our eyes, but of which, no

doubt, many incidents escape us or do not

sufficiently attract our attention, for it is

possible that they reproduce types with

which we are not acquainted and which

have not even left geological traces, seeing

that the number of species which have dis-

appeared is infinitely greater than that of

the species which we know.

Dr. Hclan Jaworski may therefore very

justly assert that the embryonic period

corresponds with the geological period.

And, even as, in the great terrestrial evolu-
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tion, we observe the gradual disappearance
of the armour-plated fishes, the monstrous

reptiles and the gigantic mammals, so, in the

minor embryonic evolution, we see the

primitive kidney, the dorsal cord and the

umbilical vesicle dissolve, while the liver

diminishes and the disproportion between
the head and the rest of the body is lessened.

In a word. Nature is learning wisdom, re-

cognizing her errors, profiting by her ex-

perience, doing her best to repair her

blunders and acquiring a sense of equilibrium,

economy and form.

Dr. Jaworski finds other analogies between

the geological period corresponding with

man's appearance upon earth and the birth

of the child, analogies which are ingenious,
but rather more hazardous. Birth is in fact

preceded by a miniature deluge, caused by
the tearing of the foetal envelopes, which
allow the amniotic fluid to escape. Then
the child, at the moment of entering into

life, suddenly experiences a sort of glacial

period ;
it passes, in fact, from an environ-

ment with a temperature of over 98 degrees
to the outer air, which is barely 60 or 65

degrees. The sense of cold is so terrible

that it wrests a first cry of suffering from the

newborn child.
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3

What is the meaning of this strange

capitulation ?

Dr. Jaworski thinks that, if the brief

process of embryonic evolution which pre-

pares the way for the birth of man repeats
the great process of terrestrial evolution,
this latter, on its side, might well be but a

vast embryonic period that is preparing for

a birth which we cannot as yet imagine. I

do not know whether he will succeed in

maintaining this stupendous theory. If he

does, he will really have made us, as he

promises to do,
"
take a step towards the

essence of things." Meanwhile, thanks to

his preparatory studies, he will always have

made us take another and a very useful step
towards a truth which this time is incon-

testable, which, though less unexpected, has

never been elucidated with so much patience
and which is no less big with consequences.

4

Dr. Jaworski, then, undertakes to demon-
strate that the human body unites in itself,

in a plainly recognizable form, all the living
creatures which now exist upon earth and
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which have existed since the origin of Hfe.

In other words, each creature sums up in

itself all those which have preceded it
; and

man, the last-comer, contains within himself

the whole biological tree, so much so that,

if we could distribute his body, if we could

segregate each of his organs and keep it alive

in isolation, we should be able to reconstitute

all existing forms, to repeople the earth with

all the species which it has borne, from the

primitive protoplasm to the synthesis, the

final achievement, which is man.
We might perhaps go farther than Dr.

Jaworski and declare with the occultists of

the east, that we likewise contain within us,

in the germ or in a rough-hewn state, all the

creatures and all the forms that will come
after us. But here we should be leaving
the domain of science proper to lose ourselves

in a speculation which by its very nature is

incapable of verification.

So it is not merely in a figurative sense,

such as that foreshadowed by the current

idiom, where it speaks of the vascular tree,

the branches of nerves, or the ovarian

cluster
;

it is not merely by analogy, but in
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a literal and strictly scientific sense that

our heart, fundamentally, is nothing but a

medusa and our kidneys sponges, that our

intestines represent the polyps and our

skeleton the polypites, that our reproductive

organs are worms or molluscs, that the verte-

bral column and the spinal marrow take the

place of the Echinodermata, while the

Brachiopoda and the Ctenophora would be

derived from our eye and the reptiles found

in our digestive apparatus, the birds in our

respiratory organs, and so on.

I repeat, there is no question here of

metaphors or of more or less approximate,
elastic and plausible correspondences, but

of rigorously and meticulously established

proofs.
I cannot, of course, set before you the

details of Dr. Jaworski's exegesis. It would
not permit of the slightest solution of

continuity; and, in the three volumes pub-
lished so far, it leads us to conclusions which

are very difficult to contest. People used

to assert, without attaching too much faith

to what they said or scrutinizing it too

closely, that man is a microcosm. It seems

to be clearly proved to-day that this is not

merely literally defensible, but scientifically

accurate. We arc a prehistoric colony,
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immense and innumerous, a living agglomera-
tion of all that lives, has lived and probably
will live upon earth. We are not only
the sons or brothers of the worms, the

reptiles, the fish, the frogs, the birds, the

mammals and no matter what monsters have
defiled or affrighted the surface of the

globe : we bear them within us
;
our organs

are no other than themselves
;
we nourish

all their types ; they are only awaiting an

opportunity to escape from us, to reappear,
to reconstitute themselves, to develop and
to plunge us once again into terror. In this

respect, quite as much as in respect of the

secret thoughts, the vices and the phantoms
with which we are filled, we might repeat
the words which Emerson's old man used
to speak to his children, when they were

frightened by a strange face in a dark

passage :

"
Children, you will never see anything

worse than yourselves !

"

If all the species were to disappear and

only man remained, none would be lost and
all might be reborn of his body, as though
they were coming out of Noah's ark, from
the almost invisible protozoa down to the

formidable antediluvian colossi which could

lick the roofs of our houses.
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It is therefore fairly probable that all

these species take part in our existence, in

our instincts, in all our feelings, in all our

thoughts ;
and here once more we are led

back to the great religions of India, which
foresaw all the truths that we are gradually-

discovering and which already, thousands of

years ago, were telling us that man is every-

thing and that he must recognize his essence

in every living creature.
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HEREDITY AND PREEXISTENCE

THE
law of heredity, which insists that

the descendants shall suffer by the

faults and profit by the virtues of their

ancestors, comprises truths that arc no longer

disputed. They shine forth, visible to the

eyes of all. The child of a drunkard will

bear the burden of his father's vice all his

life long, from the day of his birth to that

of his death, in body and in mind. One

might say that by this irrefutable example
Nature had intended ostentatiously to affirm

and manifest the implacable character of

her law, as though to make us understand

that she takes no account whatever of our

conceptions of justice and injustice and

that she acts on an unvarying principle in

all the obscure circumstances in which we
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cannot follow the inextricable windings of

her will.

This example, if we had no other, would
be enough to brand that inhuman will with

infamy. There is no law more repugnant
to our reason, to our sense of responsibility,
nor one which does a deeper injury to our

trust in the universe and the unknown spirit

that rules it. Of all life's injustices this is

the most glaring and the least compre-
hensible. For most of the others we find

excuses or explanations ; but, when we re-

member that a newborn child, a child which

did not ask to be born, is, from the moment
of inhaling its first breath of air, smitten

with irremediable insolvency, with a fero-

cious, irrevocable sentence and with evils

which it will drag to the grave, it seems to

us that not one of the most hateful tyrants
that history has cursed would have dared to

do what Nature does quietly every day.
But do we really bear the burden of the

errors of the dead ? In the first place, is

it quite certain that the dead are really

dead and no longer dwell within us ? It is

a fact that we continue them, that we are

the durable part of what they were. We
cannot deny that we are still subject to their
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influence, that we reproduce their features

and their characters, that we represent them
almost entirely, that they continue to live

and to act in us ; it is therefore very natural

that they also should continue to bear the

consequences of an action or a way of living

which their departure has not interrupted.
"
But," you may say,

"
I had no part in

this action, this habit, this vice for which I

am paying to-day. I was not consulted ;
I

had no opportunity of uttering a protest, of

checking my father, or my grandfather, as

he went to his ruin down the fatal precipice.
I was not born

;
T did not yet exist !

"

How do you know ? May there not be a

fundamental mistake in the idea of heredity
as we conceive it ? At one end of the beam
of those scales which we accuse of injustice

hangs heredity, but the other is borne down

by something different, which we have never

taken into account, for it has not yet a

name, something which is the antithesis of

heredity, which cleaves into the future in-

stead of emerging from the past and which

we might call preexistence or prcnatality.
Even as our dead still live in us, so have we

already lived in them. There is no reason

to believe that the future, which is full of
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life, is less active and less potent than the

past, which is full of the dead. Instead of

descending, should we not rather ascend the

course of the years to discover the source of

our actions ?

We know not in what fashion those already
dwell in us who shall be born of us, down to

the last generation ;
but that they do dwell

in us is certain. Whatever the number of

our descendants, in the sequence of the

ages, whatever the transformations which
the elements, climates, countries and cen-

turies may cause them to undergo, they will

keep intact, through all vicissitudes, the

principle of life which they have derived

from us. They have not obtained it else-

where or they could not be what they are.

They have really issued from us
; and, if

they have issued from us, it is because they
were in us from the first. What were

they doing within us, all these innumerable,
accumulated lives ? Is it permissible to

suppose that they were absolutely inactive ?

If not, what were their functions, what
their power ? What divided them from us ?

When did we begin, where did they end ?

At what point did their thoughts and their

desires mingle with ours ?
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>»" How could they think and act in us,

you ask,
"
having as yet no brain ?

"

True
;
but they had ours. The dead too

are without a brain
;

nevertheless no one

will deny that they continue to think and

act in us. This brain of which we are so

proud is not the source but the condenser

of thought and will. Like the Leyden jar

or the Ruhmkorff coil, it exists, it is ani-

mated only so long as the electric fluid of

life passes through it or resides in it. It

does not produce this fluid, it collects it
;

what matters, is not its convolutions, which

may be compared with the windings of an

induction-coil, but the life that flows through
it

;
and what can this life be, if it be not

the sum of all the existences which are

accumulated within us, which are not ex-

tinguished at our death, which begin before

our birth and which continue us, forwards

and backwards, into the infinity of time ?

Writers of essays and novels have at times

endeavoured to represent these diverse lives

which wc harbour within us
;
and each of

us, if he question himself sincerely and pro-
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foundly, will discover in himself two or

three clearly-defined types, which have

nothing in common but the body in which

they reside, which rarely agree among them-

selves, which are incessantly striving to gain
the upper hand and which put up with

one another as best they can, in order to go
through an existence whose aggregate forms

our ego. This ego will be good or bad,
remarkable or insignificant, more or less

generous or selfish, calm or uneasy, pacific
or pugnacious, heroic or pusillanimous,

hesitating or decided and enterprising, brutal

or refined, crafty or loyal, active or idle,

chaste or lascivious, modest or vainglorious,

proud or obsequious, unreliable or steadfast,

according to the authority which the type
that captures the best positions of the heart

or brain is able to assume over the others.

But, even in the life that appears the most

stable, the most homogeneous, the best-

balanced, this authority will never be final

or undisputed. The dominant type will

find itself for ever disputed, attacked, dis-

turbed, circumvented, harrassed, thwarted,

tempted, deceived, betrayed and sometimes

cunningly dethroned by one of the rival or

subordinate types which it failed to distrust
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or which it did not watch narrowly enough.
We behold unexpected coalitions, fantastic

compromises, regrettable defections, fierce

competitions, incessant intrigues and positive

revolutions, especially at the critical periods
and at each moment of important happen-

ings ; and all this prodigious inward tragedy
does not cease for an instant until the hour

of death.

But, once again, why seek only in the past
and among our ancestors for the actors in

this drama which is the essential drama of

humanity ? What justification have we for

supposing that the dead alone play all the

parts ? Why should those from whom we
have issued possess more influence than those

who will issue from us ? The first are remote

from our bodily selves, they are separated
from us by unfathomable mysteries and

their survival may perhaps be called in

question ;
the others inhabit our flesh and

their existence is incontestable. We have

just seen that the argument deduced from

the absence of any brain is not invincible.
"
But," you will perhaps go on to say,
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" how do you suppose that, when they have

not yet lived, they can possess habits,

virtues and vices, preferences and experience,
in a word, all that constitutes a character

and cannot be acquired save by contact with

life ?
"

But the same objection could be raised in

most cases with regard to our ancestors.

Generally speaking, when we issued from

them, they were still young ; they were not

yet what they became and what we shall

become after them. They had not yet

adopted the habits, the ways of thinking or

feeling, or cultivated the virtues or the

vices which are reproduced in us. The
stubborn little mediocrity whom we all feel

within us, frugal, cautious and shabby in

his dealings, was still perhaps a prodigal,

high-spirited and reckless youth ;
the rake

was still perhaps chaste, the thief had never

stolen and the murderer may have had a

horror of bloodshed. All this is almost

equally immaterial and equally potential in

both cases
;
the only present points at issue

are the amorphous tendencies and forces

whereon the brain which we receive

from these and pass on to those bestows a

form.
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It is therefore very possible that the little

mediocrity, the rake, the thief or the mur-
derer, far from being dead, are not yet born

and are taking as active a part as our ancestors

in the agitations and sometimes in the

conduct of our existence. This is what the

most ancient and the most venerable re-

ligions of humanity always foresaw or re-

vealed, receiving it perhaps on the authority
of an unknown and loftier source

;
and of

these religions Christianity, with its dogma
of original sin, is but an imperfect echo,

f^ven to-day, more than six hundred millions

of human beings believe in the preexistence
of the soul, in successive lives and in rein-

carnation. In the eyes of these religions,

the little mediocrity who begot us several

centuries ago is the same who, a little less

paltry, a little less narrow, improved by his

previous life and his passage through the

mysteries of death, is awaiting within us the

moment of rebirth and who, while waiting,
shares our instincts, our feelings and our

thoughts. He does not wait in solitude
;

he is but one life in the host of lives which

have preceded us and which come back to

live in us again ;
and all these past and future

lives form the sum total of our own.
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4

We will not here discuss this doctrine of

successive lives and of the expiatory and

purifying reincarnation, which is the noblest

and, up to now, the only acceptable expla-
nation that has been discovered of Nature's

injustices. In the present state of our

knowledge, it can
'

only be a magnificent

theory or a statement impossible of proof.
Let us not forsake the indisputable ground
on which heredity and preexistence have
their being. Heredity is an acquired fact,

an experimental truth
; preexistence is a

logical necessity. It is not indeed possible
to conceive that what will be born of us does

not already exist within us in fact, in prin-

ciple, in the germ, in essence or in poten-

tiality ; and, from the moment of its ex-

istence in a fashion probably more spiritual
than material, it is far less surprising that it

should be more or less responsible for thought
and actions to which it could not be wholly
a stranger.

In any case, heredity, which is incontest-

able, and preexistence, which is necessary,
remind us yet once again that each of us is

not a single being, isolated, permanent,
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hermetically sealed, independent of others

and separated from all things in time and

space, but a porous vase dipping into the

infinite
;

a sort of cross-roads, where all the

paths of the past, the present and the future

meet
;

an inn beside the eternal highways,
where all the lives which make up our own

foregather for a few days' sojourn. We
believe ourselves dead when they leave the

inn
;

and we fancy that they too have

perished. It is more likely that this is not

so at all. They are merely quitting the

ruined hostel to install themselves in a new
and more habitable house. They carry
with them their debts and their obligations ;

they remove to their new abode their habits,

their instmcts, their ideals, their passions,
their merits, their faults, their acquisitions
and their memories. The house is different,

but the guests are the same
;

and the old

life will resume its course in the new dwelling
and will be perhaps a little nobler, perhaps
a little fairer, perhaps filled with a little

brighter light.
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THE GREAT REVELATION

WE despair of ever knowing the origin
of the universe, its aim, its laws, or its

intentions
;
and we end by doubting whether

there be any. It were wiser very humbly
to confess that we are not able to conceive

them. It is probable that, if the universe

to-morrow were to yield us the key of its

riddle, we should be as incapable of under-

standing how to use it as is a dog to whom
we show the key of a clock. In revealing its

great secret to us, it would teach us hardly

anything ;
or at least the revelation would

have but an insignificant influence upon our

life, our happiness, our ethics, our efforts

and our hopes. It would soar at such heights
that no one would perceive it

;
at most it

would disencumber the sky of our religious
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illusions, leaving only the infinite void of the

ether in their place.

For that matter, there is no saying but

that we once possessed this revelation. It

is highly possible that the religions of nations

which have disappeared, such as the Lemur-

ians, the Atlanteans and many others, were

aware of it and that we have discovered its

remains in the esoteric traditions that have

come down to us. It must not indeed be

forgotten that there exists, side by side with

the outward, scientific history, a secret his-

tory of mankind which derives its substance

of legends, myths, hieroglyphics, strange
monuments and mysterious writings from

the hidden meaning of the primitive books.

One thingis certain, that, though the imagina-
tion of those who interpret this occult history
is often venturesome, all that they declare

is not to be despised and deserves to be

examined more seriously one day than has

hitherto been done.

The essence of this esoteric revelation is

very well summed up by M. Marc Saunier,

3 disciple of Fabre d' Olivet and Saint-Yves
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d'Alveydre, in his book. La Legende des

svmboles :

" The Initiates," he says,
" have always

regarded each continent as a being subject
to the same laws as man. For them, the

minerals constitute its skeleton, the flora its

flesh, the fauna its nerve-cells and the

human races the grey matter of its brain.

This continent itself is but an organ of the

earth, wherein each man is treated as a

thinking cell ^nd whereof the thought is

represented by the sum of human thoughts.
The earth itself is but an organ of the solar

system, which in turn is considered as an

individual ;
and our solar system thus be-

comes merely an organ of another being of

the infinite, whose heart would appear in

the star Alpha in Aries. And lastly, by a

final synthesis, we come to the Cosmos, which

expresses the general sum of all things, in a

being whose body is the world and whose

thought is the universal intelligence exalted

to the rank of a deity by the religions."

The basis of their doctrine is plainly
evolutionistic. Each continent has merely
transformed, in its own Time and according
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to its own ideal, the seeds which came from
the Hyperborean tracts

;
and man is but

the result of an animal evolution. For the

rest, they borrow it in part from the Hindus,
thus anticipating by many thousands of

years the latest hypotheses of our modern
science.

But, without loitering in these shifting

sands, let us go direct to clear and reliable

sources. We possess, in the sacred and
secret books of India, of which we know only
an infinitesimal part, a cosmogony which no

European conception has ever surpassed. It

would not be correct to say that it attained,
at the first endeavour, the ultimate limits

beyond which the mind of man could not

venture without dissolving in the infinite,

for it was the work of centuries of which we
do not know the tale

;
but it indisputably

preceded all the others, its birth was earlier

than anything that we know and, at the

beginning of all things, it exceeded in

grandeur all that we have learnt and all that

we can imagine.
It was the first, for instance, long before

our historic periods, to give us a dizzy yet
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concrete idea ot the infinity of time. The
Book of Manu teaches us that twelve thous-

and years of the mortals are but a day and

a night to the gods ;
their year, therefore,

consisting of three hundred and sixty days,
numbers 4,320,000 years. A thousand years
of the gods make but one of Brahma's days,
that is to say, 4,320,000,000 human years,

representing the total life of our globe ; and

Brahma's night is of equal duration. Three
hundred and sixty of these days and nights
make one of this god's years and a hundred
of these years constitute one of his lives,

that is to say, the duration of the universe,

represented by the formidable figure of

31 1,090,000,000,000 years. After this he be-

gins a new life. At this moment we have not

yet attained thenoonof Brahma's present day,
nor half the life-time ot our terrestrial globe.
To complete this outline of the stupendous

chronology of the Vedas, I continue to profit

by some notes received from my war-time

godson, who has a thorough knowledge of

this unduly neglected science. For the rest,

It will be seen that chronology and cos-

mogony are here in intimate connection :

"The day of Brahma (4,320,000,000
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years) is divided into fourteen lives of Manu,
consisting alternately of seven Manvantaras
and seven Pralayas. The word Manvantara

signifies the interval between two Manus :

one of these appears in the dawn and the

other in the twilight of this period of

terrestrial activity. The morning Manu
gives the Manvantara its name and the

evening Manu presides over the Pralaya,
that is to say, the period of dissolution, or

negative status quo, death, sleep, or inertia,

as the case may be, which divides two waves

of life.
"
Universal evolution is a chain without

beginning or end, each link of which in turn

appears and disappears in our field of con-

sciousness. Brahma himself dies only to be

reborn. But for the sovereign of the worlds,
as for a random star or the least of organized
creatures, there is death and dissolution only
from the individual point of view. Darkness

is the ransom to be paid for light, the

evening balances the morning, age is the

price of youth and death the reverse of life.

