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O the Lion of Judah
Shall break every chain,
And give us the victory

Again and again.
—Anon,
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PREFACE.

TOUCHED upon the ¢Secret of Life” in poem

“ Sleep” of Mystic Poems, which 1s Spirit manifested

in the borderland of . Super-consciousness, or the Sub-con-

scious State, and in thg poem ¢« The Way.” In this book

I reveal the “Key” that can rationally unlock . the occult

door and bring back to you in the ‘“morning quiet,” when

brain and memory/are the clearest, a knowledge of the

“ Wisdom Mind” in its oneness with the Higher Self; from

‘““« Sleep,” or the subjective state; also a knowledge of the
‘“future” m Earth life.

I am convinced that we are on the edge of a solution
of the mystery of the “other Life,” not by the ¢“psychic™ .
(with its mediumistic dominating influence) but by bravely
passing through this realm, with the aid of Spirit Will
unto Spiritual Intuition; or Sub-consciousness, the border-
land of the Super-conscious State. Not thereby to loose
the “hold” ot Earth life, but to enjoy the conscious sub-
limity of having moments when we can live in two worlds
at one and the same time.

My experience 1s .similar to that of Swedenborg, except
that I am 1n an 1nitial step of occult inquiry; yet I believe
that I have developed, at least for myself, an additional
fact, — that of bringing back from ¢ Sleep,” and through
«occult doors” to the physical brain memory a reality of
a ‘“knowledge consciousness” from the Sub-conscious State;
or a revealed knowledge, to an extent, of the Akashic or
Book of Life records.

I am told occultly not to issue my “ Occult Diary,”
(kept now since June, 1902) until the year 1905.

Immortally yours,

A. JUSTIN TOWNSEND.

Lynn, Mass, February, rqoq.
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Alpha.

The Univeise lay in absolute 1epose,

In a passive state of 1est.

When wel 1eposed in Consciousness
Absolute, between two active peiiods :(—
Wheie all must 1est.

Desiie was peacefully quiescent,
Digesting in unconscious slumbei

The Lessons of a past era of active Life,
Objective in its hunge1 and dieam-like
In its subjective acquiiement of faculties.
Natuie was hushed; as We 1eposed

In Ou1 Cave of Infinite ““Thought’: —
Ou1 natuial Wisdom of expiession

Centeied in Ou spitit-leaven of Consciousness.

"T'was then we heaid the 1estless ‘“moan”
Of the childien of Manus,

Boin of desiie for active life.

We also felt the silent thiobbing’

Of mineial, vegetable, and animal monads,?
Touched not yet by the fire of Manus;

Yet longing for the mental giowth

In the Individual path

That leads to Wisdom’s home.

We must again ‘‘limit” Ouiselves

To 1ecieate in active mood

A Univeise of matter;

Even as the mothe1 limits in love

Her intellect to Infancy.

And Manus, too, the Bieath of our Life
Leaning close to our Wisdom

And the Chiistos’ powe1;— ,
Desiies again to wande1,—to suffer on

In objective life and onwai1d peichance pass
In Ou1 next Pielaya3 unto our Cave of Wisdom.
We are moved in divine Compassion,

To glance in our Thought of Love,
Thiough spiiitual Ethet’s infinite void;
Where dense planet matter was by Us,

At the close of Our last objective period;
And ere this present state of rest;

Giound to Etheiic atoms.

Ou1 thought sees but a void of 1est,
Consequent upon QOur last inbieathing : —
And now, We bieathe out again in Love ;—
That Manus and the Monads

May leain again of objective life.

Our Thought divine, shall thiill in Life;
Electiified in active mood

And spiiitual goodness :—

Unto Ou1 Primodial Substance,

The negative pole of Ou1 Being.

Fl1st shall our Love in saciifice,

Breathe out a Univeise of Light;—
Etheiic and spiiitual.

Which, moving thiough Etheiic atoms,
Shall quicken anew Vibiation’s law;

Thioughout Etheiic space.

Sound, also, shall constant follow,

As the fiist expiession of cieative Natuie.
Heat, also, boin of light and motion,
Shall geneiate anew astial matte,

Until the fiist Logos shall awake,

Within its cential Sun,

With powe1 fiom our cential ‘““Thought”
To cieate a Univese.

Aye, faithe1;—We gave It powel

T'o send foi1th 1n saciificial Love,

Clothed with our Life and Light,

To sepaiate fiom itself

The Logos childien

For the planet systems.

Our ‘““Thought’” tuined lovingly to Chuistos,
The astial Sun, Pioduce1 of the Solai1 Light;
The ¢““Wo1d” the Sexless One,
Moving in saciifice thiough astial dust,
To compass the sola1 system.
Encompassed by Ou1 Wisdom,

He shall send foi1th dust,

Condensed fiom astial atoms:

In the bosom of tiailing comets ;—

A few moving in paiabolic cuives ;—
Fighting for thei lives,

And fiom destiuction saved

By thei1 own velocity :—

While many sink into the solai sun,
To benefit the sola1 planets.

Thus boin weie the sola1 sun and planets,
Whose atoms weie baptized with our Spiiit;
In theil instinctual potential Life

They ciaved an active state.-

The childien of Manus

Who dwelt in living foims

Wee clothed in the Light of the moining.
Chiistos also foimulated on the Eaith,
The eteinal astial cells,

The human ones,

The fiist and nevei-dying 1ace;

So neai unto Ou1 Eteinal Self

Yet mindless in individuality.

The egg-shaped astial foim of man,
Resting on the astial Eaith,

O1 floating in the ai

As floats the piotoplasm of the deep,
Knew not its futuie occupant.