In reality, however, all evolution is at the

same time continuous and discontinuous
;

the Manvantaras and Pralayas are at once

simultaneous and successive
;
each individual
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life is engendered by in elemental double
and engenders its residual double. ]*>ery
decline of life in a given place coincides

uith an increase of being in a corresponding
place and proceeds by means of a rebirth in

a fresh place. Fundamentally, there is no
individual life. We are at once ourselves

and another, ourselves and several others,
ourselves and all others, ourselves and the

Universe, ourselves and infinity.
*' The evolution of our terrestrial globe

is an infinitesimal cycle of this universal

evolution, corresponding merely with a day
and a night of Brahma, and is divided into

fourteen cycles, each consisting of a Man-
vantara and a Pralaya. The cvcle of or-

ganic evolution upon our solidified globe

represents only one of these subdivisions,
that is to say, the radius of the organic sphere
is only a fourteenth part of the radius of the

mineral sphere. Mineral evolution is mani-

festly continuous from the formation of the

globe to its dissolution. If, between the

periods of geological activity, there exists a

Pralaya of any kind, this latter, despite the

etymology of the word, must be not a dis-

solution, whicli would be perfectly incon-
ceivable from the logical and scientific point
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of view, but a period of inertia or abatement,
of which the hypothesis is readily admissible

and of which the glacial periods occurring
in the very course of the present Manvantara
afford us an example. In the earlier cycles
of Manu, the earth passed in succession

through the various stages of condensation

which science regards as igneous and which

correspond with the ethereal, gaseous and

liquid evolution of the elements. During
these long periods, the life of the present
existed potentially in the soul of the earth

and actually on other globes than ours."

4

But we will proceed no further with this

outline, which would become so complicated
as to be inextricable. Let us remember

simply the magnificent doctrine of the re-

incarnation, which is the most ancient reply,
the only decisive and, no doubt, the most

plausible reply, to all the problems of justice
and injustice, the immortal torture of

mortals and its corollary, the law of Karma,
which, as my godson so truly says,

"
is the

most wonderful of ethical discoveries : it

represents abstract liberty and is enough to
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enfranchise the human will from any superior
or even infinite being. We are our own
creators and the sole captains of our fate

;

no other than ourselves rewards or punishes
us ; there is no sin, but only consequences ;

there is no morality, but only responsibilities.
Now Buddha taught that, merely by virtue

of this sovran law, the individual must be

reborn to reap what he has sowed ; and this

certainty of rebirth was enough to neutralize

the horror of death."

Is all this nothing more than imagination,
than the dreams of brains more ardent than

our own, the hallucinations of ascetics which
amaze the young and the immobility or the

echo of immemorial traditions bequeathed
by other races, or by races anterior to man
and more spiritual ? It is impossible to

decide
; but, whatever its origin, it is certain

that the monument whereof we have seen

but a corner of the pedestal is prodigious
and that it has not a human aspect. All

that we can say is that our modern sciences,

notably archaeology, geology and biology,
confirm rather than invalidate either of

these revelations.
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But this is not the question for the

moment. Let us suppose that one of these

revelations, for instance, that of the sacred

books of India, were true, incontestable and

scientifically proved by our researches
;

or

that an interplanetary communication or a

declaration of some superhuman being no

longer permitted us to doubt its authenti-

city : what influence would such a revelation

have upon our life ? What would it trans-

form in our life, what novel element would
it add to our morality or our happiness ?

No doubt it would work but a very slight

change. It would pass too high above us
;

it would not descend to our level ;
it would

not touch us
;
we should lose ourselves in

its immensity ;
and upon the whole, knowing

everything, we should be neither happier
nor wiser than when we knew nothing.
Not to know what he has come upon this

earth to do : that is man's great and ever-

lasting torment. Now we must perforce
admit that the actual truth of the universe,

if some day we learn it, will probably be very
similar to one or other of those revelations

which, while appearing to teach us every-
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thing, teach us nothing at alh It will at

least possess the same inhuman character.

It will necessarily be as unlimited in both

space and time, as abysmal, as foreign to

our senses and our brain. The more stupen-
dous, the more majestic the revelation, the

greater chance will it have of being true
;

but also, the more remote from us it is, the

less will it interest us. We can hardly hope
to escape from this discouraging dilemma :

those revelations, explanations or interpreta-
tions which are too petty will not satisfy us,

because we shall instinctively feel them to be

insuihcient
;
while those which are too great

will pass us by too far to affect us.

It nevertheless seems desirable that this

revelation of the sacred books of India should

be authentic and that our knowledge, still

so slight, so unimportant, so timid and so

incoherent, should gradually confirm, as

indeed it unwittingly does daily, certain

points scattered through the boundless im-

mensity of this immemorial truth.

It would in any rase, even if it did not

succeed in affecting us directly, possess the
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advantage of enlarging our horizon, which
is narrower than we suppose, until it em-
braces infinity ;

of studding this infinity
with magnificent landmarks

;
of animating

it. peopling it, filhng it with wonderful

faces, making it a living, perceptible, almost

comprehensible thing.
We all know that we dwell in infinity ;

but this infinity is, for us, only a bare and
barren word, a black and uninhabitable void,
a formless abstraction, a lifeless expression,
to which our imagination can give only a

momentary vitality, at the cost of a tiring,

solitary, unskilful, unassisted, ungrateful and
unfruitful effort. We hold ourselves, in

fact, pent in this terrestrial world of ours

and in our brief historic ages ; and at the
most we raise our eyes, from time to time,
towards the other planets of our solar system
and project our thoughts, which are dis-

couraged from the beginning, as far as the

nebulous periods that preceded man's advent
on our globe. More and more deliberately
we are directing the whole activity of our

intelligence upon ourselves
; and, by a

regrettable optical illusion, the more it

restricts its field of action the deeper we
believe it to be probing. Our thinkers and
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philosophers, fearing le?t they should stray
as their predecessors did before them, no

longer concern themselves with any but the

least disputable aspects, problems and secrets
;

but, if these are the least disputable, they
are also the least sublime

;
and man, in his

quality as a terrestrial animal, becomes the

sole object of their investigations. The
scientists, on the other hand, are accumu-

lating minor data and observations whose

weight is stifling them
; yet they no longer

dare to thrust them aside or open them out,

so as to ventilate them by some general law,

some salutary hypothesis, for those which

they have hitherto ventured to advance have

been pitiably contradicted, one after the

other, and scouted by experience.
Nevertheless, they are right to act as they

do and to continue their investigations

according to their narrow and restricted

methods
;

but we are entitled to remark

that, the closer they believe that they have

drawn to a fugitive truth, the greater are

their uncertainty and confusion, the more

precarious, imaginary and insuflicient seem
the foundations upon which they based

their confidence and the more fully do they

perceive the immense distance that still
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divides them from the least of Ufe's secrets.

As one of the most illustrious of them, Sir

William Grove, prophetically remarked :

" The day is fast approaching when it will

be confessed that the Forces we know are

but the phenomenal manifestations of Reali-

ties we know nothing about, but which
were known to the Ancients and by them

worshipped."

This, indeed, is what we are bound to

think if we study sHghtly this primitive

revelation, this ancient wisdom and what has

grown out of it. Man once knew more than

he now knows. He was ignorant perhaps
of the enormous mass of petty details which

we have observed and classified and which

have enabled us to subdue certain forces

which he never thought of turning to ac-

count
;
but it is probable that he understood

better than we do their nature, their essence

and their origin.
The higher civilization of humanity, which

history traces back tentatively to five or

six thousand years before Christ, is perhaps
far more ancient

; and, without admitting,
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as has been asserted, that the Egyptians

kept astronomical records through a period
of six hundred and thirty thousand years,
we mav consider it as established that their

observations embraced two precessional

cycles, two sidereal years, or fifty-one thou-

sand seven hundred and thirty-six solar

years. \ow they themselves were not ini-

tiators but initiates, who derived all that

they knew from a more ancient source. It

was the same with the Semites, in the

matter of their primitive books and their

Kabbalah ;
and the Greeks, among whom

all those who really taught us something
about the origin and constitution of the

world and its elements, about nature and

divinity, mind and matter, men such as

Hesiod, Pythagoras, Anaxagoras, Plato and

the \co-Platonists were likewise initiates,

that is to say, they were men who, having
travelled in Egypt or India, had drunk of

the same one and immemorial spring. Our

prehistoric religions, Scandinavian or Ger-

manic and the Druidism of the Celts, those

of China and Japan, of Mexico and Peru,

despite numerous deformations, were also

derived from the same source, even as our

great western metaphysics, which preceded
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our modern materialism, with its somewhat
sordid outlook, and notably the metaphysics
of Leibnitz, Kant, Schelhng, Fichte and

Hegel have approached it and, more or less

unconsciously, slaked their thirst at it.

8

It is therefore certain that through the

Greeks, through the Bible, through Christ-

ianity, which is its last echo, for the author
of the Apocalypse and St. Paul were initiates,

we are all steeped in this revelation
;

that

there is not and never has been any other ;

that it is the great human or superhuman
revelation

; and that consequently it would
be right and salutary to study it more atten-

tively and more profoundly than we have
hitherto done.

9

Where does the source of this revelation

lie ? We place it in the east, because nearly

everything that we know about it is found
in the sacred books of India. But it is

almost certainly of western or rather Hyper-
borean origin and dates back to those won-
derful vanished Atlanteans, whose last Proto-

scythian colonies flourished over eleven
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thousand years ago and whose existence can

no longer be denied.

Remember that famous passage in Plato :

" One day, when Solon was conversing
with the priests of Sais on the history of

the remote ages, one of them said :

"' ' O Solon, Solon, you Greeks are always
children ! . . . There is not an opinion, not

a tradition of knowledge among you that is

old. . . . You know nothing of that noble

race of heroes of whom you are a remnant.

. . . Nine thousand years, as our annals

record, have elapsed since what I am about

to tell you. . . . The most famous of your
actions was the overthrow of the island of

Atlantis, which lay over against the Pillars

of Hercules, was greater than Libya and

Asia put together and was the passage to

other islands and to a great ocean whereof

the Mediterranean Sea was but a harbour ;

and within the Pillars the empire of Atlantis

reached in Europe to Tyrrhenia and in

Libya to Kgypt. This mighty power was

arrayed against Kgypt and Greece and all

the Mediterranean countries. Then your

city did bravely and won renown throughout
the earth, lor, risking her own existence,
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she repelled the invader and gave liberty to

all the nations within the Pillars. Soon

after, earthquakes arose and floods
;

and

your warlike race was swallowed up by the

earth
; and the island of Atlantis also dis-

appeared in the sea.'
"

This page in the 'Timeeus is the first

glimpse that history properly so-called af-

fords of the immense chaos of the ante-

diluvian period. Modern researches and
discoveries have confirmed it step by step.
To quote Roisel, who devoted a remarkable
book to the Atlanteans, a work less well-

known than those of Scott EUiot and Rudolf

Steiner, but one that does not admit of the

slightest doubt :

"
It is proved that, long before the historic

ages, the Atlanticans had acquired a mar-
vellous science whose elements mankind is

hardly beginning to reconstitute, and whose

mighty relics are found in ancient Gaul,

Egypt, Persia, India and the central portion
of the American continent. More than
ten thousand years before our era, they
knew the precession of the equinoxes, the

slow changes which many stars experience
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in their courses and the thousand secrets of

nature. They had processes of which modern

industry has not yet fathomed the mysteries."

The outcome of these studies is that

Immanity never underwent a disaster to be

compared with the disappearance of Atlantis.

It will perhaps need thousands of years to

repair that loss and to reascend to the level

of a civilization which had certainties of

which we laboriously glean the scattered

remnants regarding the origin and move-
ments of the universe, the energy of matter,
the unknown forces of this and other worlds,
the life beyond the grave and a social

organization and political economy similar

to those of the bees. Nothing could better

prove the uselessness of man's effort than

this unequalled loss, if we did not strive to

hope in spite of all.

A nation of wonderful metallurgists, who
had discovered the means of tempering
copper for which we are still seeking, a

nation of fabulous engineers, whose geometry,
as Professor Smyth tells us, began w^here

Euclid's ends, they lifted and transported to

enormous distances, by mysterious methods,
rocks weighing fifteen hundred tons and
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strewed the world with those fantastic

moving stones known as
" mad stones

" and
" stones of truth," stones weighing five

hundred tons and so ingeniously poised on

one of their corners that a child can move
them with its finger, whereas the united

impetus of two hundred men would be in-

capable of overturning them, stones which,
from the geological point of view, never

belong to the spot where they are found.

A nation of explorers who had traversed

and colonized the whole surface of the

earth, a nation of scholars, mathematicians

and astronomers, they appear to have been

above all things ruthless rationalists and

logicians, endowed with, so to speak, a

metallic brain, the lateral lobes of which

were much more highly developed than ours.

They applied their incomparable faculties

exclusively to the study of the exact sciences ;

and the sole object of their energies was the

conquest of truth. But the study of the

invisible and the infinite, under their power-
ful scrutiny, itself becomes an exact science ;

and the main idea of their cosmogony, by
virtue of which everything issues from the

ocean of cosmic matter or from the boundless

waves of the eternal ether, soon to return
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and to reemerge, disfigured and overladen

with numberless myths by the imagination
of their degenerate descendants or settlers :

this main idea forms the base of every re-

ligion. It is improbable that man v^ill ever

discover one to equal it or replace it.

10

It i3 in the sacred books of India that

we find the surest and most plentiful traces

of this cosmogony or of this revelation.

Less than a century ago, men were almost

wholly unaware of the existence of these

sacred books. Their interpreters have taken

two different paths. On the one hand,

scholars whom we may describe as official

have supplied translations of a certain

number of texts, which might also be called

official, texts which they do not always
understand and which their readers under-

stand even less. On the other hand, ini-

tiates, genuine or pretended, with thr

assistance of adepts of an occult fraternity,

have suggested a new and more impressive

interpretation of these same texts or of

others even more secret. They still, rightly

or wrongly, inspire a certain distrust. We
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are obliged to admit the authenticity and

the antiquity of certain traditions, of certain

primitive and essential writings, though it is

impossible to assign an approximate date to

them, so completely are they merged in the

mists of the prehistoric ages. But they are

almost incomprehensible without keys and

commentaries ;
and it is here that our

doubts and hesitations begin. A large
number of those commentaries are likewise

very ancient and in their turn need keys ;

others appear to be more recent
; lastly,

others seem to be contemporary ;
and it is

often difficult to draw a dividing line

between that which may well exist in the

original and that which the interpreters
believe to exist in the original or which they
more or less deliberately add to it. Now
the most striking, the most impressive and

in any case the most lucid part of the doc-

trine is often contained in the commentaries.

Next, as I have observed, comes the

question of the keys, which is intimately
connected with the foregoing. These keys
are more or less workable and command more
or less respect ;

sometimes they seem fanciful

or arbitrary ; they are delivered only with

curious precautions, singly and grudgingly ;
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and they are apt to unlock several super-

imposed meanings. And all this is accom-

panied by fantastic reticences, by so-called

dangerous or terrible secrets, withheld at

the decisive moment, and by revelations

which, it is contended, cannot be com-
municated until many centuries have elapsed.
Doors through which we were about to pass
are slammed in our faces just as we were at

last catching a glimpse of a long-promised
horizon

;
and behind each of them hides a

supreme initiate, a still living master, the

sacred guardian of the ultimate mysteries,
who knows all things, but can or will say

nothing.
Observe, moreover, that a host of more or

less intelligent illuminatt, of elderly women
and unbalanced spinsters, of simple-minded

people who accept, blindly and off-hand.,

that which they do not understand, of dis-

contented, unsuccessful, vain or crafty per-
sons who fish in troubled waters, in a word,
all the usual suspect mob that gathers round

any more or less mysterious doctrine, science

or phenomenon, has discredited these first

esoteric interpretations, of which the very
source is none too clear. Lastly, let us add

that the burning of the famous library of
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Alexandria, in which all the knowledge of

the east was amassed, the destruction, in the

sixteenth century, under the Mogul Akbar,
of thousands of Sanskrit volumes, the sys-

tematic and merciless demolition, especially

during the first few centuries of the Church
and in the Middle Ages, of all that referred

or alluded to this dreaded and embarrassing

revelation, have deprived us of our best

means of control. The adepts, it is true,

assert on the other hand that the true texts,

as well as the ancient commentaries which
alone enable them to be understood, still

exist in the secret crypts and subterranean

libraries of Thibet or the Himalayas, libraries

of books more innumerable than any that

we possess in the west, and that they will

reappear in a more enlightened age. It is

possible, but in the meanwhile they are of

no help to us.

II

Be this as it may, what we have is enough
to perplex us greatly ;

and the control

allowed by the fragments which have been

saved from historic antiquity absolutely
removes all suspicion of more or less recent

fraud or deception in respect of the essentials.
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Moreover, any fraud or deception of this

nature seems hardly possible and would be

so ingenious that we should be obliged to

marvel at it as a phenomenon almost as

remarkable as that whereof it would be

seeking to give the illusion
;
and we should

have to admit that the mind of man has

never insinuated itself so far into the infinity

of time and space, or into the origin of

things, and has never risen to such heights.

Had this revelation profited by all the

attainments of our latter-day science and

thought, it could not have furnished us with

theories more satisfactory, more logical, more

coherent, more plausible, more synthetic, or

worthier of the infinity wliich they strive to

embrace and often seem to attain, on the

rhythm of the eternities, the ebb and flow

of the eternal Becoming, the never-ending

cycle and the periodic existences of the Ego,
the birth, movement and evolution of the

worlds, the divine breath and the intelligence
that animates it, on Maya, the eternal

illusion of ignorance, the struggle for life,

natural selection, the gradual development
and transformation of stars and men, the

functions and energies of the ether, immortal

and infallible justice, the intermolecular and
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fantastic activity of matter, on the nature of

the soul and the existence of the vast, name-
less power that governs the universe, in a

word, on all the riddles that assail and all

the mysteries that overwhelm us.

But, let us hasten to repeat it, there could

not seriously be any question of fraud,

because the texts or traditions that might
be regarded with suspicion are corroborated

by other texts, such as the sacred inscriptions
of Egypt, which no one thinks of contesting.
At most we may come upon a few passages
antedated by the imprudent zeal of adepts
or commentators, a few interpolations which

merely embroider the majestic lines. Taking
it as a whole, we have to do with a revelation

which dates back infinitely farther than all

that we have called the prehistoric ages,
wherefore it is legitimate that our astonish-

ment should be unbounded.

12

Very good, it will be said, this interpreta-
tion of the universe, this anthropocosmo-
genesis is the loftiest, the most spacious, the

most wonderful, the most unassailable that

has ever been conceived
;

it teems in every
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part with human thought and imagination ;

but what is it all based upon ? When all

is said, we have here only magnificent

hypotheses, boldly disguised as authoritative,

dogmatic and peremptory declarations, but

every one incapable of verification. This is

the objection which I myself put forward,
a little hastily, in one of the early chapters
of Our Eternity.

It is indeed undeniable that we shall not

for some time to come, that perhaps we shall

never know the truth about the origin and

the end of the universe or any of the other

problems which these declarations profess to

solve. But it is curious to note that science,

despite itself, is daily drawing nearer to one

or other of these declarations, and that it

is unable to set aside or to contradict any of

them. There is, for example, a certain

study of the genesis of the elements, by the

well-known chemist. Sir William Crookes,
which unconsciously becomes plainly occult-

ist, while the discovery of the radioactivity
of matter reproduces precisely the theory
of vortices of the initiate Anaxagoras. It

is the same, mutatis mutandis, with the

function attributed to the ether, the latest,

indispensable postulate of our scientists.
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It is the same with the supreme and essential

functions of certain minute glands of which
modern medicine is only now beginning to
rediscover the importance and which prob-
ably hold hidden the primordial secrets of
life : the thyroid gland, which directs

growth and intelligence ; the suprarenal
gland, which governs the unconscious muscle
that is the heart

;
and the pineal gland, the

most mysterious of all, which brings us into
relation with the unknown worlds. It is

the same again with astronomy, when the
manifest insufficiency of our so-called cosmic

laws, notably that of gravitation, propounds
a host of questions which only the cosmogony
of the east is able to answer. But this

would require a long inquiry, which I am
not quahfied to undertake.

For the rest, nothing obliges us to accept
these declarations as dogmas. There is no

question here of a religion which imposes
upon us its bhnd faith, its Credo quia ab-
surdum. We are quite entitled to regard
them as mere hypotheses, as immense, in-

comparable, antediluvian poems, of which
the Mosaic Genesis is but a disfigured

fragment. But, even as hypotheses or poems,
it must be admitted that they are prodigious,
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that we have nothing better, nothing more

probable to set against them and that, in

view of their incontestable antiquity, of

their prehistoric origin, they seem really

superhuman.
Must we admit, as the occultists contend,

that they come to us from beings superior
to man, from more spiritual entities, living
under unknown conditions, who occupied
our earth or the neighbouring planets before

our coming ; from a Lemuro-Atlantean
civilization which, in its megalithic monu-
ments, has left indelible traces in the

memory of the peoples and on the face of

our earth ? It is quite possible ;
but here

again we are free to await the confirmations

of Hindu, Egyptian, Chaldean, Assyrian and
Persian archaeology, which on this point, as

on so many others, has not spoken its last

word.

I am well aware that this revelation, as

apparently all those which may be made in

the course of time, dates back to and ends

in the unknowable, the insoluble mystery of

divinity, of being, or existence
;

and it

necessarily stops short before the barrier of
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this unknowable, which is as impenetrable
and impregnable as a cliff that is infinite in

every dimension and formed of a single
block of black diamond. There is nothing
to be done ; we can but halt ; we cannot

even seek to outflank it, to approach it from
the other side, for the other side, if we could

reach it, would necessarily be like the side

in front of us, seeing that the non-existence

of everything would be just as inexplicable,

just as incomprehensible as its existence.

It is true that, in the secret recesses of the

doctrine, the universe and all that it contains

is known as Maya, that is to say, the eternal

illusion, so that the two irreconcilable

mysteries unite in a still greater mystery
which man's intelligence can no longer

approach.

Fundamentally, the primitive riddle, the

primordial mystery not being elucidated,

all the rest illumines only the steps that

lead from comparative knowledge to ab-

solute ignorance. It will probably be the

same with all the revelations that may
address themselves to man's intelligence so

long as he continues on this planet, for this

intelligence doubtless has limits which no

effort can enlarge. But in the meantime
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it is certain that these steps, which lead to

nothing, nevertheless at the first onset and
from the earliest days led him to the highest

point which his intelligence has attained or

can hope to attain. The most ancient ex-

planation embraces straightway all the at-

tempts at explanation that have hitherto

been offered. It harmonizes the positivism
of science with the most transcendental

idealism
;

it accepts matter and spirit ;
it

reconciles the mechanical impulsion of atoms

and worlds with their intelligent guidance.
It gives us an unconditioned divinity,

"
a

causeless cause of all the causes," worthy of

the universe which is this divinity itself and
of which all the divinities that have suc-

ceeded it in all our religions are but scattered,

mutilated and unrecognizable members. It

offers us, lastly, in its law of Karma, by
virtue of which each being undergoes in its

successive lives the consequences of its

actions and gradually purifies itself, the

loftiest, justest and most unassailable, the

most fertile, consoling and hopeful moral

principle that could ever be proposed to

man. Because of all this it appears worthy
of investigation, respect and admiration.
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H
This respect and admiration, however, do

not mihtate against our liberty to choose or

reject many things, or to reserve them while
we wait for further light. When we are

told, for instance, that the Cosmos is guided
by an infinite series of hierarchies of sentient

beings, each having a mission to fulfil, which
are the agents of the Karmic and Cosmic
laws

; when it is added that each of these

beings was a man in an earlier Manvantara,
or is preparing to become one in the present
or in a future Manvantara, that they are

perfected men, or nascent men, and that,
in their higher and less material spheres,

they do not differ morally from terrestrial

human beings save in that they do not

possess the sense of personality and of

emotional nature
; when, lastly, we are

assured that what we call unconscious

Nature is in reality a complex of forces

manipulated by semi-intelligent beings (Ele-

mental) directed by the High Planetary
Spirits (Dhyani-Shohans), whose total forms
the Word Manifest of the non-manifest

Logos and constitutes at the same time both
the intelligence of the universe and its
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immutable law, we can do homage to the

ingenuity of these speculations, as to that of

thousands of others which perhaps embrace
the truth more closely than our best and most
recent scientific hypotheses ; we are free to

take what we please from them and to leave

what we please. All this, I grant, is by no
means proved, is not verified, or cannot be

verified, save in certain details, whereas the

great fundamental outlines will probably
always escape the control of our unequipped
intelligence. But what we must, I repeat,
admire without reserve is the prodigious

spiritual edifice offered by the sum total of

this revelation, the immense intellectual

effort which, since the dawn^of humanity,
has attempted to unravel the unfathomable
chaos of the origin, structure, progress,
direction and end of the universe and which

appears to have succeeded to this extent, that

hitherto nothing has been found that equals

it, or is not inspired by it or, often uncon-

sciously, returns to it.

15

I said in the first part of this essay that

too lofty a revelation, even were it incon-

337



Mountain Paths

testable, would have hardly any influence

upon our life, that it would change little

in it, that it would occur too far from us in

the immensity of space, and that it would
not sink into our hearts and minds. Was
it thus with that of which we are now

speaking, which is the only truly superhuman
and yet acceptable and almost unassailable

revelation that we have had ? Yes and no,

according to the point of view which we
take up. All that it contains of too great
a character, except its notion of eternity,
has not really modified our ideas, has not

permeated into our habits. It has not even

profoundly affected the peoples who have

handed it down to us and who, abandoning
any endeavour to understand it, have trans-

formed it into a barbarous and monstrous

anthropomorphic polytheism. It is more
or less the same everywhere. All the re-

ligions, from the pagan religions of China
and Japan, Gaul and ancient Germany,
Mexico and Peru, down to Christianity with

its variants and its off-shoots, have issued

from it
;
but all have not been able to live

and govern men, save by disfiguring and

mutilating it, by dwarfing it to the lowest

stature of the souls of their time, by altering
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it beyond recognition. It is therefore highly

probable that matters would be the same
with any other and greater revelation, if

such were possible, even though this had all

the signs of a divine, direct, authentic,

indubitable, irrefutable, irrecusable revela-

tion, in a word, with that which we are still

awaiting without daring to hope for it.
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XVII

THE NECESSARY SILENCE

THE practitioners of occult science in

the east tell us of certain dwellers in the

solitudes of Thibet and the Himalayas,
Initiates, Masters, heirs to the wisdom of

the " Sons of Light," or the Seven Prim-

ordials," who possess the seven keys which

enable them to understand the sacred pre-
historic texts. They are said to be the

silent depositaries of the secret of the inter-

molecular or interetheric forces, by the aid

of which the races of beings who preceded
man upon this earth used to transport to

enormous distances monoliths of more than

five hundred tons' weight, which have no

relation to the stones that surround them
and whose arrangement and astronomical

orientation manifestly reveal the intcrven-

243



Mountain Paths

tion of an intelligent and even a highly-
scientific mind.
These monoliths are sometimes carved,

as, for instance, the famous colossal idols in

the valley of Bamian, in Afghanistan, of

which one is 173 feet high, or the live

hundred and fifty monsters of Easter Island,

in Polynesia, which, we may observe in

passing, remain one of the most insoluble

and perplexing riddles in the world. Hewn
out of basalt, reclining or standing erect

upon their platforms, these sculptures, one

of which measures over 90 feet in height,
are undoubtedly the most ancient human

effigies to be found upon our earth. Official

science ascribes to them an antediluvian

origin, while esoteric tradition regards them
as portraits of the giants of the last Atlantean

race, which became degenerate and lapsed
into witchcraft shortly before the disap-

pearance of the mysterious continent whereof

Easter Island is supposed to be merely one

of the loftier summits to-day emerging from
the lonely Pacific.

I have before me as I write the photo-

graphs of some of these haunting giants ;

and I do not believe that in our most op-

pressive nightmares it would be possible
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to imagine faces more formidable, more

impassive and unfeeling, more eternally

ferocious, more coldly supercilious, more

pitilessly disdainful and icily omnipotent.
Are they Selenites or Martians, with their

tightly-closed, implacable mouths and those

eyes of theirs, hollow, like wells of male-

diction, or protuberant and framed in an

airman's goggles ? They are not in any

way simian, as one might have supposed,
but rather represent demoniacal and ab-

stract entities, such as evil, doom and fatality.

They seem not so much inhuman as prehu-
man or posthuman ;

and they bear a horrible

relation to certain ancestral memories which

slumber in the marrow of our bones, warning
us that such faces undoubtedly once existed.

But let us return to our great Initiates.

They are, it appears, reputed to be the

guardians of the irresistible and incom-

mensurable sidereal force, the force which

supports and directs the worlds and which is

capable, if it were misused, of destroying in

a moment the whole human species, all that

lives upon the earth and this very earth

245



Mountain Paths

itself
;
but it is also capable, if it were wisely

tamed, of ensuring man an ultimate royalty,

perhaps access to other heavenly bodies and,
in any case, a power so great that the Golden

Age which existed of old, thanks to the

subjection of this force, might flourish once
more upon our planet.

All this is possible ; and, for the moment,
we need not go into the matter. But that,

possessing the secret of this force and of

many others, transmitted from Hierophant
to Candidate, or, as they say,

" from mouth
to ear," the experts in occult science do not

divulge it and place it at the service of

humanity : this is the great reproach brought
against them

;
and for all those who are not

aware that the end of Initiation is not power
and material happiness but wisdom, develop-
ment and the uplifting of the inner being
it is the best proof that they are cheats and

impostors. It may be that, driven into a

corner, they are silent because they have

nothing to tell us
;
but the argument is not

so unanswerable as those who avail themselves

of it are inclined to think. We shall perhaps
see this before long. It is indeed not im-

possible that one day some accident of know-

ledge will place one or other of our scientists
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in a position analogous to that of these

Masters or Initiates. To him also the

terrible question of the necessary silence

will then present itself. We have but lately
witnessed in this war the insensate and
demoniacal use which man has made of

certain inventions. What will happen if

other energies are placed in his hands,

energies far more formidable, which we
seem to be on the point of discovering and

releasing ?

Man is not ready to know more of such

matters than he now knows. The safety of

the species is at stake. Humanity, which is

hardly emerging from its infancy, or has

only just attained the dangerous period of

adolescence (it would be about sixteen or

seventeen years of age, according to Dr.

Jaworski's well-supported and striking his-

toric parallel), has already passed the limit

of the inventions which it is able to as-

similate or endure without incurring the

risk of death. Almost all of them, from the

subjection of steam and the still dubious

taming of electricity, have done it incom-

parably more harm than good. Explosives,
for example, which have helped it to build

a few roads—a work which the Romans, for
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that matter, did quite as well as we do—to

open up a few mines, to pierce a few tunnels,
have cost it millions of young lives.

Perhaps it is time, not to check the in-

vestigations of science, but to control its

discoveries and to reserve, as the occultists

wisely did, for a select circle of Initiates,

rigorously tested and bound by inviolable

oaths, the secret of those too perilous

energies around which we are feeling our

way and which are on the point of revealing
themselves and becoming public property.
Our moral evolution is several centuries

behind our scientific evolution ; and it is

more than probable that the latter, being
too swift and too intensive, may disastrously

impede the former. It will profit no one
to travel in three hours from Paris to Pekin,
from Pekin to New York and from New
York to Calcutta, if these repeated and
miraculous journeys leave those who take

them in the same frame of mind on their

arrival as on their departure. We are more
or less in the same position as Russia, whose
heart and spirit were not steadfast enough,
not resolute enough, to bear what the head
had too quickly and too artificially stored

up. Nothing is more quickly disseminated
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or more readily assimilated than the results

of science
; nothing, on the other hand, is

more slow, more painful or more precarious
than moral evolution ;

and yet it is upon
this alone, as we are realizing more and more

clearly, that man's happiness and future

depend.
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XVIII

KARMA

STRIPPED
of its innumerable and in-

extricable oriental complications, which

may possibly correspond with realities but

which cannot be verified, Karma, the in-

fallible Law of Retribution, is, when all is

said, what we, speaking more vaguely and

without believing in it unduly, call Immanent

Justice. Our Immanent Justice is a some-

what idle shadow. True, it often manifests

itself after monstrous actions, great vices,

sins or iniquities ;
but wc rarely have the

opportunity of seeing it intervene in the

thousand petty acts of injustice, cruelty,

weakness, dishonesty and baseness of ordinary

life, though the aggregate of these paltry
but incessant misdeeds may weigh heavier

than the m^st notorious crime. In any
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case, its action, being more dispersed,
more diffuse, slower and more often moral
than material, nearly always escapes our
observation

;
and as, on the other hand, it

appears to cease at the moment of death, it

hardly ever has time to demand its due and

usually arrives too late at the bedside of a

sick or dying man, who has lost consciousness
or no longer has the time to expiate his

offences.

Karma then, if you will, is Immanent
Justice ; only, it is no longer an inconstant

goddess, inconsistent, incoherent, impotent,
erratic, capricious, inexact, forgetful, timid,

inattentive, sluggish, evasive, intangible and
bounded by the tomb, but a god, vast and
inevitable as Destiny, a god who fills up each

outlet, each horizon, each crevice of every
existence and who is omnipresent, omni-

scient, omnipotent, infallible, impassible and

incorruptible. He is in us, as we are in him.
He is ourselves. He is more than we : he
is what we are, while he is still what we
were and is already what we shall become.
We are small, evanescent and ephemeral ;

he is great, imperturbable, immovable,
eternal. Nothing escapes him of that
which escapes us and no doubt will escape
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us even beyond the tomb. Not an action,
not a wish, not a thought, not the shadow
of an intention but is weighed more strictly
than it was weighed by the forty-two

posthumous judges who awaited the soul on
that further shore of which we are told in

one of the most ancient texts in the world,
the Egyptian Book of the Dead. All is set

down, dated, valued, verified, classified,

entered as debit or credit, as reward or ex-

piation, in the immense and eternal index of

the astral records. There can be nothing
that he does not know, because he haa taken

part in all that he judges ;
and he judges

us not from the depths of our present

ignorance, but from the height of all that

we shall learn much later. He is not only
our intelligence and our consciousness of

to-day, which are hardly waking and no

longer count their errors
;
he is even now,

for they already dwell within us, though
they be inactive, impotent, dumb and

blind, our intelligence and our consciousness

to come, when they shall have attained, in

the course of the ages and of the innumerable

developments, expiations and ascents, the

loftiest summits of WisdomandDiscernment.
At the hour of our death the account
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seems closed ; but he is simply asleep and
will resume his hold of us again. He will

slumber perhaps for hundreds, nay, thou-
sands of years in

"
Devachan," that is to

say, in the state of unconsciousness which

prepares us for a new incarnation
; but,

when we awake, we shall find the assets and
liabilities added up beyond recall

; and our
Karma will merely continue the life which
we have laid aside. It will continue to be
ourselves in that life and to see the conse-

quences of our faults and our deserts burst

into flower and afterwards to see other

causes bear fruit in other effects, until the

consummation of the ages when every

thought born upon this earth ends by losing

sight of it.

Karma, as we see, is, when all is said, the

immortal entity which man fashions by his

deeds and thoughts and which follows him,
or rather envelopes and absorbs him, through
his successive lives and changes, even as he

incessantly changes, while preserving every

previous impress. Man's thoughts, as this

doctrine very truly says, build up his char-

acter
;

his deeds make his environment.
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What man has thought, that he has become ;

his qualities and natural gifts adhere to him
as the results of his ideas. He is, in all

truth, created by himself. He is in the fullest

sense of the word responsible for all that

he is. He is contained in the net of all

that he has done. He can neither undo
nor destroy the past ; but, so long as the

effects of the past are yet to come, it is

possible for him to alter them or to divert

them by fresh exertions. Nothing can

affect him that he has not set in movement ;

no evil can befall him that he has not

deserved. In the infinite evolution of the

eternities he will never find himself in the

presence of any judge other than himself.

3

It is certain that the idea of this supreme

judge, who is our consciousness uninter-

rupted throughout the centuries and the

millenaries, who is each one of us grown
more and more enlightened, more and more

incorruptible and infallible, leads to the

highest, sincerest and purest system of morals

that it is possible to conceive or to justify

here below. The judge and the defendant
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are no longer face to face ; they are one

within the other and form but one and the

same person. They can hide nothing from

each other
;
and both have the same urgent

interest in discovering the least fault, the

slightest shadow and in purifying themselves

as quickly and as completely as possible, in

order to put an end to the reincarnations

and to live at last in the One Being. The

best, the saintliest are near doing so from

the moment when they quit this life
; but,

detached from all things, they do not cease

to act for the good of all men, for already

they know all things. They go farther than

the mystic Christian who expects a reward

from without : they are their own reward.

They go farther than Marcus Aurelius, the

great type of the man without illusions,

who continues to act without hoping that

his action can profit others : they know that

nothing is useless, that nothing can be

wasted ;
it is when they no longer need

anything whatever that they work with the

greatest ardour.

Contrary to what is too generally believed,

this system of morals which leads to absolute

repose extols activity. Hear, in this con-

nection, the great teachings of Bhagavad-
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Gitay the Lord's Song, which is perhaps, as

its translators, not without good reason,

think, the most beautiful, that is to say, the

most exalted book known up to the present
time :

"
Thy business is with the action only,

never with its fruits ; so let not the fruit of

action be thy motive. . . . Perform action

. . . dwelHng in union with the divine,

renouncing attachments and balanced evenly
in success and failure. . . . Pitiable are they
who work for fruit. . . . Man winneth not

freedom from action by abstaining from

activity, nor by mere renunciation doth he

rise to perfection. . . . Perform thou right

action, for action is superior to inaction ;

and, inactive, even the maintenance of thy

body would not be possible. The world is

bound by action, unless performed for the

sake of sacrifice. . . .

" He who sccth inaction in action and

action in inaction, he is wise among men,
he is harmonious, even while performing
all action. Whose works are all free from

the moulding of desire, whose actions are

l)urned up by the fire of wisdom, him the

wise have called a sage. Having abandoned
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attachment to the fruit of action, always

content, nowhere seeking refuge, he is not

doing anything, although doing actions. . . .