It lived as fishes lived,

Yet knew not why:

Obeying Ou1 powe1 of Evolution.

Sexless it lived,

Yet 1eproducing itself,

On the path of continuous life :—

Like astial Scarabi®

That We shall whispe1 down the ages
Thiough an occult souice.

It lived for an Eteinal puipose,

Known eve1 to Ou1 Life and Love.

Next came Ou1 second 1ace;

1 Let Us make man in the likeness of our (spiritual) image.—Bzé/e.

2 Monads, or spirit potential centres of evolution, similar to the potential life of the oak in the acorn.
3 Pielaya is Sansciit for a passive state of 1est; between two active “Univeise peliods.”

4 Sexless One.—*“In the Kingdom of Heaven there is neithe1 mairiage, nor given in mairiage.”—2B:b/e.

5 Scarabi, or the “winged” globes of Egypt.



Boin of the spleen,

Always anew; fiom the side,

To its life continue.

It moved moie densified in matte :
That Ou1 Univeisal Consciousness
Might become individual mind;
Yet in its embiyonic state

It knew not why it lived.

Ou1 thiid 1ace on the Eaith,

Lit by the Ego spak,

Sent fiom the Bieath of Chiistos

To be individualized on the Eteinal Path;

Must peifoice downwaid move

In Ou: Ciicle of Life

To know the density of matte.
Then each child of Manus,

Knew its eaithly home,

For an objective life expeiience.
Desiie yet slumbeied,

And sinless the 1ace moved on

In 1ts potential life;

LLanguage they needed not,

For each could 1ead the thoughts
Of its eaithly mates;

By its inheient Spiiit foice ;—
Living yet so nea1 Chiistos,

Nor yet condensed in selfishness,
In the sense of sepaiateness; |
And in the depths of matte.

The thiid Eye®, too,

Not yet concealed fiom sight of heaven,
By the density of flesh

Still knew the foims divine

In Our subjective Life.

Chiistos, patient in our Love,
Beheld the sweat-boin.and the boneless;
Exuding life fiom life;

Until the egg-boin 1ace

Became condensed in mattei

And stood upon thei feet.

A fit abode for the childien of Manus,
Who, patient watching the othe1 planets,
In theil1 spiiitual 1est,

Between objective lives

Stieamed anew to human foims;
And men weie called self-conscious
With the spaik of Wisdom-Mind
In thei1 descent of the Ciicle;
Fiom Spiiit into matte,

Yet sinless still.

The astial Eaith

Passing the gaseous state, |
Was now established as a solid globe;
Magnificent in its infancy.
Continuously it has obeyed

The centiifugal foice;

Boin in the Chiistos One;

The Eaith also gave heed

Unto a centiipetal powe;

Boin of the Sola:1 Sun,

Until it knew giavitation;

The fi1st mateiial law;

And spiang into its o1bit.

The childien of Manus,

Moving afai fiom othe: planets,

In a subjective state;

Still entei1ed oft the human foims.
For an objective expeiience.

While the patience of the sexless **Wo1d”

Kept waid o’er human life,
Potential in its monad toil ;—
Which patient in Aons of life
Had gained a 1ich expeiience

Fiom mineial, vegetable, and animal life,

To maste1 be on planet Eaith,
O’er all of natuie’s physical 1ealm;
For it was wiit in spiiitual law,

That none should know the Eai1th or Heaven,

O1 knowledge gain,
Except that it had lived the life,
Had felt the pain of matte1’s stain.

The 1ace moved on

Moie dense in matte;

The Wheel7 tilted,

And men knew heat and cold ;—
Who, for Lemuiia’s home,
Foisook thei1 tiopic Eden

In the Actic seas.

Men dense in matte1 selfish giew;
Though clothed in foim heimaphiodite;
The thiid Eye, too, was hid foievel

In matter’s sense of sepaiateness;
Division came, with weak and stiong;
And sex life knew its own ;

And knew that 1t was naked.

Each tasted of the Tiee of Knowledge,
Knowing like unto Ourselves;

The evil and the good.

Man must be individualized

In Spiiit and Mentality

Thiough ages yet to come.

Within his heait we place desiie,

As an eveil-flaming swoid

To hold him to objective life

And to enshioud the soul

-Fiom the Tiee of Life.
.In planet and in Spiiit spheie:

That spiingeth eve1 fiom Ou1 Love
Thioughout the Univeise.

Piide, vanity,-and love of self,

And woiship of anothet’s foim;

Came to the childien of Adam’s fall;
As sex life spiead upon the Eaith;

And child-biith pain and sweat and toil
Weie the 1ewaid of selfish path.

Yet sons of light kept watch and waid,
And souls incainate came to Eaith

To live out lives so dense in matte,
And know the negative pole of Life.
They moved on hence as Sons of Light;
To elevate the monad life;

That in the cycles yet to come,
Must pass into the human foim;
And move above to Spiiit home.
Thus Spiiit sinks deep into matte,
By electiic Life fiom Ethei’s wave;
Until in sentient knowledge boin;
It shall in Love come to its own.

¢ The Pineal Cone, situated in the back of the head, midway between the ears.
" The Wheel or Eaith “tipped” on its axis. We are occult told that this has occuired four times in

800,000 yeals.
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Gethsemane.

Deep daikness spiead o’er Palestine,
Fit emblem of Satanic cuise

That sought the foim ot Chiist divine,
Or Jesus, by the tiaitoi’s puise;

For daik was e’er the piiestly mind
T'hat neve1 knew the Chiistos! soul ;—
I'he mind that moved as a whiilwind
T'o Jesus kill ;—as suiges 10ll.