He should be known as a perpetual ascetic,

who neither hateth nor desireth ;
free from

the pairs of opposites ... he is easily set

free from bondage. . . ."

And remember that this, which forms

part of the Mahabharata, the greatest epic
on earth, was written four or five thousand

years ago.

Whatever we may think of the plausibility
of the doctrine or revelation, we cannot

dispute that this morality and this justifica-

tion of justice are the most ancient and at

the same time the most beautiful and re-

assuring that the mind of man has imagined.
But they are based upon a postulate which
we are perhaps too much inclined to refuse

blindly. It asks us in fact to admit that

our existence does not end at the hour of

our death, and that the spirit or the vital

spark, which does not perish, seeks an asylum
and reappears in other bodies. At first

the postulate seems monstrous and unac-
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ceptable ;
but on closer examination its

aspect becomes much less strange, less ar-

bitrary and less unreasonable. It is, to

begin with, certain that, if all things undergo
transformation, nothing perishes or is an-

nihilated in a universe which knows no

nothingness and in which nothingness alone

remains absolutely inconceivable. What we
call nothingness could therefore be only
another mode of existence, of persistence
and of life

; and, if we cannot admit that

the body, which is only matter, is annihi-

lated in its substance, it is no less difficult

to admit that, if it were animated by a

spirit
—which it is hardly possible to dis-

pute
—this spirit should disappear without

leaving a trace of any kind.

So the first point of the postulate and
the most important is of necessity granted.
There remains the second point, that of

the successive reincarnations. Here, it is

true, we have our hypotheses and proba-
bilities. It is necessary that this spirit,
this soul, this vital spark or principle, this

idea, this immaterial substance—it matters

little what name we give it—must go or

reside somewliere, must do or become some-

thing. It may wander in the infinity of
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space and time, dissolve, lose itself and dis-

appear, or at least mingle and become
confused with what it encounters there and

finally become absorbed in that boundless

spiritual or vital energy which appears to

animate the universe. But, of all hypo-
theses, the least probable is not that which
tells us that, on leaving a body which has

become uninhabitable, instead of escaping
and wandering through the illimitable vast

that fills it with terror, it looks about it for

a lodging resembling that which it has lately

quitted. Obviously this is only an hypo-
thesis

;
but in our complete and terrible

ignorance it presents itself before any other.

We have nothing to support it save the most
ancient tradition of humanity, a tradition

perhaps prehuman and in any case absolutely

general ;
and experience tends to show that

at the base of these traditions and these

instances of universal assent there is nearly

always a great truth and that they must
be accorded a greater importance and a

greater value than have hitherto been attri-

buted to them.

As regards evidence, or rather premonitory
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suggestions of evidence, we have scarcely

anything beyond the experiments of Colonel

de Rochas, who, by means of hypnotic

passes, succeeded in making a few exceptional
mediums retrace not only the whole course

of their present lives, back to their

earliest childhood, but also that of a certain

number of previous existences. It cannot

be denied that these very serious experi-

ments, which are very scientifically con-

ducted, are most bewildering ;
but the

danger of unconscious suggestion or tele-

pathy is not and doubtless will never be

sufficiently remote to allow them to become

really conclusive.

We find further, on pursuing the same train

of ideas, certain cases of reincarnation, like

that of one of Dr. Samons's little daughters,
as related in the Jnnales des sciences psy-

chiques for July 191 3. This case, which is

almost undisputed, is extremely curious ;

but, although it is not unique, those which

resemble it are too rare to allow us to rely

upon them.

There remain what are known as prenatal
reminiscences. It happens fairly often that

a man who finds himself in an unfamiliar

country, in a city, a palace, a church, a
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house, or a garden which he is visiting for

the first time, is conscious of a strange and

very definite impression that he "
has seen

it before." It suddenly seems to him that

this landscape, these vaulted ceilings, these

rooms and the very furniture and pictures
which he finds in them are quite well

known to him and that he recollects every
nook and corner and every detail. Which of

us but has, at least once in his life, vaguely

experienced some such impression ? But
the recollections are often so definite that

the person in whom they occur is able to

act as a guide through the house or park
which he has never explored and to describe

beforehand what his party will find in this

or that room or at the turn of this or that

avenue. Is it really a recollection of previous
existences, a telepathic phenomenon or an
ancestral and hereditary memory ? The
same question suggests itself touching certain

innate aptitudes or faculties, by virtue of

which we see children of genius, musicians,

painters, mathematicians or simple artisans,

who know from the outset, without learning

them, nearly all the secrets of their art or

craft. Who will venture to decide ?

This is about all that we can cite in favour
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of the doctrine of reincarnation. It is not

enough to weigh down the scales. But all

the other suppositions, theories or religions,

excepting spiritualism, which for the rest

is perfectly consistent with successive ex-

istences, have less solid foundations and are

even, to be truthful, devoid of any. It

would therefore be ungracious on their part
to reproach the supposition which we are

considering with the instability of the argu-
ments whereon it is based.

Once again, how desirable it would be

that all this were true ? There would be

no more moral uncertainties, no more un-

easiness in respect of justice. And it is so

beautiful, so complete, that it is perhaps
real. It is difficult indeed to admit that

such a dream is untrue from first to last, a

dream which has been dreamed so long,
since the beginning of the world, by so many
thousands of millions of men and which,

despite numerous and far-reaching distor-

tions, has, when all is said, been the one

dream of humanity. It is not possible to

prove that it is based upon truth ; but,

unlike most of the religions derived from it,

it is not possible either to demonstrate that

it is imaginary and fabricated throughout ;
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and, there being this doubt, why should not

reason, which it never offends, be allowed

to accept it and at heart to hope and act as

though it were true, while waiting for science

to confirm it completely, or to invalidate it,

or to give us another hypothesis which it

will perhaps never be able to elaborate ?

What at first repels many of those who

investigate it is the unduly assured and ar-

bitrary insistence upon a thousand petty
details, probably interpolated, as in all re-

ligions, by inferior minds, animated by a

narrow and maladroit zeal. But these de-

tails, viewed from a certain elevation, do
not in any way alter the great outlines,

which remain immeasurable, admirable and

unspoiled.

For the rest, whether reincarnation be

accepted or rejected, there is surely such a

thing as survival, since death and nothing-
ness cannot be conceived

;
and the whole

matter is once more reduced to the problem
of continued identity. Even in reincarna-

tion this identity, from our present, limited

point of view, would possess only a relative

interest, seeing that, all memory of previous
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existences being abolished, it would neces-

sarily evade us. Let us ask ourselves, more-

over, whether this question of personality
without solution of continuity does really

possess the importance which we attach to

it and whether this importance is not a

delusion, a temporary blindness of our

egoism, of our terrestrial intelligence. For

the fact remains that we interrupt it and
lose it every night without disquieting
ourselves. It is enough for us to be certain

that we shall recover it on awaking ;
and we

are reassured. But suppose that this were
not the case and that one evening we were
warned that we should not recover it, that

on the following morning we should have

forgotten all our past existence and should

begin a new life, without any memory to

connect us with the old. Should we feel

the same terror, the same despair, as if we
had been told that we should never wake

again and that we should be hurled into our

death ? I do not believe it, I even think

that we should accept our lot fairly cheer-

fully. It would not greatly matter to us

that we should have to lose the memory of

a past, consisting, like the past of all of us,

of more evil than good, provided that life
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continued. It would no longer be our life,

it would no longer have aught in common
with the life of the day before

; neverthe-

less we should not believe that we were

losing it and we should retain a vague hope
of recovering or recognizing something of

ourselves in the existence before us. We
should take pains to prepare for this exist-

ence, to insure it against misfortune and

distress, to make it, in advance, as pleasant
and as happy as possible. It might and

ought to be so, not only if we believe in

reincarnation, because the case would be
almost identical, but also if we do not believe

in it, since a survival of some sort is almost

certain and absolute annihilation is actually
inconceivable.

Perhaps with a little courage and good-
will it would be possible for us, even in this

life, to look higher and farther, to shed for

an instant that narrow and dreary egoism
which refers all things to self, to tell our-

selves that the intelligence or the good
which our thoughts and efforts diffuse in

the spiritual spheres are not wholly lost,

even when it is not certain that the little
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nucleus of trivial habits and commonplace
recollections that we are possesses them ex-

clusively. If the good actions which w-e

have performed, the noble or merely honest

intentions or thoughts which we have ex-

perienced attach themselves and give value

to a life in which we shall not recognize
our own, this is not a sufficient reason to

regard them as useless or to deny them all

merit. It is well to remind ourselves at

times that we are nothing if we are not

everything and to learn from now onwards
to interest ourselves in something that is

not solely ourselves and already to live the

ampler, less personal, less egotistical life

which presently, without any doubt, what-

ever may be our creed, will be our eternal

life, the only life that matters and the only
life for which it is wise to prepare ourselves.

8

If we do not accept reincarnation, Karma
none the less exists : a mutilated Karma,
it is true

;
a diminished Karma, devoid of

spaciousness, with an horizon limited by
death, beginning its work and doing its best

in the brief
s]
cU of time which it has before
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it, but less negligible, less impotent, less

inactive and ineffective than is supposed.

Acting within its narrow sphere, it gives
us a fairly accurate albeit very incomplete
idea of what it would accomplish in the

wider sphere which we deny it. But this

would lead us back to the highly debatable

question of mundane justice. It is almost

insoluble, because its decisive operations,

being inward and secret, escape observation.

Following many others, who, for the rest,

have explained it better than I, I have

spoken of it elsewhere, particularly in Wisdom
and Destiny and in The Mystery of Justice ;

^

but, as Queen Scheherazade might say, it

would serve no useful .purpose to repeat it.

Let us then return to Karma properly
so-called, to the ideal Karma. It rewards

goodness and punishes evil in the infinite

sequence of our lives. But first of all, some
will ask, what is this goodness, what is this

evil, what is the best or the worst of our

petty thoughts, our petty intentions, our

* The first essay in The Buried Temple.
—A. T. de M.
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petty ephemeral actions, compared with the

boundless immensity of time and space ?

Is there not an absurd disproportion between
the hugeness of the reward or punishment
and the smallness of the fault or merit ?

Why mix the worlds, the eternities and the

gods with things which, however monstrous
or admirable at first, are not slow, even

within the trivial limits of our life, to lose

gradually all the importance which wc
ascribed to them, to vanish, to fade into

oblivion ? That is true
;

but wc must
needs speak of human things in terms of

human beings and on the human scale.

What we call good or evil is that which works

us good or evil, that which benefits or harms
ourselves or others

; and, so long as w^e live

upon this earth and have not disappeared,
we must needs attach to good and evil an

importance which in themselves they do not

possess. The noblest religions, the proudest

metaphysical speculations, so soon as they
involve human morality, human evolution

and the human future, have always been

obliged to reduce themselves to human pro-

portions,
to become anthropomorphous. This

IS an invincible necessity, by virtue of which,

despite the horizons that tempt us on every
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hand, it behoves us to Hmit our ideas and
our outlook.

10

Let us then Hmit them and once more
ask ourselves, this time remaining within our

sphere, what, after all, is this evil which
Karma punishes ? If we go to the very
root of the matter, evil always arises from a

lack of intelligence, from an erroneous and

incomplete judgment, obscured or restricted

by our egoism, which allows us to perceive

only the proximate or immediate advantages
of an action harmful to ourselves or others,

while concealing the remote but inevitable

consequences which such an action always
ends by begetting. The whole science of

ethics, after all, is based only upon intelli-

gence ;
and what we call heart, sentiments,

character is in fact nothing but accumulated
and crystallized intelligence, inherited or

acquired, which has become more or less

unconscious and is transformed into habits

or instincts. The evil which we do we do

only because of a mistaken egoism, which
sees the limits of its being too near at hand.

As soon as intelHgence raises the point of
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view of this egoism, the limits extend, widen
and end by disappearing. The terrible and
insatiable ego loses its centre of attraction

and avidity and knows itself, finds itself and
loves itself in all things. Let us not believe

blindly in the intelligence of the wicked who
succeed, or in the happiness of the criminal.

We ought rather to see the converse, that

is to say, the often hideous reality of the

success ; moreover, this intelligence, in the

shape of skill, cunning or disloyalty, is a

specialized intelligence, confined within a

narrow circuit, and, like a constricted jet
of water, very effective when directed at a

single point ;
but it is not a true and

general, spacious and generous intelligence.
Wherever the latter reveals itself, we neces-

sarily find honesty, justice, forbearance, love

and kindness, because there is a lofty and
full horizon and because there is an instinct-

ive or conscious knowledge of human pro-

portions, of the eternity of existence and

the brevity of life, of man's position in

the universe, of the mysteries that compass
him about and the secret bonds that unite

him to all things that we see as well as to all

things that we do not see upon earth and in

tlic heavens.
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II

Is Karma, then, supposed to punish lack

of intelHgence ? And, in the first place,

why not ? It is the only real evil upon this

earth
; and, if all men were superlatively

intelligent, none would be unhappy. But
where would the justice of it be ? We
possess the intelligence which Nature has

bestowed upon us ; it is she, not we, that

should be held responsible. Let us under-

stand one another. Karma does not inflict

punishment, properly speaking ;
it simply

places us, after our successive existences

and slumbers, on the plane on which our

intelligence left us, surrounded by our

actions and our thoughts. It keeps a check

and a record. It takes us such as we have

made ourselves and gives us the opportunity
to make ourselves anew, to acquire what we
lack and to raise ourselves to the level of

the highest. We are bound to raise our-

selves, but the slowness or rapidity of our

ascent depends only upon ourselves. When
all is said, the appa'^ent injustice which

grants more intelligence to some than to

others is but a question of date, a law of

growth, of evolution, which is the funda-
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mental law of all the lives that we know,
from the infusoria to the stars. We could
at most complain of coming later than the

rest
;
but the rest, in their turn, might with

more reason complain of being called too

soon, of being unable to profit at once by-
all that has been acquired since their birth.

To avoid recrimination, therefore, we should

all have been on the same plane from the

outset
;
we should all have been born at

the same time. But then the world would
have been complete, perfect, immutable,
immobile, from the first moment of its

existence and ours. This would perhaps
have been preferable ;

but it is not so and
it is, no doubt, impossible that it should be

so ;
in any case, no system of metaphysics,

no religion, not even the first, the greatest,
the loftiest, the mother of all the rest, ever

thought of rejecting the indisputable and
indubitable law of endless movement, of

the eternal Becoming ;
and it must be ad-

mitted that everything appears to justify
it. It is probable that there would be

nothing if it were otherwise and that there

can only be something on condition that it

becomes better or worse, that it rises or

falls, that it constitutes itself in order to
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deconstitute and reconstitute itself and that

movement is more essential than being or

substance. It is so because it is so. There
is nothing to be done, nothing to be said

;

we can but state the fact. We are in a

world in which matter would perish and

disappear sooner than movement, or rather

in which matter, time, space, duration,
existence and movement are but one and
the same thing.

12

But we also live in a world in which our

reason encounters only the impossible, the

insoluble and the incomprehensible. The

supreme interpretations do no more than
shift the riddle, to permit us to obtain

glimpses from a higher standpoint of the
boundless immensity in which we are striving.

Therefore, apart from the puerile explana-
tions which, after successive changes of

form, all the religions have drawn from the

original religion, three hypotheses and no
more offer themselves for our choice : on
the one hand, nothingness, inertia and
absolute death, which are inconceivable

;

on the other hand, chance and its eternal

renewals, which are without change, hope,
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object or end or which, if they led to

anything, would lead either to an incon-

ceivable annihilation or to the third hypo-
thesis, according to which the best becomes

infinite, even to total absorption in the

imperfectible, the immutable, the immova-
ble, which, as I have said elsewhere,^ must
have occurred already in the eternity that

precedes us, since there is no reason why
that which could not take place in this

eternity should take place in the eternity to

come, which is no more infinite, is no more
extensive and offers no more chances than

the past eternity and which is not of a dif-

ferent nature.

The mother religion itself, the only one
which is still acceptable, which takes account

of everything and which has foreseen every-

thing, does not escape this last dilemma by
extending to thousands of millions of years
the duration of a year of Brahma, that is to

say, the period of evolution, of expiration,
of externalization and activity, and to an

equal number of thousands of millions of

years the duration of a night of this god,
that is to say, the period of involution, of

inspiration, of internalization, of slumber or

* In Our Eternity.—K. T. de M.
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inertia, during which all is reabsorbed into

the divinity or the sole absolute. It does

not escape it by either next multiplying
these days and nights by a hundred years
which form one life and this life by a hun-
dred lives which lead to figures that defy

expression, after which another universe

begins.

Here, too, there would be either an eternal

recommencement without hope or object,

or, if there be progression, final perfection
and immobility which ought already to be

attained. Let each draw from all this such

conclusions as he please or can, or bow once

more, in silence, before the Unknowable.

THE END
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RELIGION. I'hird Edition. Cr. tvo.

JS. 6d. net.

Marriott (J. A. R.). ENGLAND SINCE
WATERLOO. With Maps. Second
Edition, Revised. Demy Zvo. las. 6d. net.

Masefleld (John). A SAILOR'S GAR-
LAND. Selected and Edited. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Masterman (C. F. G.). TENNYSON
ASA RELIGIOUS TEACHER. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

Medley (D. J.). ORIGINAL ILLUSTRA-
TIONS OF ENGLISH CONSTITU-
TIONAL HISTORY. Cr. Zvo. Zs. 6d.
net.

Miles (EoBtaoe). LIFE AFTER LIFE;
OR, The Theory of Reincarnation.
Cr. Zvo. 3J. 6d. net.

THE POWER OF CONCENTRATION:
How to Acquire it. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

PREVENTION AND CURE. Second
Edition. Crown Zvo. ^s. net.

Miles (Mrs. Bnstaos). HEALTH WITH-
OUT MEAT. Sixth Edition. Fcap. Svo.
IS. 6d. net,

MillalB (J. G.). THE LIFE AND LET-
TERS OF SIR JOHN EVERETT
MILLAIS. Illustrated. Third Edition.

Demy Zvo. tas. 6d. net.

Milne (.7. G.)- A HISTORY OF EGYPT
UNDER ROMAN RULE. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. gj. net.

Money (Sir Leo Chlozza). RICHES AND
POVERTY, 1910. Eleventh Edition.

Demy Zvo. 5J. net.

Montague (G. E.). DRAMATIC VALUES.
Second Edition. Fcap. Zvo. %s. net.
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Hyera (ChArUs 8.% PRESENT-DAY
APPLICATIONS OF PSYCHOLOGY.
TnirJ I^'JitioH. Fcaf. %vo. ii. yl. net.

Hoyes (Mfrecl). A SAI UTE FROM THE
FLEET, AND OTHER POEMS. Third
Kdttiotu Cr. izio. Ji. 6J. ntt.

RAD.\: A BEr.GiAN Christmas Eve. Illus-

trated. Fcaf. Stv. SJ. net.

Omar. (C. W. C). A HISTORY OF THE
ART OF WAR IN THE MIDDLE
AGES. Illustrated. DtfKy 8ro. 15J. net.

ENGLAND BEFORE THE NORMAN
CONQUEST. With Maps. Tliird Edi-

tion, Ret-ised. Demy 8to. i*. td. net.

Osenham (John). BEES IN A-MBER: A
Little Book of Thoughtful Veksk.
•38/A 'Dumtand. Stftall Pott ive. Paper
IX. yi. net ; Cloth Boards, v. net.

Also lUuitrated. Fcap. 8ro. 31. td. net.

ALL'S WELL: A Collection of War
PoBMS. 175'A Thousand. Small Pott
8ro. Paper, it. yd. net ; Cloth Boards,
IS. net.

THE KINGS HIGH WAY. iiofhTfumsand.
Small Pott itv. IS. id.net; CUth Boards,
7S. net.

THE VISION SPLENDID. looM Thau-
sand. Small Port ivo. Pa^er, is. yi. net ;

Cloth Boards, ai. net.

THE FIERV CROSS. 8o//« Thousand.
Small Pott Sro. Paper, \s. yi. net ; Cloth

Boards, zs. net.

HIGH ALTARS: The Rpcord of a Visit
TO TUB Battlefields of Franck and
Flanders. 4oih Tlumsand. Small Pott
^vo. IS. yi. net ; Cloth Boards, is. net.

HEARTS COURAGEOUS. Small Pott
Sdo. is. yi net. Cloth Boards, as. net.

ALL CLEAR. Small Pott ivo. is.yi.net.
Cloth Boards, 2S. net. •

WINDS OF THE DAWN. Small Pott Svo.

xi. net.

Oxford (M. H.)- A HANDBOOK OF
NURSING. Setenth Edition, Revised.

Cr. tvo. is. net.

Pakei (W. C. C). THE SCIENCE OF
HVf.IKNK. Illustriited. Second ami
Cheaper Edition. Revised by A. T.

Nankivelu Cr. Six. ts. net.

Petrlt (W. M. Plinderi.) A HISTORY
OK EGVPT. Illustrated. Six Volumes
Cr. tv0. Each ji. net.

Vol. I. Fkom the 1st to thb XVIth
Dymastv. Eifhlh Edition.

Vol. II. The XVIIth and XVIIIth
Dynasties. Sixth Edition.

Vol. III. XIXtm to XXXtm Dynasties.
SteonJ Edition.

Vol. IV. F>(;vrT ondik the Ptoi.esiaic

Dynasty. J. P. Maiiaffy. SecondEdititn.

Vol. V. Eovpt under Roman Rule. J. G.
MiLNS. Second Edition.

Vol. VI. Egypt in the Middle Ages.
Stanley Lane Poole. Second Edition.

RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE IN
ANCIENT EGVPT. Illustiated. Cr.^vo.
IS. net.

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL
EL AMARNA LETTERS. Cr. Svo.

SS. net.

EGYPTIAN TALES. TranUated from the

Papyri. First Series, ivth to xiith Dynasty.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. Svo.

is. net.

EGYPTIAN TALES. Translated from the

Papyri. Second Series, xviiith to xixih
Dynasty. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Sro. is. net.

Pollard (Alfred W.). SHAKESPEARE
FOLIOS AND QUARTOS. A Study in

the Bibliography of Shakespeare's Plays,
1594-1685. Illustrated, /-olio. £1 is. net.

Porter (0. R.)- THE PROGRESS OF
THE NATION. A New Edition. Edited
by F. W. HiKST. Demy ivo. £1 is. net.

Power (J. O'Connor). THE MAKING OF
AN ORATOR. Cr. &vo. 6s. net.

Price (L. L.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
POLITICAL ECONOMY IN ENGLAND
FROM ADAM SMITH TO ARNOLD
TOYNBEE. Ninth Edition. Cr. Svo.

Ss. net.

Rawlln^s (Gertrude B.). COINS AND
HOW TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated.
Third Edition. Cr. ivo. js. 6d. net.

ResJan (C. Tate). THE FRESHWATER
FISHES OF THE BRITISH ISLES.
Illustrated. Cr. ivo. js. td. net.

Bald (0. Archd&II). THE LAWS OF
HEREDITY. Second Edition. Demy Svo.

£1 IS. net.

Robei-tBon (C. Grant). SELECT STAT-
UTES, CASES. AND DOCUMENTS,
1660-1839. Second Edition, Revised and
Enlarged. Demy ivo. 15J. net.

ENGLAND UNDER THE HANOVER-
IANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. Demy
it)*. 12s. (>d. tut.

Bollo (Rlchjird). THE FIRE OF LOVE
AND THE MENDING OF LIFE.
Edited by Franck.s M. Compfk. Cr. ivo.

ts. net.

Ryloy (A. Bcretford). OLD PASTE.
Illustrated. Royal ^to. £1 is. net.

•Bakr (H. H. Munro). REGINALD.
Fourth Edition. F^af. ivo. ji. 6d. mtt.
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REGINALD IN RUSSIA. Fcap. ^vo.

3J. itd. net.

Schldrowitz (Philip). RUBBER. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Demy ivo. i^s.
tiet.

Selous (EdmuDd). TOMMY SMITH'S
ANIMALS. Illustrated. Sixteenth Edi-
tion. Fcnp. Zvo. js. 6d. net.

TOMMY SMITH'S OTHER ANIMALS.
Illustrated. Seventh Edition. Ecap. Svo.

3J. 6d. net.

TOMMY SMITH AT THE ZOO. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo.
2S. gd.

TOMMY SMITH AGAIN AT THE ZOO.
Illustrated. Fcap. %vo. aj. grf.

JACK'S INSECTS. Illustrated. Cr.%vo. 6j.

lUt.

Shaliospe&re (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664;

1685. Each £\ 4J. net, or a complete set,

{,11 I2J. net.

THE POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. With an Introduction and Notes
by George Wyndham. Demy &vo. Buck-
rant, 12s. 6d. net.

Shelley (Percy Bysshe). POEMS. With
an Intrixluction by A. Glutton-Brock and
notes by C. D. Locock. Two Volumes.
Demy 8zv. £1 is. net.

Sladen (Douglas). SICILY: The New
Winter Resort. An Encyclopaedia of

Sicily. With 234 Illustrations, a Map, and
a Table of the Railway System of Sicily.
Second Edition, Revised. Cr. ivo. js. (id.

net.

Slesser (H. H.). TRADE UNIONISM.
Cr. Zvo. ss. net.

Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF
NATIONS. Edited by Edwin Cannan.
Two Volumes. Detny Zvo. £,\ y. net.

Smith (G. P. Herbert). GEM-STONES
AND THEIR DISTINCTIVE CHARAC-
TERS. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
%vo. js. 6d. net.

Stancliffe. GOLF DO'S AND DONT'S.
Sixth Edition. Fcap. 8?w. 2s. net.

Steyenson (R. L.). THE LETTERS OF
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON. Edited

by Sir Sidney Colvin. A New Re-
arranged Edition infour volumes. Fourth
Edition. Fcap. Svo. Each 6s. net. Leather,
each Ts. td. net.

Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS.
Illustrated. Eighth Edition. Fcap. Svo.

js. 6d. net.

MR. SPONGE'S SPORTING TOUR.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Fcap, Svo.

js. 6d. net.

ASK MAMMA; or, THE RICHEST
COMMONER IN ENGLAND. Illus-
trated. Second Edition. Fcap. Svo. js. 6d.
net.

JORROCKS'S JAUNTS AND JOLLI-
TIES. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. Fcap.
Svo. 6s. net.

MR. FACEY ROMFORD'S HOUNDS.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Fcap. Svo,

7s. 6d. net.

HAWBUCK GRANGE ; or, THE SPORT-
ING ADVENTURES OF THOMAS
SCOTT, Esq. Illustrated. Fcap. Svo.
6s. net.

PLAIN OR RINGLETS? Illustrated.

Fcap. Svo. JS. 6d. net.

HILLINGDON HALL. With 12 Coloured
Plates by Wildrake, Heath, and Jelu-
COK. Fcap. Svo. 7s. 6d. net.

Suso (Henry). THE LIFE OF THE
BLESSED HENRY SUSO. By Himself.
Translated by T. F. Knox. With an Intro-
duction by Dean Ingb. Second Edition,
Cr. Svo. 6s, net.

Swanion (B. W.). FUNGI AND HOW
TO KNOW THEM. Illustrated. Cr. Sv,.
leys. 6d. net.

BRITISH PLANT GALLS. Cr. Svo.
loj. 6d. net.

Tabor (Margaret K.). THE SAINTS' IN
ART. Vi^ith their Attributes and Symbols
Alphabetically Arranged. Illustrated.
Third Edition. Fcap. Svo. 51. net.

Taylor (A. B.). ELEMENTS OF META-
PHYSICS. Fourth Edition. Demy Svo.
12s. td. net.

Taylor (J. W.). THE COMING OF THE
SAINTS. Second Edition. Cr. Svo, 6s.

net.

Thomas (Edward). MAURICE MAE-
TERLINCK. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. Svo. 6s. net.

A LITERARY PILGRIM IN ENGLAND.
Illustrated. Demy Svo. iis. 6d. net.

Tlleston (Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH
FOR DAILY NEEDS. Twenty-fifth
Edition. Medium i6mo. y. 6d. net,

Toynbee (Paget). DANTE ALIGHIERI.
His Life and Works. With 16 Illustra-
tions. Fourth and Enlarged Edition. Cr,
Svo. 6s. net.

Trevelyan (G. M.). ENGLAND UNDER
THE STUARTS. With Maps and Plans.
Seventh Edition. Demy Svo. 12s. 6d. net.

Triggs (H. Inigo). TOWN PLANNING:
Past, Present, and Possible. Illustra-
ted. Second Edition. Wide Royal Soo.
i&r. Hit.
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Underhlll (Evelyn). MYSTICISM. A
Study in the Nature and Development of

Mao's Spiritual Consciousness. Seren/A
EJiti^m. Demy 8iw. 15J. ntt.

y&rdon (Harry), HOW TO PLAY GOLF.
Uiusirated. Elevtmk Edition. Cr. ivo.

S». n*t.

Yernon (Hon. W. Warren). READINGS
ON THE INKKRNOOF DANTE. With
an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. Moore.
TtM yolumes. SeconH Edition, Rewritten.
Cr. Spo. 15J. net.

READINGS ON THE PURGATORIO
OF D.\NTE. With an Introduction by
the late Dkan Chu'RCH. Ttvo Volumes.
Third Edition, Revised. Cr. ivo. iss.net.

READINGS ON THE PARADISO OF
D.-VNTE. With an Iniro<.luction by the

Bishop or Ripon. Two yolumes. Second

Edition, Revised. Cr. ivo. 15J. nti.

Ylckers (Kenneth H.). ENGLAND IN
THE LATER MIDDLE AGES. With

Maps. Second Edition, Revised. Demy
ivo. irr. (Jd. net.

Waddell (L. A.). LHASA AND ITS
MY.STERIES. With a Record of the Ex-

pedition of 1903-1904. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Medium ive. its. 6d. net.

Wade (0. W. and J. H.). RAMBLES IN
Sn.MERSET. Illustrated. Cr. ivo. js.td.
net.

Wagner (Richard). RICHARD WAG-
NER'S MUSIC DRAMAS. Interpreta-

tions, embodying Wagner's own explana-
tions. By Alicb Leighion Cleather
and Basil Ckump. Fcap. ivo. Eack^t.
ntt.

The Ring or trb NiBBLtmo.
Sixth Edition.

Lohengrin and Parsipal.
Third Edition.

TmsTAN AND Isolde.
Second Edition,

TannhAuser and the Maste»incbrs
op Nurembukc.

Waterhoaie (Elizabeth). WITH THE
SI.MI'LK-HKARTKD. Little Homilies.

I hird Edition. Small Pott ivo. v W.
net.

THE HOUSE BY THE CHERRY TREE.
A Second Series ai Little Homilies. SmuUl
Pott %v». V- (^ -*<•

COMPANIONS OK TUF, WAV. P.cing

Selections for MominR and Evening Read-

ing. Cr. irre. jl. (jd. ntt.

THOUGHTS OF A TERTIARY. .Vecend

Edition. Small I'ott f.r'O. 11. 6d. net.

VERSES. Second Edition, Enlarged. Fcap.
to*. Si. ntt.

A LITTLE BOOK OF LIFE AND
DEATH. Nineteenth Edition. Small
Pott »vo. Cloth, 7S. td. ntt.

Water8(W. Q.). ITALIAN SCULPTORS.
Illustrated. Cr. ivo. js. M. ntt.

Watt (Francis). CANTERBURY PIL-
GRIMS AND THEIR WAYS. With a

Frontispiece in Colour and 13 other lUastra-
tions. Demy ivo. 10/. dd. ntt.

Welgall (Arthur E. P.). A GUIDE TO
THE ANTIQUITIES OF UPPER
EGYPT : Fkom Abydos to the Sudan
Frontier. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. ivo. lor. td. ntt.

WelU (J.). A SHORT HISTORY OF
ROME. Sixteenth Edition. With 3 Maps.
Cr. iz<o. ts.

Wilde (Oicar). THE WORKS OF OSCAR
WILDE. Thirteen Volumes. Fcap. ivo.

Each ts. td. ntt.

\. Lord Arthur Savile's Crime and
THE Portrait op Mr. W. H. ii. The
Duchess op Padua. in. Poems, iv.

Ladv Windermere's Fan. v. A Woman
OP No Importance, vi. An Ideal Hus-
band. Tii. The Importance op being
Earnest. tiii. A House op Pome-
granates. IX. Intentions, x. Dr Pro-
pdndis and Prison Letters, xi. Essavs.
XII. Salom^, a Florentine Tragedy,
and La Sainte Courtisane. xiv.

Sklected Prose op Oscar Wii.de.

A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES. Illus-

trated. Cr. ito. xis. net.

Wilding (Anthony F). ON THE COURT
AND OFF. With 58 Illustrations. Seventh
Edition. Cr. too. 6s. net.

Wilson (ErneitH.). A NATURALIST IN
WESTERN CHINA. Illustrated. Second
Edition, a Vols. Demy ivo. £1 tos. ntt.

Wood (Sir Evelyn). FROM MIDSHIP-
.MAN TO FIELD-MARSHAL. Illus-

trated. Ei/th Edition. Demy iv*. lu. id.

ntt.

THE REVOLT IN HINDUSTAN (1857.

59). Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. iv«.

js. td. ntt.

Wood (Lieut. W. B.) and Edmonds (Col.
J. E.). A HISTORY OK THE CIVIL
WAR IN THE UNITED STATES
(1861-65). With an Introduction by Sprnsbr
Wii.KlN-iON. With 24 Maps and Plans.

Third Edition. Demy ivo. i^s. ntt.

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS. With aa
Introduction and Notes by Nowbll C
Smith. Three Voiurnes. Demy iv*. iKi.

ntt.

Yeats (W. B.). A BOOK OK IRISH
VERSE. Third Edition. Cr. it>o. ts.mtl.
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Part II.—A Selection of Series

Ancient Cities

General Editor, Sir B. C. A. WINDLE

Cr. %vo, 6j. net each -voluine

With Illustrations by E, H. New, and other Artists

Bristol. Alfred Harvey.

Canterbury. J. C Cox.

Chester. Sir B. C. A. Windle.

Duni.lN, S. A. O. Fitzpatrick.

Edinburgh. M. G. Williamsoa

Lincoln. E. Mansel Sympson.

Shkkwsburv. T. Audcn.

Wells and Glastonbury. T. S. Holmes.

The Antiquary's Books

General Editor, J. CHARLES COX

Demy "ivo. \os. 6d. net each volume

With Numerous Illustrations

Ancient Painted Glass in England.
Philip Nelson.

AnCH/BOLOGY AND FaLSE ANTIQUITIES.
R. Munro.

Bells or England, Tub. Canon J. J.
Raven. Second Edition.

Brasses ok England, The. Herbert W.
Macklin. Third Edition.

Castles and Walled Towns of England,
The. a. Harvey.

Ckltic Art in Pagan and Christian
Times. J. Romilly Allen. Second Edition.

Churchwardens' Accounts. J. C. Cox.

Domesday Inquest, The. Adolphus Ballard.

English Church Furniture. J. C. Cox
and A. Harvey. Stcond Editien,

English Costume. From Prehistoric Timea
to the End of the Eighteenth Century.
George Clinch.

English Monastic Life. Cardinal Gasquet.
Fourth Edition.

English Seals. J. Harvey Bloom.

Folk-Lore as an Historical Science.
Sir G. L. Gomme.

Gilds and Companiks of London, Tins.

George Unwin.

Hermits and Anchorites of England,
The. Rotha Mary Clay.

Manor and Manorial Records, The.
Nathaniel J. Hone. Second Edition.

MEDiyBVAL Hospitals of England, The.
Rotha Mary Clay.

Old English Instruments of Music
F. W. Galpin. Second Edition.
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The Antiquary's Booka—coniinwad

Old English Libraries. Ernest A. Savage.

13

Old Skrvicb Books op thb English
Church. Christopher Wordsworth, and

Henry Littlcbales. Stcend Edilion.

Parish Life in MbdI/Cval England.
Cardinal Gasquet. Fourth Edition.

Parish Registers or England, The.

J.C. Cox.

Remains op the Prehistoric Age ik

England. Sir B. C A. Wimlle. Sicond
Edition.

Roman Era in Britain, The. J. Ward.

Romano-British Buildings and Earth-
works. J. Ward.

RovAL Forests ok England, The. J. C
Cox.

Schools op Medieval England, Tiik*.

A. F. Leach. Second Edition.

Shrines ok British Saints. J. C. Wall.

The Arden Shakespeare
General Editor—R. H. CASE

Demy %vo. 6j. tut each volurnt

An edition of Shakespeare in Single Plays ; each edited with a full Introduction,
Textual Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page

All's Well That Ends Wblu
Amtonv and Cleopatra. Third Edition.

As Yoo Like It.

Cv M BBi.i N K. Second Edition.

Comedy op Erkors, The.

Hamlet. Fourth Edition.

JvLius Caesar. Second Edilion.

King Hkmrv iv. Ft. l

King Hf-nrv v. Second Edition.

King Henry vi. Pt. i.

King Henry vi. Pt. ii.

King Henry vi. Pt. hi

King Hknrt vim.

King Leak. Second Edilion.

King Richard ii.

Kino Richard hi. .'Second Edition.

Like and Death op Ki.sg John, The.

Love's Laboor's Lost. Second Edition.

Macbeth. Second Edition.

Measure por Measure.
Merchant opVunick, The. Fourth Editii>n.

Mkkrv Wives op Windsor, The.
Midsummer Night's Dream, A.

Othelix). Second Edition.

Pericles.

Romeo and Juliet. Second Edition.

Sonnets and a Lover's Complaint.
Taming op the Shrew, The,

Temvest, The. Second Edition.

TiMOM OP Athens.
Titus Andronicus.

Troilus and Crkssida.

TwELPTH Night. Third Editi,>n.

Two Gentlemen op Verona, The.

Venus anu Adonis.

Winter's Tale. The.

Classics of Art

Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING

With numerous Illustrations, IVide Koyal %v»

Art op the Greeks, The. H. B. Walter*.

151. n*t.

Arr op the Romans, The. H. B. Walteri.

i6j. ntt.

Cmaidin. H. K. a. Fiirkt. 15^. mt.

DoNATELLO. Maud Crultwell. i&i. ntt.

F1.0RBNTINI Sculptors op thh Kknais-
tANCE. Wilhelm Itode. TiunUated by
Je'.«ie Haynes. iji. tut.

George Rumney. Arthur B. Chamberlain.

iji. net.
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Classics of Art—continued

Ghirlandaio. Gerald S. Davies. Second
Edition. i$s. net.

Lawrence. Sir Walter Armstrong, ^ss. net.

Michelangelo. Gerald S. Davies. 151.
net.

Raphael. A. P. Opp^. 15^. net

Rembrandt's Etchings. A. M. Hind.
Two Volumes. 25*. net.