Jesus had bioke the biead of ‘‘Life”

And gave the ‘““Spiiit-cup” as food ;—
The ““Cup of Life,” soon tuined to giief,
Bitte:1 1n taste, as when he stood

Yet later still in gaiden wood.

But sweet to Chiistos came the flood

Of Light, that moved the Jesus will ; —
Not mine, but Thine, Love conqueis still.

Fit night was this an act of stiife

To consumate in path of Life ;—
Egyptian daikness must have lent

It’s old-time powel, to heait of Judas;
Who sallied foith on mission bent,
To sell the Life of Chuist, or Jesus;
Poo1 Ignoiant Soul who neve1 knew,
The diffeience between the two.

Then Jesus said to Zebedee’s son

To James and biothe: John, come on,
And Pete1, too, who knew the Life,
The Rock?;—to ciush Satanic stiife;
Come now unto Gethsemane,

Come, my beloved, come with me,
And watch with me, e’en just one hou,
While I diink ‘‘cup” by Spiiit powe.l.

They walked, all fou1, through gaiden gate,
The childien lingeied in sleepy fate,

Thei1 eyelids heavy, thei1 senses deep

In Maya’s® path for need of sleep;—

For psyschic minds must €’er demand
Moie 1est than Life in Spiiit land.

The Chiistos Love knew well thei fea,
Kindly said watch and tai1y hee.

Jesus walked on in path alone,

Yet not alone, Chiistos was thee,
And God in Love, fiom mystic thione,
Moved in Gethsemane atmospheie ;—
I'o so baptize the bitte:1 cup

[n His own Love and Spiiit Will,
I'hat Jesus might to the last diop
Diink all, and taste but living Well4.

'he Chiistos now bathed Jesus’ face

[n sweat of blood for human 1ace,

Chat wet thy soil Gethsemane,

And conqueied death ;—aich enemy

Jf suffeiing man, since Adam knew
Che taste foibidden, in path of woe;—
'hat sexual life biought foith on Eaith

To stain the life of Adam? wise

To blast the love of Pardise;

Jesus so loved the human 1ace,

That he could smile though sweating blood,
Baptized in Chiistos’ Love not Eaith,

In Life that God Himself bieathed foith ;—
When Jesus had the battle won ;—

Submission made, Thy Will be done.

Now I must suffe1 for biother1 man,
’T'is Christos’ Love, "Tis God’s own plan ;—
As thiough this Hebiew life I 10am,
Swift passing to Eteinal Home ;—

Theie Chiistos know, wheie God is nigh,
With occult Powe1 o’er Eaith and SKkv;
And view Gethsemane afa,

Whee stiife shall ne’e1 my Spiiit mar.

Ye win by Love, O Bethlehem’s Child,
Saved once fiom Heiod’s slaughte: wild,
Until this hou1, that man may know
Chiistos can conque1 death, man’s foe.
Ye have diank Life at spiiitual fountain,
And stood with God on Zion’s mountain,
Have walked in daik Gethsemane,

Faced lowe self, Life’s enemy.

Yet Jesus loved the Soul of Man,

Was moved unto those He must leave,
And Jeiusalem, the living plan

Of human life; He came to save.

The Chiistos called, yet Jesus waited,

Thiee times tuined back, to loved ones seated

In deepest sleep; said Watch and see
The suffeiing of Gethsemane.

Thiee times tuined back, yet they slept still;
Sleep on, He said, it is God’s will,

Sleep on, in psychic sleep still 10am,
For now ‘‘Mine hou is suiely come.”
They came with staves and daikest look,
The beloved thiee, 1n te1101 woke

And quickly fled, yet Pete1 neai

Stayed; to stiike off a piiestly ear.

The tiaito1 came with e’en a kiss ;—
Moe fatal than a sei1pent’s hiss ;—
Yet it could neve1 touch Chuistos,
Though it made Jesus take the Cioss
And suffe1 on to Calvaiv’s height;
In spite of Love and occult Light.
Thou Jesus! bathed in saciifice

In Chiistos’ Love, God’s Paiadise.

You came to daik Gethsemane,

In fea1 and tiembling, sweating blood;
You left theie psychic enemys,

You then with ‘‘Fathe1 in Seciet” stood.
Peifected Soul, the path you’ve won,

In Love divine, as God’s own Son;

No moie shall tempte: touch you1 Soul,

'n vanity and lustful path.

—————

Youare baptized in ‘“Eteinal Whole.”

I Chiistos is Sansciit for that ‘“‘Sexless One” or the “Wo1d” in the beginning, or that living flow of
spititual “Light and Life,” boin of Love in the heart of God. .

2¢And I say unto thee, thou art; Pete1.” We are told that the semi-colon should be ploced in the text

afte1 “ait,” thus conveg’mg to Pete1 the fact that “Existence or Life was the Rock,” and that Jesus
should build His church on the “Rock of Life.”

s “Maya’s path” the “path of sensual illusion..”
4 The “Fathelr,” like a well of watel, spiinging up unto eveilasting L:ife.



’I'ts now no suffeiing, buiden of Cioss,
T1is now no shame, but Matte1’s couise A MOﬂOlOQUC.
Of psychic lust and piiest desie, To WILLIAM P. HALL, Swampscott.