RuBBMS. Edward DilloQ. 301. tut.

Tintoretto. Evelyn March Phillipps. id«.

net.

Titian. Charles Ricketts. i6i. net.

Turner's Sketches and Drawings. A. J.

Finberg. Second Edition. 15J. net.

Velazquez. A. de Beruete. 15*. net.

The 'Complete' Series

Fully Illustrated. Demy 8vo

Complbtb Amatkur Boxer, The. J. G.
Bohun Lynch. los. 6d. net.

Complete Association Footballer, The.
B. S. Evers and C. E. Hughes-Davies.
10s. 6d. net.

Complete Athletic Trainer, The, S. A.
Mussabini. los. 6d. net.

Complete Billiard Player, The. Charles
Roberts. 12s. 6d. net.

Complete Cook, The. Lilian Whitling.
los. bd. net.

Complete Cricketer, The. Albert E.
Knight. Second Edition. 10s. 6d. net.

Complete Foxhunter, The. Charles Rich-
ardson. Second Edition. j6s. net.

Complete Golfer, The. Harry Vardon.

Fifteenth Edition, Revised. 12s. 6d. net.

Complete Hockey-Player, The. Eustace
E. White. Second Edition, zos. 6d. net.

Complete Horseman, The. W. Scarth
Dixon. Second Edition. 12s. 6d. net.

Complete Jujitsuan, The. W. H. Garrud.

sx. net.

Complete Lawn Tennis Player, The.
A. Wallis Myers. Fourth Edition. 12s. 6d.
net.

Complete Motorist, The. Filson Young
and W. G. Aston. Revised Edition.
10s. 6d. net.

Complete Mountaineer, The. G. D.
Abraham. Second Edition. 16s. net.

Complete Oarsman, The. R. C. Lehmann.
1 2J. 6d. net.

Complete Photographer, The. R. Child

Bayley. Fifth Edition, Revised. j2S. 6d.
net.

Complete Rugby Footballer, on the New
Zealand System, The. D. Gallaher and
W. J. Stead. Second Edition. 12s.6d.net.

Complete Shot, The. G. T. Tcisdale-
Buckell. Third Edition, i6s.net.

Complete Swimmer, The. F. Sachs. lai.

6d. net.

Complete Yachtsman, The. B. Heckstall-
Smitb and E. du Boulay. Second Edition,
Revised. 16s. net.

The Connoisseur's Library

JVtih numerous Illustrations. Wide Royal 8vo. 255. net each volume

English Coloured Books. Martin Hardie.

English Furniture. F. S. Robinson.
Second Edition.

Etchings. Sir F. Wedmore. Second Edition.

European Enamels. Henry H. Cunyng-
hame.

Fine Books. A. W. Pollard.

Glass. Edward Dillon.

Goldsmiths' and Silversmiths' Work.
Nelson Dawson. Second Edition.

Illuminated Manuscripts. J. A. Herbert.
Second Edition.

Ivories. Alfred Maskell.

Jewellery. H. Clifford Smith. Second
Edition,

Mezzotints. Cyril Davenport.

Miniatures. Dudley Heath.

Porcelain. Edward Dillon.

Seals. Walter de Gray Birch.

Wood Sculpture. Alfred MaskelL
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Handbooks of English Church History

Edited by J. 11. BURN. Cro:tm 8vo. Ss. net etuk volumt

Foundations or thk English Chdkch, Thb.
J. H. Maude.

Saxon Church and thb Norman Conquest,
The. C T. Cmftwell.

Medi.«val Church ai^ the Papacy, The.
A. C. Jenniugs.

Reformation Period, The. Henry Gee

Struggle with Puritanism, The. Bruce
Blaxland.

Church of England in the Eighteenth
Cbntuev, The. Alfred Plummer.

Handbooks of Theology

Demy %vo

Doctrine of the Incarnation, The,
Ottley. Fifth Edition, i^t. tut.

R. L.

History of Early Christian Doctrine, A.

J. F. Belhune-Balcer. isj. tut.

Introduction to the History of Religion,
An. V.^.]KSQai. Stvtiiih Editum. i2J.6d.
tut.

Introduction to the History or the
Creeds, An. A. E. Burn. lu. td.

tut.

Philosophy of Religion in England and
America, Thk. Alfred Caldecott. 11s. 6d.

tut.

XXXIX Articles of the Church op Eng-
land, Thk. Edited by li, C. S. Gibson.
Ninth Edition. 15J. tut.

Health Series

Fcap, 8»o. 2s. 6d. net

Baby, The. Artbar Saunders.

Cake of thk Body, The. F. Cavanagb.
Care or the Teeth, The. A. T. Pitts.

KvKs OP OUR Children, The. N. Bishop
Harman.

Health for thk Midulb-Aged. Seymour
Tavlor. Third Edition.

Hkaltm of a Wijman, The. R. Murray
Leslie.

Health or THE Skim, The. George Pcrnet.

How TO Live Long. J. Walter Carr.

Prbvention of the Common Cold, Tin-
O. K. Williamson.

Staying the Plague. N. Bishop Harm.-in.

Thivoat and Ear Troublks. Maclcod
Yearslcy. Third Edition.

Tuberculosis. Clive Riviere.

Hbalth or THK Child, The, O. Hilton.
Stcond Edition, it. mrl.

The 'Home Life' Series

Illustrated. Demy Svo.

Home Life in Amrrica. Katherine G.

But)jey. S'iLond Edition. \i). bd. tut.

Home Life in China. I. Taylor Headland.
lu. bd. ntt.

Home Life in France. Mist Betbam
Edwardt. .Sixth Edition. 7/. bd. tut.

Home Life in Germany. Mri. A. Sidgwick.
Third Edition, u. W. tut.

Home Life in Mollanu. D. S. Meldrum.
Second Edition. lai. Cd. tut.

Hume Life in Italy. Llna Duff Cordon.
Third Edition, lu. bd. net.

Home Lii-k in Norway. li. K. Daniali.

Stcfnd Edition, ixi. bd. tut.

Home Life in Spain. S. L. Bciuuaao.

Second Edition, ixj. bd. tut.

Balkan Home Lii'E. Lucy M J. Gainctt.

HI. bit. tut.



i6 Methuen and Company Limited

Leaders of Religion

Edited by H. C. BEECHING. With Portraits

Crown 8vo. 3^. net each volume

Augustine of Canterbury. E. L. Cutts.

Bishop Butler. W. A. Spooner.

Bishop Wilbkrforce. G. W. Daniell.

Cardinal Manning. A. W. Hutton. Second
Edition.

Cardinal Newman. R. H. Hutton.

Charles Simeon. H. C. G. Moule.

George Fox, thb Quaker. T. Hodgkin.
Third Edition.

John Donne. Augustus Jessop.

John Howe. R. F. Horton.

John Keble. Walter Lock. Seventh Edition.

John Knox. F. MacCunn. Second Edition.

John Wesley. J. H. Overton.

Lancelot Andrewes. R. L. Ottley. Second
Edition,

Latimer. R. M. and A. J. Carlyle.

Thomas Chalmers. Mrs. Oliphant. Second
Edition.

Thomas Cranmer. A. J. Mason.

Thomas Ken. F. A. Clarke.

William Laud. W. H. Hutton. Fourth
Edition.

The Library

With Introductions and

Small Pott 8vo, cloth, ^s. net ;

y. 6d. net

Bishop Wilson's Sacra Privata.

Book of Devotions, A. Second Edition.

Christian Year, The. Fifth Edition.

Confessions of St. Augustine, Thb.
Ninth Edition, y. 6d. net.

Day Book from the Saints and Fathers,
A.

Death and Immortality.

Devotions from the Apocrypha.

Devotions of St. Anselm, Thb.

Devotions for Every Day in the Week
AND the Great Festivals.

Grace Abounding to the Chief of Sin-

ners.

Guide to Eternitt, A.

HoRAE Mysticae. A Day Book from the

Writings of Mystics of Many Nations.

Imitation of Christ, The. Eighth Edition.

Inner Way, The. Third Edition.

Introduction to the Devout Life, An.

of Devotion

(where necessary) Notes

also some volumes in leathery

each volume

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from
the German Mystics.

Little Book of Heavenly Wisdom, A.
A Selection from the English Mystics.

Lyra Apostolica.

Lyra Innocentium. Third Edition.

Lyra Sacra. A Book of Sacred Verse.
Second Edition.

Manual of Consolation from the Saints
AND Fathers, A.

On the Lovr of God.

Preces Privatae.

Psalms of David, The.

Serious Call to a Devout and Holy
Life, A. Fifth Edition.

Song of Songs, The.

Spiritual Combat, The,

Spiritual Guide, The. Third Edition.

Temple, The. Second Edition.

Thoughts of Pascal, The. Second Edition.
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Lltde BookB on Art

JVitA many Illustrations. Demy l6m<>. ^s. mt teuh njlumc

Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 30 to 40 Illustrations,

including a Frontispiece in Photogravure

Albrkcht Dt'RBR. L. J Allen.

Arts of Japan, The. E. Dillon. Third
Edition.

Bookplates. E. Almaclc

Botticelli. Mary L. Bonnor.

BuRNB-JoNES- F. de Lisle. Third Edition.

Cbluni. R. H- H. Cust.

Christian Symbolism. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Christ in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Claude. £. Dillon.

Constable. H. W. TompVini. Stcond
Edition.

Corot. a. PolUrd and E. Bimstingl.

Early English Water-Colour. C. E.

Hughes.

Enamels. Mrs. N. Dawson. Stcond Edition,

Frederic Leighton. A. Corkran.

Grorck Romney. G. Pastoo.

Greek .A.kt. H. B. Walters. Fi/tk Edition.

Greuzb and Boucher. E. F. PoUkrcl.

HoLJiEiH. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Jewellery. C. Davenport. Stcond Edition.

John Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton.

Sir Joshua Reynolds. J. Sime. Stcond
Edition.

Millet. N. Peacock. Stcend Edition.

Miniatures. C. Davenport, V.D., F.S.A.
Stci)Hd Edition.

Our Lady in Art. Mrs. H. Jenner.

Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst. Stcond Edition

Rodin. Muriel Ciolkowska.

Turner. F. Tyrrell-GilL

Vandvck. M. G. Smallwood.

Vblazqukz.
Gilhgrt.

W. Wilberforce and A. R.

Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley. Stcond Edition.

The Little Guides

With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs

Small Pott %vo. 4^. net each volume

The main features of these Guides are (l) a handy and charming form ; (2) illus-

trations from photographs and by well-known artists ; (3) good plans and maps ;

(4) an adctjuatc but compact presentation of everything that is interesting in the

n.itural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or district treated.

Cambridcb and its College*. A. H.

Tbompton. Fourth Edition, Reifiitd.

Channel Islands, The. E. E. BicknelL

Enclmh Lakes, The. F. G. UralianL

IfLE or Wight, The. G. Clinch.

L/>.*<ix>N. G. Qincb.

Malvrun Couhtkv, The. .Sir B.C. A.Win(lle.
Stcond JiditioH.

North Wale». A. T. Story.

Oxford and its Colleges. J. Wellv
T^nth Edition.

St. 1'aul's Cathedrai- G. Clinch.

Siiaki'.si'Kark's CitUNTRY. Sir n. C. A.

Windlr. Fi/lh Edition.

South Wai es. G. W. and J. H. Wad*.

Temple, The. H. M. I„ Bollot.

Wk^TMiNitTKK Abdev. G. E. Troutbcck,
Stcond HdilioH.
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The Little QuideB—continued

Bedfordshire and Huntingdonshire. H.
W. Macklin.

Berkshire. F. G. Brabant.

Buckinghamshire. E. S. Roscoe. Second
Ediiion, Revised.

Cambridgeshire. J. C. Cox.

Cheshire. W. M. Gallichan.

Cornwall. A. L. Salmon. Second Edition.

Derbyshire. J. C. Cox. Second Edition.

Devon. S. Baring-Gould. Fourth Edition.

Dorset. F. R. Heath. Fourth Edition.

Durham. J. E. Hodgkin.

Essex. J. C. Cox. Second Edition.

Gloucestershire. J. C. Cox. Second
Edition.

Hampshire. J. C. Cox. Third Edition.

Herefordshire. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

Hertfordshire. H. W. Tompkins.

Kent. J. C. Cox. Second Edition, Re-
written.

Kerry. C. P. Crane. Second Edition.

Leicestershire and Rutland. A. Harvey
and V. B. Crowther-Beynon.

Lincolnshire. J. C. Cox.

Middlesex. J. B. Firth.

Monmouthshire. G. W. and J. H. Wade.

Norfolk. W. A. Dutt. Fourth Edition,
Revised.

W. Dry. Second

J. E. Morris. sj.

Northamptonshire.
Edition, Revised.

Northumberland.
net.

Nottinghamshire. L. Guilford.

Oxfordshire. F. G. Brabant SecondEdition.

Shropshire. J. E. Auden. Second Edition.

Somerset. G. W. and J. H. Wade. Fourth
Edition.

Staffordshire. C. Masefield. Second Edi-
tion.

Suffolk. W. A. Dutt. Second Edition.

Surrey. J. C Cox. Third Edition, Re-
written.

Sussex. F. G. Brabant. Fifth Edition.

Warwickshire. J. C. Cox.

Wiltshire. F. R. Heath. Third Edition.

The East Riding. J. E.Yorkshire,
Morris.

Yorkshire,
Morris.

Yorkshire, The
Morris. 5;. net.

The North Riding. J. E.

West Riding. J. E.

Brittany. S. Baring-Gould. Second Edition.

Normandy. C. Scudamore. Second Edition.

Rome. C. G. EUaby.

Sicily. F. H. Jackson.

The Little Library

With Introduction, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces-

Small Pott 8vo. Each Volume, cloth, 2s. 6d. net ; also some volumes
in leather at y. 6d. net

Anon. A LITTLE BOOK OF ENGLISH
LYRICS. Second Edition. 3s. 6d. net.

Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU-
DICE. Two Volumes.

NORTHANGER ABBEY.

Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF
LORD BACON.

Barnett (Annie). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH PROSE. Third Edition.

Beckford (WiUlam). THE HISTORY OF
THE CALIPH VATHEK.

Blabe (William). SELECTIONS FROM
THE WORKS OF WILLIAM BLAKE.

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS FROM
THE EARLY POEMS OF ROBERT
BROWNING.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : With some later

Poems by George Canning.

Cowley (Abratiam). THE
ABRAHAM COWLEY.

ESSAYS OF
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The Little Library—continued

Crabb« (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE CRABUE.

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW.

Daote All^hUrl. PURGATORY.
PARADISE.

Dorley (George). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY.

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. Sectm^

Locker (P.). LONDON LYRICS.

Marvall (Andrew). THE POEMS OF
ANDREW MARVELL.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS OF
JOHN MILTON.

llolr(D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH.

Hlchols(Bowyer). A LITTLE BOOK OF
ENGLISH SONNETS.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED
ADDRESSES.

A SENTIMENTALSterne (Laurencu).
JOURNEY.

Tennyson (Alfred. Lord). THE EARLY
POE.MS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY-
SON.

IN MEMORIAM.
THE PRINCESS.
MAUD.

Yaughan (Henry). THE POEMS uF
HENRY VAUGHAN.

Waterhouie (Elizabeth). A LI'ITI.K
r.OOK OF LIFE AND DEAlli.
Nitutecnth Edition.

Wordsworth (W.). SELECTIONS FROM
THE POEMS OF WILLIAM WORDS-
WORTH.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (3. T.).
LYRICAL BALLADS. Third Edition.

The Little Quarto Shakespeare

Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes

Poll l6mo. 40 Volumes. Leather, price is. gd. net each volume

Miniature Library

Demy ^imo. Leather, 3^. 6t/. net eaeh volume

F.uPHRANos: A.Dialogue OD Yuutb. Edward
Fil/Crrald.

Thk KubaivAt or Omar KiiAVviM. Edward

I
Poi-ONius; or, Wise S.iws and Moilcrn In-

I stances. Eihvard Fit/Ger.ilil.

J FitzGeralU. J-i/th Edition. Cloth, it. tut.

The New Library of Medicine

Edited by C. W. SALEEBY. Demy Svo

Air and Hkalth. Ronald C. Macfie. Second
Edition. loi. td. nit.

Garb or thk Bodv, Thk. F. Cavanagh.
Htcond Edition. lui. iid. ntt.

Cmilorkn or thk Nation, Thb. Tbe RigLt

Hoo. Sir John Gor«t. Second Edition.

lOf. ()d. ntt.

DKUC* AMD THK DxUU HaBIT.

bury. to/. (»d. net.

H. Saios-

FuNCTiONAL Nkkvk Diskasks. A. T. Scho*
6eld. \ox. td. ntt.

HvciKNKOF Mind, Thk. Sit T. S. Cloiulon.

Sixth Edition, tat. Od. ntt.

Infant Moktautv. Sir George Newittan.

loj. 6d. ntt.

Pkxvkntion or Tubkkcuu>im (Consump
Tion), Vhk. Artliur Ncwibuluie. .SVtv»>'

Edition. lU. &/. ntt.
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The New Library of Music
Edited by ERNEST NEWMAN. Illustrated. Demy ivo. los. 6d. vet

Brahms. J. A. FuUer-Maitland.
Edition.

Sictmd Handkl. R. a. Streatleild. Second Edition.

Hugo Wolf. Ernest Newman.

Oxford Biographies
Illustrated. Fcap. ivo. Each volume, cloth, 45. net ;

also some in leather, ^s. net

Dante Alighieri. Paget Toynbee.
Edition.

Fifth

GiROLAMO Savonarola. E. L. S. Horsburgh.
Sixth Edition.

JoHM Howard. E. C. S. Gibsou.

Sir Walter Raleigh. I. A. Taylor.

Chatham. A. S. McDowalL

Canning. W. Alison Phillips.

Nine Plays
Fcap. %vo. 3j. (id.

Across the Border. Beulah Marie Dix.

Honeymoon, The. A Comedy in Three Acts.
Arnold Bennett. Third Ediiion.

Great Adventure, The. A Play of Fancy in

Four Acts. Arnold Bennett. Fourth Edition.
Milestones. Arnold Bennett and Edward
Knoblock. Eighth Edition.

Ideal Husband, An. Oscar Wilde. Acting
Edition.

net

Edward Knoblock. Third Ed!-Kismet.
tion.

Typhoon. A Play in Four Acts.

Lengyel. English Version by
Irving. Second Edition.

Ware Case, The. George Pleydell.
General Post. J. E. Harold Terry. Second
Edition.

Melchior
Laurence

Flying, All About,

Golf Do's and Dont's.

Editidk.

Sport Series
Illustrated. Fcap. Svo. 2s. tut

Gertrude Bacon.

Stancliffe.' Sixth

Golfing Swing, The.
Fourth Edition.

How TO Swim. H. R. Austin.
Wrestling. P. Longhurst.

Burnham Hare.

The States of Italy
Edited by E. ARMSTRONG and R. LANGTON DOUGLAS

Illustrated. Demy %vo

Milan under the Sforza, A History of. I Verona, A History of. A. M. Allen.
Cecilia M. Ady. xis. td. net.

\ 15,?. net.

Perugia, A History of. W. Heywood. 15J. mi.

The Westminster Commentaries
General Editor, WALTER LOCK

Demy %vo

Acts of the Apostles, The. R. B. Rack-
ham. Seventh Edition, i&j. net.

Amos. E. A. Edghill. 8j. 6</. net.

Corinthians, I. H. L. Goudge. Fourth
Edition. %s. 6d. net.

Exodus. A. H. M'Neile. Second Edition.
1 5J. nut.

EzEKiEL. H. A. Redpath. i^s. td. net.

Genesis. S. R. Driver. Tenth Edition.
i6s. net.

Hebrews. E. C Wiokh.im. 8*. 6rf. net.

Isaiah. G. W. Wade. i&r. net.

Jeremiah. L. E. Binns. i6i. net.

Job. E. C. S. Gibson. Second Edition.
8j. td. net.

Pastoral Epistles, The. E. F. Brown.
8j. td. net.

Philippians, The. Maurice Jones. 8,t. td.

net.

St. James. R. J. Knowling. Second Edi-
tion. 8.r. Cd. net.

St. Matthew. P. A. Micklem. 15J. net.
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Young Botanist, Thk. W
C. S. Cooper. 6s. net.

VOUNG CARrSNTBK, ThE.

YoDMG Elbctkician, The.
StccnJ Edition. 6j. net.

Tho 'Young' Series

lUustrattd. Cr<noii Svo

P. Westell and

Cyiil Hall. ts.

Hammond Hall.

YouKc; Encinebr, Thh.
Third Edition, dr. ntt.

Young Naturalist, The.
Tt. dd. net.

Young Ornithologist, Thb.
6j. net.

Hammond HalL

W. I'. WestelL

\V. P. WestelL

Methuen's Cheap Library

Fcap. %vo, 2s. net

All Things Considbkbd. G. K. Chesterton.

BrsT or Lamb, Thr. Edited by E. V. Lacas.

Blub Bird, The. Maurice Maeterlinck.

Charle-s Dickens. G. K. CUesterton.

Ch\kmides, and other Poems. Oscar
Wilde.

ChitrAl : The Story of a Minor Siege. Sir

G. S. Robertson.

Customs or Old England, The. F. J.

.Snell.

Dk PnoruNDis. Oscar Wilde.

Famous Wits, A Book or. W. Jerrold.

FhOM MiD.SKirMAN TO KlBLD-MARSHAU
ifir Evelyn Wood, F.M., V.C.

Harvest Home. E. V. Lucas.

HiLL^ ANU Titc Sea. Hilaire Belloc.

Ideal Hus»anp, An. Oscar Wilde.

iMPORTANrE or BEING EARNEST, TllO.

Oscar Wilde.

Intkntions. Oscar Wilde.

Jake Austen and her Times. G. E.
Mitton.

John Boves, King or the Wa-K.ikuvu.
John Uoye*.

Lady Windermere's Kan. OiKar Wilde.

Letters rROM a SKi.r-MADB Mektthant
to his So«. George Horace Lorimor.

LirE or John Ruskin, '1 ue. W. G. CoUing-
wood.

LirE or Robert Louis Stevenson, The.
Graham Balfour.

Little or Everything, A. E. V. Luras.

Lord Arthur Savilb's Crime. Oicar Wilde.

LofE or THE Honkt-Bex, The. Tickncr
Edwacdei.

Man and the UNivr.RSE. Sir Oliver Lodge.

Mary MAbi>ALaNB. M>urlcc Matlerlincb.

Mirror of the Sea, The. J. Conr.nd.

Mixed Vintagk.s. E V. Lucas.

MonifRN Pkobl8M.<;. Sir Oliver Lodge.
My Childhood and Boyhood. Leo Tolstoy.
My Youth. Leo Tol.stoy.

Old Country Life. S. Baring.Gould.
Old Time Parson, The. P. H. Ditch-

fitld.

On P:vkrvthing. Hilaire Belloc.

On Nothing. Hil,-»ire Bellcc.

Osc/vn WiLDK : A Critical Study. Arthur
Ransome.

Picked Comkanv, A. Hilaire Belloc.

Reason and lii'.MKP. Sir OIi>-er Lodge.
R. L. S. Francis Walt.

SciRNCE FROM AN Easv Chaim. Sir Ray
Lankexter.

Selected Pobms. Oscar Wilde.

Selected Prose. Oscar Wilde.

SiiErHERDS LirE, A. W. H. Hudson.

Shilling roi< mv Thoughts, A. G. K.
Chesterton.

Social Evils and their Remedy. Leo
Tolstoy.

Some LETTRRsur R. L. Stevenson. Selected

bjr Lloyd Osbourne.

SuBSTANCB or Faith, The. Sir Oliver

Lodge.

Survival of Man, The. Sir Oliver I^dge.
Tower or Ix)ndon, The. R. Duvey.
Two ADMIKAI.S. Admiral John Moresby.
Vaimma Lrtteks. Ro)>ert Ix>uiB Slevcnaoo.

Vaiiietv Lane. E. V. I.ucaa.

Vicar or Morwenhtow, The. S. Baring-
Gould.

Woman or no iMroBTANCK, A. 0«car
Wildc

A 'i4>lat:tUn t^lf
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Books for TraYellers

Crown %vo. 8j. 6d. net each

Each volume contains a number of Illustrations in Colour

Avon and Shakespeare's Country, The.
A. G. Bradley. Second Edition.

Black Forest, A Book of the. C. E.

Hughes.

Cities of Lombardt, The. Edward Hutton.

Cities of Romagna and the Marches,
The. Edward Hutton.

Cities of Spain, The. Edward Hutton.

fifth Edition.

Cities of Umbria, The. Edward Hutton.

Fifth Edition.

Florence and Northern Tuscany, with
Genoa. Edward Hutton. Third Edition.

Land of Pardons, The (Brittany). Anatole
Le Braz. Fourth Edition.

London Revisited. E. V. Lucas. Third
Edition. %s. 6d. net.

Naples. Arthur H. Norway.
tion. Ss. 6d. net.

Naples and Southern Italy,
Hutton.

Fourth Edi-

Edward

Naples Riviera, The.
Second Edition.

H. M. Vaughan.

New Forest, The. Horace G. Hutchinson.
Fourth Edition.

Norway and its Fjords. M. A. Wyllie.

Rome. Edward Hutton. Third Edition.

Round about Wiltshire. A. G. Bradley.
Third Edition.

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward
Hutton. Second Edition.

Skirts of the Great City, The. Mrs. A.
G. Bell. Second EdiHon.

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton.

Wanderer in Florence, A. E. V. Lucas.
Sixth Edition.

Wanderer in Paris, A.
Thirteenth Edition.

Wanderer in Holland, A.
Sixteenth Edition.

Wanderer th London, A.

Eighteenth Edition.

Wanderer in Venice, A,
Second Edition.

E. V. Lucas.

E. V. Lucas.

E. V. Lucas.

E. V. Lucas.

Some Books on Art

Art, Ancient and Medieval. M. H.

BuUey. Illustrated. Crown Zvo. js. td.

net.

British School, The. An Anecdotal Guide
to the British Painters and Paintings in the

National Gallery. E. V. Lucas. Illus-

trated. Fcap. Zvo. 6s. net.

Decorative Iron Work. From the xith

to the xvillth Century. Charles ffoulkes.

Royal \to. £2 w. net.

Francesco Guardi, 1712-1793. G. A.

Simonson. Illustrated. Imperial ^to.

£2 2s. net.

Illustrations of the Book of Job.
William Blake. Quarto. £t. ij. net.

Italian Sculptors. W. G. Waters. Illus-

trated. Crown Qvo. js. td. net.

Old Paste. A. Beresford Ryley. Illustrated,

Royal ^to. £2 2s. net.

One Hundred Masterpieces of Sculpture.
With an Introduction by G. F. Hill. Illus-
trated. Demy ivo. tas. 6d. net.

Royal Academy Lectures on Painting.
George Clausen. Illustrated. Crown ivo.

js. 6d. net.

Saints in Art, The. Margaret E. Tabor.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Fcap. Zvo.

5J. net.

Schools of Painting. Mary Innes. Illus-

trated. Second Edition. Cr. 8zw. 8j. net.

Celtic Art in Pagan and Christian Times.
J. R. Allen. Illustrated. Second Edition,
Demy 8r#. los. fid. net.
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Some Books on Italy

Florence and her Treasdres. H. M.
Vauyban. lllu:.(raied. Fcap. Zvo. ds. net.

Florkncb and the Cities of Northern
Tuscany, with Genoa. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8po.

U. U. net.

LoMBARDY, The Cities or. Edw.-ird Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. 8tx>. 8j. td. net.

Milan under the Sforza, A History or.

Cecilia M. Ady. Illustrated. Demy %vo.

\T4. ()d. ntt.

Naples : Past and Present. A. H. Norway.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr. ivc.

ex. td. ntt.

NAfLPs Riviera, The. H. M. Vaugban.
Illustrated. Stcond Edition. Cr. 8t'o.

8j. <>d. net.

Naples and Southern Italy. E. Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. tve. 8j. td. ntt.

Perugia, A History op. William Heywood.
Illustrated. Dtmy SfO. 15J. net.

Rome. Edward Hutton. Illustrated. Third
Edilim. Cr. 8w>. &». bd. net.

RriMACNA AND THE MARCHES, ThB CiTIES
OP. Edward Hutton. Cr. Bro. 8r. td
ntt.

Rome. C. G. Ellaby. Illostrnted. Small
t'olt %vo. +». net.

Sicily. K. H. Jackton. Illustrated. Small
Pott Bro. 4J. ntt.

Sicily : The New Winter Resort. DouRlas
Sladen. Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr.
8ro. js. td. net.

Siena and Southern Tuscany. Edward
Hutton. Illustrated. Secomi Edition. Cr.
ivo. is. td net.

Umhria, The Citifs or. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Fi/th Edition. Cr. 8r*.
Bj. td ntt.

Venice and Venetia. Edward Hutton.
Illustrated. Cr. Zvo. 8j. td. net.

Venice on Foot. H. A. Douglas. Illus-

trated. Stcond Edition. Fcaf. ZfO, tt. ntt.

Venice and her Treasures. H. A.

Douglas. Illustrated. Fcap. tvo. ts. net.

Vf.rona, a
Illustrated.

History op. A. M. Allen.

Demy ivo. 1 5J. net.

Dantk Alichieki : His Life and Work.s.

Paget Toynbce. Illu.straled. Fovrth Edi-
tion. Cr. ivo. ts. net.

Lakes or Northekn Italy, The. Richard

Bagot. Illustrated. Second Edition. Fcap.
Stv. ts. net.

Savonarola, Girolamo. E. L. S. Horsburgb.
Illustrated. Fourth Edition, Cr. ivo.

ti. net.

Skies Italian : A Little Breviary for Tra-
vellers in Italy. Ruth S. Phelpt. Fcap.tiD».

yi. ntt.



24 Methuen and Company Limited
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filbanesl (B. Maria). I KNOW A
MAIDEN. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. js.
net.

THE GLAD HEART. Fi/ik Edition. Cr.

Zvo. js. net.

Anmonler (Stacy).
Cr. Zvo. js. net.

Bagot (Richard).
SERRAVALLE.
Zvo. ys. net.

OLGA BARDEL.

THE HOUSE OF
TAird Edition. Cr.

Bailey (H. C). THE SEA CAPTAIN.
Third Edition. Cr. %vo. js. nut.

THE HIGHWAYMAN. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo. js. net.

THE GAMESTERS. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo. JS. net.

THE YOUNG LOVERS.' Second Edition.
Cr. Zvo. JS. net.

Baring - Gould (B.). THE BROOM-
SQUIRE. Illustrated. Et/th Edition. Cr.
Zvo. JS. net.

Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF
ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. js.

H4t.

THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. JS. net.

THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition.
Cr. Zvo.

'

JS. net.

Begble (Harold). THE CURIOUS AND
DIVERTING ADVENTURES OF SIR
JOHN SPARROW, Bakt. ; or, The
Progress of an Open Mind. Second
Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

Belloc (H.). EMMANUEL BURDEN,
MERCHANT. Illustrated. Second Edi-
tion, Cr. Zvo. JS. net.

Bennett (Arnold). CLAYHANGER.
Twelfth Edition. Cr. Zvo. Zs. net.

HILDA LESSWAYS.
Cr. Zi>o. 7T. ntt.

Eighth Edition.

THESE TWAIN. Fourth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. JS. net.

THE CARD. Thirteenth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

•JS. net.

THE REGENT : A Five Towns Story of
Adventure in London. Fifth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. JS. net.

THE PRICE OF LOVE. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. JS. net.

BURIED ALIVE. Ninth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. JS. net.

A MAN FROM THE NORTH. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

THE MATADOR OF THE FIVE TOWNS.
Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

WHOM GOD HATH JOINED. A New
Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

A GREAT MAN: A FnoLic. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

Benson (E. F.). DODO : A Detail of the
Day. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. js.
net.

Birmingham (George A.). SPANISH
GOLD. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. Zvo. js.
net.

THE SEARCH PARTY. Tenth Edition.
Cr. Zvo. JS. net.

LALAGE'S LOVERS. Third Edition. Cr.
Zvo. JS. net.

GOSSAMER. Fourth Edition. Cr. Zvo. js.
net.

THE ISLAND MYSTERY. Second Edi.
tion. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

THE BAD TIMES. Second Edition. Cr.
Zvo JS. net.

Bowen (Marjorle). I WILL MAINTAIN.
Ninth Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

DEFENDER OF THE FAITH. Seventh
Edition. Cr, Zvo. js. net.

WILLIAM, BY THE GRACE OF GOD.
Second Edition. Cr. Zu«. 7s. net.
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GOD AND THE KING. Sijttk Edition.
Cr. 8r*. jt. Htf.

PRINCE AND HERETIC. Tkinl BJitioM.
Cr. 81W. 7/. Ht:.

A KNIGHT OF SPAIN. Thini Edition.
Cr. Sew. Jt. nst.

THE QUEST OF GLORY. Third Edition.
Cr. Sew. Ti. mt.

THE GOVERNOR OF ENGLAND. Third
Edition. Cr. ivo. 7/. net.

THE CARNIVAL OF FLORENCE. Fifth
Edition. Cr. Ivo. js. net.

MR. WASHINGTON. Third Edition. Cr.
ivo. Jt. net.

"BECAUSE OF THESE THINGS. . . ."

Third Edition, Cr. 8po. jt. ntt.

THE THIRD ESTATE. Stctnd Edition.
Cr. 8c#. Jt. ntt.

Burroughs (Ed<ar Rlc«). THE RETURN
OF TARZAN. J-cap. Sfo. 2t. net.

THE BEASTS OF TARZAN. S*cond
Edition. Cr. ivo. 6t. net.

THE SON OF TARZAN. Cr. tvt. jt. tut.

A PRINCESS OF MARS. Cr.t^o. it. ntt.

CMUa (Agnei and Bgirton). THE
GOLDEN BARRIER. Third Edition.
Cr. itM. Jt. ntt.

Conrad (JoiepJi), A SET OF SIX. Fourth
Edition. Cr. Btx). jt. ntt.

VICTORY : Ak Island Tal«. Sinth
Edition. Cr. ivo. 9*. net.

Conyeri (Dorothea). SANDY MARRIED.
{•i/lh Edition. Cr. ivo. Jt. net.

OLD ANDY. Fourth Edition. Cr. %vo. jt.

net.

THE BLIGHTING OK BARTRAM. Third
Edition. Cr. Bp*. jt. net.

B. E. N. Cr Irt. Jt. ntt.

Corein (MarU). A ROMANCE OF TWO
WORLDS, ihtrty-fi/th Edition. Cr. ivo.

Jt. 6d. net.

VENDKTIA ; o», Tiir. Stohv of Owe Fo»-
r;oTT«»«. Thirtjr-J^/th Edition. Cr. ivo.

it. net.

THELMA: A No«wiu;iah Piinck^s.

Fijtyninth Edition. Cr. ivo. it. 6d. net.

ARDATH: Tn« Stohv or a D«au SEi.r.

Txamty-feurlh Edition. Cr. iv. jt. M.
mt.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Tn-entit/i
Edition. Cr. Rrw. jt. net.

WORMWOOD: A Drama op Paris.

T'wentj'-ttcond Edition. Cr. ivo. St. net.

BARABBAS: A Dbeam of the Woklos
Tracbdv. Fi/ticth Edition. Ct. 8rv. ii.

net.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Sixty-third
Edition. Cr. ivo. ji. net.

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Eighttcnth
Edition. tS^th Thoutand. Cr. 8ro.

it. bd. net.

TEMPORAL POWER: A Studv in

Supremacy. Second Edition. iy>th
Thouiand. Cr. ivo. 6j. net.

GOD'S GOOD MAN : A Simile Love
.Story. Tutntieth Edition. ^i<)th Thou-
sand. Cr. ivo. it. M. net.

HOLY ORDERS : The Tragedy of a

Quiet Life. Third Edition. iitit

7'houtmnd. Cr. ivo. Zs. td. net.

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Thirtyti.xlk
Edition. Cr. ivo. jt. 6d. ntt.

BOY : A Skf.tch. Twentieth Edition. Cr.

ivo. 6t. net.

CAMEOS. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. ivo.

tt. net.

THE LIFE EVERLASTING. Eighth Edi-

tion. Cr. ivo. is. 6d. net.

CrookeU (8. R.). LOCHINVAR. Illu.<-

trated. Fifth Edition. Cr. ivo. jt. net.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Second
Edition. Cr. ivo. jt. net.

Doyle (Sir A. Conan). ROUND THE RED
LAMP. Twei/'th Edition. Cr. ivo. jt.

net.

Dudeney (Mrs. H.). THIS WAY OUT.
Cr. fiv*. Jt. net.

Fry (B. and 0. B.). A MOTHER'S SON.
F{/!k Edition Cr. it>o. Jt. net.

Harraden (Beatrice). THE GUIDING
in READ. .Second Edition. Cr. tvo.

Jt. net.

HIchens (Robert). THE PROPHET Ol'

BEKKEI.KV SQUAKK. Second Edition.

Cr. &V0. Jt. net.

TONGUE.S or CONSCIENCE. Fmrih
Edition. Cr. «fM. ji. net.
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FELIX : Three Years in a Life. Seventh
Edition. Cr. Svo. js. net.

THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Eighth
Edition. Cr. %vo. yf. net.

BYEWAYS. Cr. Zvo. ys. net.

THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Twenty-
sixth Edition. Illustrated. Cr. ivo. 8j. (>d.

net.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Ninth
Edition. Cr. &vo. Ss. 6d. net.

BARBARY SHEEP. Second Edition. Cr.

Zvo. ts. net.

THE DWELLERON THE THRESHOLD.
Cr. Zvo. js. net.

THE WAY OF AMBITION. Fi/tk Edi-

tion. Cr. 8vo. 7S. net.

IN THE WILDERNESS. Third Edition.

Cr. &V0. js. net.

Hope (Anthony). A CHANGE OF AIR.
Sixth Edition. Cr. Zvo. js. net.

A MAN OF MARK. Seventh Edition. Cr.

Zvo. Ts. net.

THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN-
TONIO. Sixth Edition. Cr. ivo. 7s.

net.

PHROSO. Illustrated. J^'intA Edition. Cr.

&V0. ys. net.

SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.

Cr, Bvo. 7s. net.

THE KING'S MIRROR. Fi/tk Edition.

Cr. Svo. 7s. net.

QUISANTfi. Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo. 7s.

net.

THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. 8vo. 7s.

net.

TALES OF TWO PEOPLE. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Svo. 7s. net.

A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 7s. net.

MRS. MAXON PROTESTS. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

A YOUNG MAN'S YEAR. Second Edition.

Cr. &V0. 7s. net.

Hyne (C. J. Cutoliffe). MR. HORROCKS,
PURSER. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo 7s.

net.