Baptized in Maya’s® hateful fire,

Thou hast found Peace not psychic woe,
For Thou hast met the Chiistos flow ;— [Reprinted from “Mystic Poems.”]
Its Unity with God’s own Life,

Assuages woe in path of stiife. Fnligrsltde?-lzall,
You and I
Ye would not now diive foith e’en thieves, Don’t know
The Chiistos Soul would e’en save these It all;
Fiom selfish lust and Satan’s fire. So, listen !
Thy Soul attuned to Natuie’s Lye, . . .
Of spititual beauty, hope, and Love, Oh that mine enemy would wiite a book,”
Would cany all to Home above. - 50 I could catch him with a ciook,
Thou ne’e1 would’st scoile the Phaiisee, And twitch him fonth,mt? my powcl,
I"'or Thou hast passed Gethsemane. Wheie I could *‘yank™ him by the houn.
Now, yank away; yank, fiiend *‘‘Bill,”

Now let them nail Thee to the Cioss, You still will have to climb the hill,
In soul of hate and psychic wiath, Dogmatic hill, dogmatic life,
'T1s Heaven’s gain and Eaithly loss, Wheie theie is aigument and stiife.
Though Thou hast left the Chiistos path ;—
And occult Life fiom God’s own Life, That ceases, when you know you1 soul
To comfoit eve1 souls of Eaith. Rests in Peace, with eteinal Whole.
The Comfoite1 ever shall biing 1elief Long since, filend Hall, I found you out,
To souls baptized with hope, or gief. - Now, Iam *“‘youis,” without a doubt.

& Good luck, si1, fiom A. - T.
Oh, gloiious thought! You 10se again, . Lynn, Mass., June 19-thiee.

To ciush foieve1 pain of death

In Soul of Man; Thy sweet 1efi1ain

Still sweetens life and kills all pain ;—
‘““T'hy biothe1, Woman, shall 11se again.”
Blessed are they who lead the Life

In glance of Light divine and Love,
Who seeing not, yet still believe.

Hall’s Reply

You suffeied in Gethsemane, ’ To

To quicken God in heait of Man, . . oo
To ciush Satanic Enemy, Townsend’s “Lie?
And show God’s Love as saving plan.

You suffeied e’en while men slept on, “(Truth.‘)”

Like Pete1, James, beloved John,
O1 those who slept in path of sin,

Denying Chiistos; Eaith to win.

DEDICATED TO A. J. T.
I knew befoie you wiote a book,1

Now stiange: as o’er Eaith you go, That at the tiuth you would not look,

Let Chiistos Life in Spiiit flow But sought fiom Oiiental loe,

Thioughout you1 soul to all mankind, To find the piize that I adoue.

And Natuie, too, the Chiist Love send.

Diop sepaiateness; diop self foieven, That is the oi1gin of life,

And moye on path unto Life’s 1iven, With which the Sciiptuies are so 1ife

Unto a life of Spiiit powel, And symbols of our divine Lo1d,

That rules the Eaith foieveimoae. Are found thioughout His piecious woid.
. . . Fiom taking skins by God’s own hand

Kind fiiends, I now wiite to you all. To Isiael’s types that filled the land,

I wiote Gethsemane in positive mood ; And 1ecognized by God, who said,

But while I stay in Eaithly thiall To cancel sin, blood must be shed ;—

O1 linge1 close to biotheihood ;—

While I may 1ead between the lines, But when the ancients left their God

Of poems many unto you, And walked wheie Enoch neve1 tiod j—

Yet spaie me on Gethsemane, They caived out images of gold,

My soul is passive Lo Eaith view. Of man and beasts and biids we’1e told.

e —

5 Maya is Sansciit for “illusion.”



Theil1 foolish heaits became so daik,
They could not see a single spaik ;—
That lighted up tne tiue pathway.

But like blind biutes they went astiay,

And having stiong desiie to live;

They woishipped all that seemed to give
The slightest hint towai1d that goal ;—
And conjuied up the “Immoital Soul.”?

Although thei1 downwaid couise was sad,
They did not mean to be so bad ;—

And when they thought they had done wiong,

In thei ciude way, would chant a song.

O1 when thei1 deeds they did bewail,
Would ofter saciifice to Baal ;—

And cut and stab until the goie

Would fiom theii1 poo1 weak bodies pou.

They sought the Sun as piince of life,
The Moon was woishipped as his wife ;—
As constellations blend and nod

And as they thought, begat a God.

When autumn’s leaves had filled the dell,
Thei1 bosoms then with giief would swell;
And while the stais thei1 vigil’s keep,
Would silently for Tammuz weep.

But now the sto1y of His Son,
God told His childien, one by one ;—
Adam, Abel, Enoch, Noah,

And what could poo1 man ask for moie ;—

Until the time should be fulfilled,

That He should for mankind be killed ;—
And 1aised up by the powe1 of God,

To 1edeem sinne1s fiom the clod.

So if I sought you with a ‘‘ci00k”

To have youi1 name wiote in a book ;—
The ‘‘Book of Life” so you could dwell

In ¢ “Heaven’ with me, instead of ‘“Hell.**4

It was because my love for you,

Was like our Saviour’s, waim and tiue ;— -
And as I stand and o’er you weep,

May youi ‘““Good Angel” eve1 keep

You in the ¢“Path” of ‘““Tiuth and Love” ;—F

That you may 1eign with Him above.

1 Mystic Poems.

Oh! “Bill.”

b

TOWNSEND’S REPLY.
Is it a ‘‘lie?”

Fiiend Hall I've 1ead you1 sto1y well,
You1 path to heaven, you1 way to hell ;—
I love you1 honest, sinceie soul,

That stiives to 1each **Eteinal Whole.”

But yet 1 see you1 aimo1 baie,

Like knight of old you’ie incased theie ;—
You limit Spiiit to ‘‘Bible Book”

And close the ‘‘lids™ like weakly ‘‘ci00k.”
You weakly fear that Inspiied ‘*Wo1d”
Might whispe1 ‘‘thought” to India’s hoide ;—
In Gita’s loie, inspiied so wise,
On spititual ““Path” to Paiadise.

O1 do you fea1 the Budhic! Love,

That in God’s Spiiit €’er must move?
That came on Eaith in Blessed Myst?,
Five hundied yeais ’foie time of Chiist.
Chiistos said suie, ‘I am the Way,
““That men must move to Spiiit Woild ;™

Mayhap He knew Love’s blessed “Ray”
Moved India’s life in ‘‘othe1 fold.”

Toss quick you1 aimo1 off3 ’tis fean,
Diink in the Ethe: atmospheie ;—
LLet it baptize you1 neivous foice,
"T'is oxygen nea1 Spitit fouice j—

It sure will help to Spiiit win,

’T'is far 1emoved fiom path of Sin ;—
*Twill stiengthen arm for ‘‘Swoid of Love”
For ’tis God’s ai1 in Life above.

Wise Jesus knew He was not God,
““Why callest Thou me even good %

He knew that Chiistos bieathed in Love
Born of God’s Life by Spiiit’s move

Ere Abiaham thought or Adam knew
To see the ‘‘Path” or heaven view ;—
Biought foith in “‘Silent Majestv”

Fiist ‘*Solai Bieath’” Love’s ‘““Unity.”

2 Friend Hall is one of those honest and sincere “Adventists” who so love the “Letter” that ‘“killeth”
that they really believe that the ‘“Bible’”” does not teach “Inherent” Immortality.

3 “Heaven’” or Immortalty.

1 “Budhic” is Sansciit for “*Wisdom.”

4 “Hell” or “the Giave.

2 “Myst.’ abbieviation of “Myste1y” divine.

3 ’Tis feal that keeps it eve1 on,
Fea1 born of self, O weakly one.

When feai sees ““Truth’” Life’s Amazon
"Twill die at touch of Spiiit Zone.

¢+ Matthew 19: Veise 17.



Buddha once came in Chiistos Path
Then Chiistos moved in Jesus’ biith ;—
Peirhaps ‘‘It’”” came e’en by 1ebiith

This ‘‘Power’” o’ershadowing psychic wiath,

This ““Spiiit-Love’” in ‘“Voice” so still,?
Whispeied that ‘““Woman’’ had a Soul ;—
And Buddha, heaiing ‘“‘Divine Will”

To India told the message, whole.

He was the fiist in time of old,
Moving in Chiistos-Spiiit mold ;—
That told to Aiyan life afan,

The cuise of Slave1y’s® ciuel law.
He spoke, when militai1y man

And piiest, had ciushed the Chiistos plan ;—

When Biahma-man, with heait of stone,
Had closed the ‘“Ea1” to Sudia’s? gioan.

Stein Aiyan piiest, in psychic law,
Paiiah outcast made, a flaw,
A blotch, on ‘“Book of Sacied Veda”

That bieathes out Chrishna’s® Life in Deva ;—

Soaked ‘‘Sacied Page” in foulest blot,

Like the ‘‘daik age” that Jesuit wiought;—
Both weie baptism 1in dogmatism .
With selfish ‘“hug” of inspiied schism.

Yet Chiistos’ Life in India’s path,.
O1 Westein wo1ld’s stein psychic wiath ;—
Came foith to 10ll away the stone

Fiom giave; wheie lingeied slaveiy’s moan.

Then feudal® life came highe: far

Than Slave1y’s cieed, just cause for wai ;—
But feudal life was backwai1d boine,

And left to die, its ‘‘cause” to mouine.

Stein Luthe: stiuck the feudal 10ck,

And Chiistos Life gushed ¢‘living’ foith ;—
Both piiest and maste1 felt the shock

Of Watet’s flow in Geiman noith ;—

That baptized occult Geiman blood,

Then swept acioss the Channel’s flood;
And bathed the English life in mood

Of fieedom, love, and biothei1hood.

Now, ‘“Bill,” this fact you ought to know,
That mind and matte1, in Love’s flow,
Will eve1 move, if moved at all,

To Spiiit know; as ¢All In All.”’

The 1udustrial 1ights we have today,

O1 intellect masteiing matte1r’s clay ;—
Could not e’re move in 1ighteous might
Till mind was fiee, in spiiitual Light.

5 See 1 Kings, Chap. 19, Veise 12.

I'll not deny the Chiistos flow,

That moves o’er man, fiom Spiiit home ;—
Assuaging eaithlv life of woe,

O1 bigot’s ‘“inspiied” bookishl?® dome.

I also love the univease, ‘

Would lift fiom man dogmatic cuise,

That limits ‘‘Sciiptuie’” by psychic foice,
And limits ‘‘Light” to Hebiew souice.

Seventy Jews caived once an ‘‘Image”
Septuagintll for piiestly clan,

That spilled man’s blood o’er Chiistos message,

And stein foi1sook the ‘“Living Plan”—
Gave foi1th a Tsa1 in popish foim,

Moe fatal than a Negio fetich

Bathed souls in fea1 and Jesuit stoim
Q’er all the Eaith in foice psychic.

Shame! Shame!! to whispe1 of an ‘‘Image,”
Ye, who adoie as God,? a man

Who taught in Love the Spiit message
Of spiiitual Light, not psychic plan.
But sensual man must image have

To stand between himself and God ;—

You take the teache1, who came to save;
While Sudi1a heeds the Biaman nod.

The ‘‘spaik” that came fiom occult zone,
Was Ray of Light fiom Spiiit thione.

The ¢“‘Light that lighteth all the wo1ld,”
Fiom ‘‘Absolute Life” "was silent huiled
Thiough Ethe1 space;—And Chiistos knew
Its gloiious Life o’er heaven, on Eaith ;—
To save man fiom a selfish woe,

The occult Ray to man came foith.