FIREMEN HOT. Fourth Edition. Cr.

Zvo. 75. net.

CAPTAIN KETTLE ON THE WAR-
PATH. Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

RED HERRINGS. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES,
Thirty-third Edition. Cr. Zvo. y. net.

Also Cr. Zvo. zs. 6d. net.

SEA URCHINS. Nineteenth Edition. Cr.
Zvo. 5s. net.

Aiso Cr. Sva. 3X. 6d. net.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated.

Eleventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. sj. net.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Fifteenth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. $s. net.

THE SKIPPER'S WOOING. Twelfth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 51-. net.

ATSUNWICHPORT. Illustrated. Eleventh
Edition. Cr. Zvo. ss. net.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Eightk
Edition. Cr. Zvo ss. net.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated, l^fth Edition.

Cr. Zv». ss. net.

THE LADY OF THE BARGE. Illustrated.

Tenth Edition. Cr. iiDO, y. net.

SALTHAVEN. Illustrated. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 5J. net.

SAILORS' KNOTS. Illustrated. Sixth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 55. net.

SHORT CRUISES. Third Edition. Cr
Zvo. is. net.

King (Basil). THE LIFTED VEIL. Cr.
Zvo. 7s. net.

Lethbrldge (Sybil C). ONE WOMAN'S
HERO. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

London (Jack). WHITE FANG. Ninth
Edition. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

Lowndes (Mrs. BeUoc). THE LODGER.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

Lncas (B. y.). LISTENER'S LURE: An
Oblique Narration. Twelfth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6j. net.

OVER BEMERTON'S: An Easy-going
Chronicle. Sixteenth Edition. Fcap.
Zvo. 6s. net.

MR. INGLESIDE. Thirteenth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. is. net.

LONDON LAVENDER. Twelfth Edition.

Fcap. Zvo. 6s. ttet.

LANDMARKS. Fifth Edition. Cr. Zvo.

fs. net.

THE VERMILION BOX. Fifth Edition.

Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN,
NOVELIST. 44^A Thousand. Cr. Zvo.

Ss. net.
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MoKenna (Stephen). SONIA: r.RTwKKN
Two Worlds. SixtetniA Edition. Cr. ivo.
Bf. $tt.

NINETY-SIX HOURS' LEAVE. Fi/tit
Edition. Cr. 8ro. 7J. net.

THK SIXTH SENSE. Cr. 8n>. (>s.n*t.

MIDAS & SON. Cr. St-o. 8j. tut.

Macnau^htan (S.). M-.TER AND JANE.
E'ourth Edition. Cr. %vo. js. tut.

Walot (Lucas). THE HISTORY OF SIR
RICHARD CAL.MADY: A Romance.
SeveniA Edition. Cr. ivo. js. tut.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Sixtttntk Edition.
Cr. 8t>c. -js. Hit.

THE CARISSIMA. Ft/tk Edition. Cr
Zvo. JS. Hit.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fi/ih Edi-
tion, Cr. Zvo. 7*. net.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Illustrated. Ainth Edition. Cr. ivo. 7J.
net.

aiaiwell (W. B.). VIVIEN. Thirteenth
Edition. Cr. &fo. -js. net.

THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi-
tion. Cr. ivo. fs. tut.

ODD LENGTHS. Second Edition. Cr. Btv.

7/. tut.

HILL RISE. Fourth Edition. Cr.lve. jt.
tut.

THE REST CURE. Fonrth Edition. Cr.
%vo. Ji. net.

mine (A. A.). THE DAY'S PLAY. Sixth
Edition. Cr. %vo. 71. tut.

ONCE A WEEK. Cr.lvo. yi.net.

Morrison (Arthur), TALES OF MEAN
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr.Zvo. 71.
tut.

A CH 1 1.D O K THE J AGO. Sixth Edition.
Cr. tvo. jt. tut.

THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth
Edition. Cr. ivo. ji. net.

DIVERS VANITIE.S. Cr. 8p#. yt.net.

Oppenhelm (E. Phillips). MASTER OF
Ml-.N. lijfth Rditinn. Cr. ioo. ys.net.

THE MISSING DELORA. Illuitrated.

Fourth Editioti, Cr. ivo. ys. net.

THF, DOUHLE LIFE OF MR. ALFRED
KURTON. Second Editiott. Cr. ivo. jt.
tut.

A PEOPLE'S MAN. Third Edition. Cr.
lew. 7/. Ktt.

MR. GKEX OF MONTE CARLO. Third
Edilirn. Cr. 8«w. 71. met.

THE VANISHEDMESSENGER. SeconA
Edition. Cr. Sro. 7/. tut.

THE HILLMAN. Cr. Bw. yt.net.

Oxenhani (John). A WEAVER OF
WEBS. Illustraied. Fifth Edition. Cr.
iio. ys. net.

PROFIT AND LOSS. Sixth Edition,
Cr. iz-o. ys. net.

THE SONG OF HYACINTH, and Othm
Stories. Second Edition. Cr. ivo. ys.
tut.

LAURISTONS. Fourth Edition. Cr. bvo.

ys. net.

THE COIL OF CARNE. Sixth Editithu
Cr. ivo. ys. tut.

THE QUEST OF THE GOLDEN ROSE.
E'ourth Edition. Cr. ivo. ys. tut,

MARY ALL-ALONE. Third Edition. Cr.
ivo. ys. tut.

BROKEN SHACKLES. Fourth Edition.
Cr. ivo. ys. tut.

"1914." Third Edition, Cr. ivo, ys.net.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS
PEOPLE. Seventh Edition. Cr. ivo. ys.
net.

MRS. FALCHION. Fi/th Edition, Cr.
ivo. ys. tut.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE.
Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo. ys. net.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Illus-

trated. Tetith Edition, Cr. ivo. ys. tut.

WHEN VALMONDCAME TO PONTIAC :

Thk Storv of a Lost N avolkon. Seventh
Edition. Cr. ivo. ys. tut.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH:
The Last Adventukks op ' Prktty
Pierre.' Fi/th Edition. Cr. ivo. yt.tut.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY, lllui-

traled. Tvjttxtieth Edition. Cr. ivo. fs.

net.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: A
Romance or Two Kingixims. liliiNiraied.

Ser/tnth Edition. Cr. 8rw. ys. tut.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Third Edition. Cr. itt. tt. net.

NORTHERN LICIHTS. Fourth Editioet.

Cr. 8t>o. ys. tut.

Pcrrin (Alice). THE CHARM. Fi/tk
Edition. Cr. Bfo. yi. net.

PhlllpotU(E<len). Clill.DRKN OF THE
MIST. .Sixth Edition. Cr. 8cw. jt. net.
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THE HUMAN BOY. Witb a Frontispiece.
SevcKtk Edition. Cr. Zvo. ys. net.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second Rdi-
turn. Cr. %vo. js. net.

THE RIVER. Ji-anrtA Edition. Cr.Sve. yj.
Met.

THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth
Edition, Cr. %vo. js. net.

DEMETER'S DAUGHTER. Third Edi-
tion. Cr. ivo. JS. net.

THE HUMAN BOY AND THE WAR.
Third Edition. Cr. %vo. "js. net.

Rldgo (W. Pott). A SON OF THE
STATE. Third Edition. Cr. Zve. 7s.
net.

THE REMINGTON SENTENCE. Third
Edition. Cr. ivo. ys. net.

MADAME PRINCE.
8t/o. Js. net.

Second Edition. Cr.

TOP SPEED
ys. net.

SPECIAL PERFORMANCES
6^. net.

THE BUSTLING HOURS. Cr. %vo.

net.

Second Edition. Cr. %vo.

Cr. ^vo.

ys.

Rohmer (Sax). THE DEVIL DOCTOR.
Third Edition, Cr. ivo. ys, net.

THE SI-FAN MYSTERIES. Second Edi-
tion. Cr. %vo. ys. net,

TALES OF SECRET EGYPT. Cr. Svo.
6s, net.

THE ORCHARD OF TEARS.
&r. net.

Cr. Svo.

Swinnarton (F.). SHOPS AND HOUSES.
Cr. 800, ys. nti.

Y/cUa (H. G.). BEALBY. I'^i/tk Edition.
Cr. ivo. ys. net.

WilUarason (C. N. and K. H.). THE
LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : Thb
Strange Adventures of a Motor Car.
Illustrated. Twenty-second Edition. Cr.
ivo. ys. net.

THE PRINCESS PASSES: A Romance
OF A Motor. Illustrated. Ninth Edition.
Cr. &V0. ys. net.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Nineteenth Edition. Cr. 87aj. ys. net.

SCARLET RUNNER. Illustrated. Fourth
Edition. Cr. ivo. ys. net.

LORD LOVELAND DISCOVERS
AMERICA. Illustrated. Second Edition.
Cr. ZvB. Js. net.

THE GOLDEN SILENCE. Illustrated.

Eighth Edition. Cr. Zvo. ys. net.

THE GUESTS OF HERCULES. Illus-

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. %ve. ys. net.

IT HAPPENED IN EGYPT. Illustrated.

Seventh Edition. Cr. Zvo. ys. net.

A SOLDIER OF THE LEGION. Secorui

Edition. Cr. Zvo. ys. r^t.

THE SHOP GIRL. Cr. Zvo. ys, net.

THE LIGHTNING CONDUCTRESS.
Third Edition. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

SECRET HISTORY. Cr. Zvo. 7s. net.

THE LOVE PIRATE. Illustrated. Third
Edition. Cr. Zvo. ys. net.

Also Cr. Zvo. 3s. 6d. net.

CRUCIFIX CORNER. Cr. Zvo. 6s. net.

WilRon (Bomor), MARTIN SCHULER.
Cr. Sfw. It, ti«t.

Books for Boys and Girls

Illuxtrated. Crown livo. ^s. tut.

Gbtting Well of Dorothy, The.
W. K. Clifford. 6s, net.

Mrs.

Girl ok thb People, A. L. T. Meade.

Honourable Miss, The. L. T. Meade.

Master Rockafkllar's Voyage. W. Clark
Russell.

Red Grange, The. Mrs. Molesworth.

There v/as once a Prince. Mrs. M. E.
MaoD.
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Methaen's Cheap Novels

Afli^. Svo. 2s, net.

Aeakoonso. W. Cl«rlc Russell.

AuvKKTOUBSor Dr. Whittv, Thk. George
A. BirminghRm.

Anglo-I.ndians, Thk. Alice Perrin.

Anna or thk Five Town*. Arnold Bennett.

Anthony Cuthbert. Richard Bagot.

Babks is thk Wood. B. M. Croker.

Bad TlMBS, Thk. George A. Birmingham.

Babbary SwKKr. Robert Hichens.

Bscaosk of These Things. . . . Maijorie

Botren.

Bklovxd Enbmy, Thk. E. Maria Albanesi.

Bbi.ow Stairs. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwiclc.

BOTOR CHAfBKOK, The. C N. and A. M.
Williamson.

BOT. Marie CorellL

Branded Princb, The. Weatherby Chesney.

Broken Shacklbs. John Oxenham.

Broom Squire, Thk. S. Baring-Gould.

BoRiED Alivk. Arnold Bennett.

Btkwav^. Robert Hichens.

Cau. or thk Buwd, The, Robert Hichens.

Cameos. Marie Corelli.

Card, The. Arnold Bennett.

Cakissima, Thb. Lucas Malet.

Qr.KST FiRB. J. M. Cobban.

Chanck. Joseph Conrad.

Chance ih the Caiikbt, A Hilairc Belloc.

Chink im the Armour, The. Mrs. Belloc

Lowndes.

Chronicles or a German Town. The
Author of

" Mercia in Germany."

Coil or Carne, The. John Oxenham.

CoKTERT, The. Elizabeth Robinv

Counsel or PEirECTioN, A. Lucax Malet.

Crooked Wav, The. William Le Qoeox.

Dan Russrl the Fox. E. CE. Sotnerville

and M.^rtin \'.<i\x.

DARHKI.KV Place. Richard Rucot.

Dead Men tell no Talcs. K. W. Hor-

Dunic.

Demetkr's Daucuter. Kdrn Phillpotli.

Demon, The. C. N. and A. M. Williamson.

Desrrt Trail, Thb. Dane Coolidg*.
Dbvil Doctor, Thk. Saj; Rohmer.

Double LirE ok Mr. Alfkeo Burton,
The. K. Phil'ips Oppenheim.

Duke's Motto, The. J. H. McCarthy.
Emmanuel Burden. Hilaire Belloc.

End or her Honeymoon, Thf. Mrs.
Belloc Lowndes.

Family, The. Elinor Mordannt.

Fire in Stubble. Baroneu Oray.
Firemen Hot. C. J. Cutcliffe Hvnk.

Fixjn-ER of the Dusk. M>'rtle Reed.

Gate or the Desekt, The. John Oxenham.

Gates or Wrath, The. Arnold Bennett.

Gentleman Adventures, The. H. C.

Bailey.

Golden Cbntipeoe, The. Ix>uise Gerard.

Golden Silence, The. C. N. and A. M.
Williamscn.

Gossamer. George A. Birmingham.

Governor or England, The. Marjorie
Bowen.

Great Lady, A. Adeline Sergeant.

Great Man, A. Arnold Bennett.

Guarded Flame, The. W. B. Maxwell

Guiding Thread, Thk. Ceatricr Harraden.

Halo, The. Baroness von Hatten.

Haffy Hunting Ground, The. Alice

Perrin.

Hapfv Valley, The. B. M. Croker.

Heart or his Heart. E. M.iria Albanesi.

Heart or the Ancient Wood, Thb.
Charles G. D. RoberU.

Heather Moon, The. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

Heritage or Prril, A. A. W. Marcl.niont.

Highwayman, The. H. C. Bailey.

Hillman, 1'iie. K. !'hilli|» Oppcnhcim.

Hill RiivE. W. B. Maxwell.

House or Serravalle, The. Richard

BaKot.

Hyena or Kai.i.u, Tnr- I.<)iii\^ Garud.

Island Princess, His W. Clark RutsrII.
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Methuen's Cheap ¥loTiel»—continued.

Janu. Marie CorellL

Johanna. B. M. Croker.

Joseph. Frank Danby.

Joshua Davidson, Communist. E. Lynn
Linton.

Joss, The. Richard Marsh.

Kinsman, Thb. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.

Knight of Spain, A- Marjorie Bowen.

Lady Betty Across the Water. C. N.
and A. M. Williamson.

Lalage's Lovers. George A. Birmingham.

Lantern Bearers, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidg-
wick.

Lauristons. John Oxenham.

Lavender and Old Lace. Myrtle Reed.

Light Freights. W. W. Jacobs.

Lodger, The. Mrs. Belloc Lowndes.

Long Road, The. John Oxenham.

Love and Louisa. £. Maria Albanesi.

Love Pirate, The. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

Mary All-Alone. John Oxenham.

Master of the Vineyard. Myrtle Reed.

Master's Violin, The. Myrtle Reed.

Max Carrados. Ernest Bramah.

Mayor of Troy, The. "Q."

Mhss Deck, The. W. F. Shannon.

Mighty Atom, The. Marie Corelli.

Mirage. E. Temple Thurston.

Missing Delora, The. E. Phillips Oppen-
heim.

Mr. Grex op Monte Carlo. E. Phillips

Oppenheim.

Mr. Washington. Marjorie Bowen.

Mrs. Maxon Protests. Anthony Hope.

Mrs. Peter Howard. Mary E. Mann.

My Danish Sweetheart. W. Clark
Russell.

My Friend the Chauffeur. C. N. and
A. M. Williamson.

My Husband and 1. Leo Tolstoy.

My Lady of Shadows. John Oxenham.

Mystery of Dr. Fu-Manchu, The. Sax
Rohmer.

MVSTKRV OF THE GREEN HkART, ThB.
Max Pemherton.

Nine Days' Wonder, A. B. M. Croker,

Nine to Six-Thirty. W. Pett Ridge.
Ocean Sleuth, The. Maurice Drake.

Old Rose and Silver. Myrtle Reed.

Paths of the Prudent, The. J. S. Fletcher.

Pathway of the Pioneer, The. Dolf
Wyllarde.

Peggy of the Bartons. B. M. Croker.

People's Man, A. E. Phillips Oppenheim.
Peter and Jane. S. Macnaughtan.
Pomp of the Lavilbttes, The. Sir Gilbert

Parker.

Quest of Glory, The. Marjorie Bowen.

Quest of the Golden Rosf,, The. John
Oxenham.

Regent, The. Arnold Bennett.

Remington Sentencb, The. W. Pett

Ridge.
Rest Cure, The. W. B. Maxwell.

Return of Tarzan, The. Edgar Rice
Burroughs.

Round the Red Lamp. Sir A. Conan Doyle.

Royal Georgie. S. Baring-Gould.

SaTd, the Fisherman. Marmaduke Pick-
thall.

Sally. Dorothea Conyers.

Salving of a Derelict, The. Maurice
Drake.

Sandy Married. Dorothea Conyers.
Sea Captain, The. H. C. Bailey.

Sea Lady, The. H. G. Wells.

Search Party, The. George A. Birmingham.
Secret Agent, The. Joseph Conrad.

Secret History. C. N. and A. M. William-
son.

Secret Woman, The. Eden Phillpotts.

Set in Silver. C. N. and A. M. William-
sou.

Sevastopol, and Other Stories. Leo
Tolstoy.

Severins, The. Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick.

Short Cruises. W. W. Jacobs.

Si-Fan Mysteries, The. Sax Rohmer.

Spanish Gold. George A. Birmingham.
Spinner in the Sun, A. Myitle Reed.

Street called Straight, The. Basil

King.

Supreme Crime, The. Dorothea Gerard.

Tales of Mean Streets. Arthur Morrison.

Tarzan of tms Apbs. Edgar Rice Bur-
roughs.
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iBRF.SA or Watukg Strbbt. Arnold

Bennett.

Therk was a Csookbd Man. DolfWyllarde.

Tyrant, The. Mrs. Henry de la Pasture.

Under Western Kyks. Joseph Conrad.

Unofficial Honeymoon, The. Dolf

Wyllaide.

Valley of the Shadow, The. Willinm

Le Queux.

Virginia Perfect. Peggy Webling.

Wallet of Kai Lung. Ernest Bramah.

War Wedding, The. C. N. and A. M.
Williamson.

Ware Case, The. George Pleydell.

Way Home, The. Basil King.

Wat of these 'Vomen, Thu. E. Pbillips

Oppenheim.

Weaver of Dreams, A. M>'rtle Reed.

Weaver of Webs, A. John Oxenham.

Wkdding Day, Ihe. C. N. and A. M.

Williamson.

White Fang. Jack London.

Wild Olivk, The. Basil King.

William, by the Grace of God. Marjorie
Bowen.

Woman with the Kan, The. Robert

Hicbens.

WOj. Maurice Dialce.

Wonder of Love, The. E. M.aria .Mbanesi.

Yellow Claw, The. Sax Rohmer.

Yellow Diamond, The. Adeline SergcanL

Methnen's One and Threepenny Novels

Fcap. Svo, Is. 3(/. net

Barbara Rxbell. Mrs. Belloc Lowndes.

Bv Stroke of Sword. Andrew Balfour.

Derrick Vauchan, Novelist. E^lna

Lyall.

House of Whispers, The. William Le

Queux.

Inca's iRKASVum, The £. Glanville.

Kathbrink the Arrogant.
Croker.

Mrs. B. M.

Mother's Son, A. B. and C B. Fry.

Profit and Loss. John Oxenham.

Red Derelict, The. Bertram MItford.

Sign of the Spidkk, The. Bertraun Miiford.
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