The ““Immoital Tiiad,”13 Life of God,
In living Love and Spiiit flow;

Shall biood foiever in Chiistos mood,
Save eveiy soul fiom psychic woe.
God will not loose no pait of Light,
He will not waste the Spiiit flow ;—
*Twill all come back by Chiistos 1ight
When Spiiit-Life, the Soul shall know.

John told us that the Lightl* came foith,
To show the ‘“Way” in Jesus’ path.
"I'was shown in ‘‘Love” at Pentecost
Which pouied out ‘“Powe1” by Holy Ghost.
"Twas ‘‘Fathe1 in Seciet” ;—all may know
With ‘““Highe1 Self”’1® as ‘“Union One,”’
That eve1 moves to ‘“Eaith below,”

This Jesus taught as God’s own Son.

¢ Buddha stated the anti-slavery position at a time when Aristotle declaied that anti-slavei1y agitatois

wele enemies of society.

7Sudra. The name of the lowest ‘class” in India, except the “Paiiah outcast.”
8 #“Chrishna,” a “Divine Being” sent to India in the early life of the Biahmanic 1eligion.

The Roman Catholic Chuich was the *“Spiiitual fountain” of feudal communism, and learned men of
the feudal peiliod looked upon “feudal society” as a permanent social condition.

10 The fatal examination of Jesus by “Lettel wonshipP

stood the “Oneness” of Jesus and the “Fathe1.”

12 Jesus rebuked Pete1 in 1egaid to hero-woiship, saying, “Lovest thou me more than these?” Yet Peter
failed, as the Church now fails, to understand the meaning of Jesus.

13 The “Thiad” of “Light, Life, and Love.”

ers” might not have occuired had they under-
1 The Council of Seventy at Alexandria, Egypt.

14 ““That Light which lighteth eve1y man that cometh into the woi1ld.” Read fiist Chapte1 of John.

156 “My Fathel and I are surely One,
The Father in me and I in you.”
This stiikes a liglht fiom occult thione,

“And lighteth A
With a

IO

1 with Spirit true.” o
ay of Light, even fiom the beginning.



You ‘‘would e’en save me fiom a hell”
Now with my soul, Hall, ‘‘all i1s well;”
A hell I had upon this Eaith,

When I moved in dogmatic path,

Yet knew it not, till I foisook

The ‘‘Lette1” that killeth by psychic ‘‘cio0k.”™

I tiembled even at God’s plan,
And knew not that I was a ‘*Man.”

Hell is a state of consciousness ;—

And heaven’s life in gentle flow,

Is also conscious in its bliss;

Both heie in Eaith life, man may know.
One is a cuise, the othe1 bliss,

One selfish stops the Chiistos flow ;—
The othe1 teaches happiness,

And knows the Spiiit path to go.

Weep not for me ;—Weep not, fiiend Hall,
Know Spiiit powe1 is *-all in all,”

And angels will thei1 vigils keep

Faithful in Love; while you shall weep.
They’ll move us both in life foieven,

Swift on in flow of ‘“Mystic Rive1.”

Then mouin not, weep not, neai1 God’s thione
Teais vanish e’er in Mystic zone.

Fiiend *‘Bill,” this ‘‘Book’ ot which you tell,

Is not e’en all of ‘“God’s own Book”

'T'is limited in ‘‘septuagint hell”

Oh ‘‘selfishguard”1® with cieedl” of ‘‘ci00k”
You1 act enslaved the mind of man

In ¢-Biblomania’s” illusive wiath ;—

It selfish waiped e’en God’s own plan

Of “Wisdom Love’ in ¢Spiiit Path.”

Dogmatic man €’er selfish 1s,

Who limits powe1 of God in heaven ;—

Who folds to heait a “°Book” of His,

And ‘‘sciiptuie” limits in piiest-ciaft leaven.
O bigot man! Septuagint

Was ‘‘11on a1imo1’” to stop flow

Of Chiistos’ powel in ‘““human piint;”

And limit path that it should go.

Septuagint pleased the Jesuit mind,

It made of God a Pope, or Tsa1;—

It stitied up ‘‘death” and made men blind ;—
They saw not Love but Lette1r’s law.

It biought upon the Chiistian age,

“Daik Age™18 of psychic death and woe ;—
That stiuck in madness, €’en a sage,

Cuised ‘‘Living Light” and science flow.

16 The Council of Seventy, at Alexandria, Egypt.

Why move ye in dogmatic ire?

Why woiship ‘‘Lette1’” as inspiied fire,
And hold so fast, like dog to bone,
Sink ‘‘Union Love’” in psychic moan?
"T'ts thus you1 soul will slumbe1 on,

In deathly powe1 and psychic gioan ,—
To Bible 1ead and *‘‘think of Thioné’
In bigot piide and blind as stone.

We must e’er cease dogmatic foice,
Fear and hate are of selfish souice;
Must unite Love, Chiistos baptism,
With ‘‘Eastein Life and Mysticism.”
Then we may link in occult flow,

By ¢Spiiit-Love,” not selfish woe ;19
For know vou that the ‘‘Mystic Zone”
In Budhic-Love, meets God’s own Son.

What do you feai, in Bible spheie?

Is it that Chiistos, eve1 neai,

May haim 1eceive fiom Budhic loie;

If Saxon should ope wide the doo1

To Union’s Path of Biothei1hood,

To Univeisal Love—God’s Road?

Then know, though Chiist was suie the “Way”
"Twas Chiistos’ **Wo1d” in cential ‘‘Ray.”

O Missiona1y to India’s shoie

Baptise youiself in occult mood ;—

'T'is time vou leained thei1 hidden loie,%
And found the Path to ‘‘Biothei1hood.”
Then stop; let oot youi psychic gioan
Sink eveimoie in India’s slum;

You can still heed Paiiah’s moan

While you touch the Biahma home.

Ou1 missiona1y on India’s shoue,
Desti10ys the books unto him sent,
Containing ‘‘Gita’s” sacied loue.

O man, sunk in Septuagint,

You’ie twin of Koian’s Caliph good,
‘“Who Alexandiia’s libia1y buined”
Lived sepaiate fiom biothei1hood,

In life of ‘‘cio00k” the Spiiit spuined.

Oma?l buist foith in zeal of Eaith,
Loved the inspited Mohammed path,
Koian contains the ‘“Whole” of Tiuth.
It is inspiied by God, not wiath ;—

If libi1a1y e’en has one e1101,

"T'is dangei1ous to Moslem soul ;—

It is e’en but satanic mii01,

For ‘“Thiuth” we fight, as time doth 10ll.

17 Every “cieed’” that must “fight” to exist, or even ‘“‘revise” itself may contain within itself a “seed”

ofL “Er}’m,” no matter how honest the “pill’”” may be ‘‘sugai-coated” with the sweetness of spiritual
“Love.

18 The tiue student of “Theo-Sophia,” or divine know]ed%e1 does not doubt that Moses biought not only
the “Ark” but also Tiuth and “hidden lore,” or occult “Light” fiom Egypt shote.

19 Tt is well known and remembered by educated Chinamen that English commercial gieed gave to China
the cuise of Opium. .

20 We are told by educated Aiyans that they receive-and read books from missionaiies, but when the
compliment is retuined the Biahma books are often destroyed by the missionaiies. '

21 Omal, it is said, in the yea1 A. D. 640, captuled Alexandria, and gave oideis to destroy what was then
known as the finest libra1y on earth.—See Enc. Biitt. *“Chicago Edition,” Vol. 1, Page 494.

II



And if those books on Egypt’s shoie,

E’en hold the “Tiuth,” what need to man?
They’1e not inspiied hidden loie,

They bieathe not Life in ‘‘Book Koian.”
So let them all go up in smoke,

Buin them to ashes; Allah is gieat.

O piecious books buined thus by ‘‘cio0k?”
Who lived foieve1 in ‘‘Inspiied” hate.

Methinks, O ¢Bill,” in foime life,

You stood foith in John Calvin’s make ;—
Held cloak; like Saul at Stephen’s death,
To watch Seivetus buin at stake.

You gave consent unto his death

Just to please wiath; in gloomy mood,
You listened for his latest bieath; —

In hell, you found not biothei1hood,

Do you still hea1 fiom piiestly thioat,
St. John’s occult vibiative note?

The Revelato1 spoke so shaip,

Knew piiest had not the ‘‘ occult haip:”
And could not vibiate in sixth sense.

He waining gave to Aiyan dense ;—
Add not a lette1 or line, take none

Away;—fiom ‘‘Book” I wiote, said J'ohn.

Does psychic piiest, now as of yo.e,

E’er wave this cuise, as psychic goie? -
Goie boin in hell; touch not the “*Book”
The ‘‘Book” septuagint saw in ‘‘ciook?”’
They, foolish, took the place of God,

In ai1bitiary ‘‘psychic,, mood;—

That shut out ‘*Love’ and closed thé doo;
To ‘‘Wisdom Light” fiom India’s sho1e.

Whatthough ‘‘Great Breath” its ‘“inspiied gold”

Must speak thiough psychic heait’s alloy?

What though it’s stamped with ‘‘*Hebiew mold”

O1 *‘Buddha’s Fieedom, Love and Joy?”
What thiough it speaks fiom Calvaiy’s cioss,
O1 bieathes in daik Gethsemane?

It still gives man Life’s hope, not loss ;—
And conqueis ‘‘death,” aich enemy.

Puie Spiiit lives not on the Eaith,

It must thiough human mind speak foith ;—
Jesus? saw psychic enemy,

And suffered in Gethsemane.

Yet Chiistos spoke in mighty flood,

Thou shalt not tempt the ‘““Loid Thy God;”
For God, Himself, is tempted neve,

Satan can 1each not ‘“Life’s own Rive1.”

Let intuition move you1 soul,
"Tis the fiist step to ““Eteinal Whole,”
Must you fiist look at Chiistos’ Sun?

You1 eyes would blink, Its Light would shun.

Know Wisdom’s Spiiit eve lies
Beyond the ken of sensual eyes ;j—
You soul may see the Inne1 Light,
But face of God is hid fiom sight.

All Natuie’s kin, this I'll avow,

For Tiuth foie’e1 shines on Its face ;—
Its occult Life is even now

Known bioade: than the human 1ace.

Listen to Natuie’s sacied Ly:e,

Listen to music of Eaith’s spheie;

For God’s above and Man’s beneath,
'Tween both flows Chiistos’ living bieath.

No moie I'll say, this poem now

I'll close; But not to Chiistos’ flow.

To ‘““‘Budhic Love” I'll not c1y woe,

But t1y Its inspiied ‘“Wo1d” to know.

I’ll ne’e1 c1y halt to any 1ace

That loves a ‘““Book” as inspiied *“Wo1d.”
I’ll take as *‘Sciiptuie” by God’s giace,

All ““Love and Light” sent for Eaith’s good.

The “Way.”

Day unto day utteieth speech, and night unto mght sho
eth knowledge.—5:4/¢.

Our point of union the church invisible. —Ae¢ge/.

Tongue is the fiist of Mothe:1 Eaith,
To gieet, when Spiiit cometh foith ;—
Yet ’tis the last to yield to God,

The last to wield the psychic rod.
“T'will caiy soul to diie disasten,

Ere puiified to gieet a ‘“Master;”’

For it stays close to psychic gnound
Till it has lost the powe1 to wound.

Inwaid heat is €’er 1evealed

By foice of suiface waimth and light;
Coinpassion’s bowels fiist are moved,
To teach man Love’s own law aiight.
Fiist days of life babe ciies for milk,
'T'is 1eceptive, childish, or such ilk;
Yet e'en its c1y stiis mothei-love

Life saciifices fiom above.

God’s Love first stits emotional lite

In soul of aveiage man;

It stiis up self to escape stiife

On psychic desiie plan.

Yet highe1 still lifts God the Soul,

To Love and Spiiit saciifice;

Till man foigets ‘‘self” in the ‘““Whole”
Baptized in Chiistos Paiadise.

Befoie I stait to show the ‘“*Way?”

Of occult ‘““Light” that glows so tiue,
In Life above, Eteinal day;

I must give ciedit wheie ’tis due.

I’'m psychic, and of puiitan blood,

It pulsates high on upwaid 10ad;

It hindei1s Muse 1n occult mood,

And clouds the path to biotheihood.

My teache1 tiue 1s not a myth,

Known now on eaith as Helen Smith;

I joy, that saved fiom psychic flow,

Are many lines my Miise has given; -

For her keen mind in Wisdom saw,

The cloud that fogged Its occult powe;
That hid the view of occult heaven,
Wheie Muse is touched with Spiiit leaven.

22 Please note the fact that the autho1 regards Jesus as the “man teachel,” and Christos as the Ray of

Light fiom God.

12



In spite of teachei1 and Wisdom law,
In spite of Muse in subtle flow;

I know my psychic blood is flaw

In Path of Life that I would go.

"Tis not for self that I fea1 flood

Of psychic powe1; for God is good;

It must not €’en contiol my pen,

To send foi1th psychic thoughts to men.

No heio woiship! moves my soul,
This Spiiit powe1 foibids, I tiow,
And Helen Smith, as time doth 10ll,

Diops self in Teacher’s ‘‘thought” and vow.

The cuise of man in selfish cieed

Is ‘‘leadei1ship”? in bigot mood;

It hides the Light that soul doth need,
And limits flow of .biothei1hood.

Oh, N. H. Bean,? as time 10lls on,

You silent walk in duty’s path;

Peichance that ‘‘Light” has o’er you shone,
Rayed downwaid fiom the Chiistos Sun.
You patient toil in occult lo1e,

Just as the 1aindiop weais the 10ck ;

You oft have helped me 1ap at doo

That eve1 yvields to Spiiit knock.

Rejoice, O fiiend, 1ejoice in Love,
Rejoice in Spiiit fiom above;

As Daiky said, ‘“The Sun do move,”
Thus God shall man’s own Spiiit piove.
‘““Daiky” spake bette1 than he knew,
For Pleiades,? in powe1 so tiue,

Moves “‘Solai1 Sun” with Oiion’s glow,
As Chiistos’ powe1r moves in God’s flow.

¥ ¥ ¥ * ¥*

In “Mystic Poems’ I wiote of ¢‘Sleep’®
It is not new, ’tis A1yan old;

I wiote to sti1 the Saxon deep

To Wisdom mind and occult fold.
Subjective state biings occult Light,

To mediumship ’tis opposite.

Tis God-like Will and Mental Sight—

And not contiolled by psvchic sprite.

Sleep® is the powe1 behind the thione,
Subjective path to occult home;

It doth unite with Spiiit-Will,

To save you fiom a psychic ‘‘thiill.”

Unite them both to active foice,
And vou defy the psychic souice
Of mesmeilism and hynotism,
And leadeiship of every *‘Ism.”7

Then know youiself as absolute®
Epitome of Chiistos mind;

You then can touch vibiative note
And soa1 above the astial wind.
You can e’en meet the Univeise,
Potential Life, as time doth 10ll;
You can o’erstep the psychic? cuise,
Pass safely to Eteinal Whole.

* ¥* ¥* ¥ ¥

Man knew 1ebii1th 1n times of old,

Teach it not now to Saxon bold ;10

"T1s bette1 far to tell of Love

And Spiiit Life fiom woild above.
Believe me, Love on path of heaven,
And Love divine, o’er psychic Eaith,

I think 1s moie appiopiiate given

To Saxon fiiend, than Eaith ¢‘“i1ebiith.”1l

The Saxon, suie in path he goes,

LLooks but an inch beyond his nose;
Thinks astial wo1ld, subjective calm,
And life beyond is tune and psalm.

In a sho1it time he eats his fill,

But takes fou1 houis, digestion’s mill,
He thinks that he can ‘‘1eap in heaven,”
When for a blessed 1est ’tis given.

When will he know that on this Eaith,
In objective Life he will come foith,
To 1eap the giowth of foime life,

In blessed path, or psychic stiife;
Then passive 1est for a thousand yvears,
O fifteen hundied many say,

In path of heaven to quiet his feais,
And find his ‘‘beaiings” in God’s Way.

Yet man 1s moved in desiie’s path;
And often tiied, he loves to 1est,

But when ’tis o’er, in psychic waath,
He longs to meet Eaith’s life as best
To satisfy his latent hunge,
Begotten 1n a pieceding life,

To come again on Eaith to linge,
To 1eap and squaile accounts in stiife.

1 TJesus foibade he1o-woiship and it is still foibidden in the white lodge of Theo-Sophia.

2 “Why callest thou me even good
Is Union’s path to Tiuth and God.”

2 Bro. Bean is Secietaly of the Lynn Bianch, Am. T. S.

4 It is now known by astronomeis that a powe exists aiound or about Pleiades and Oiion that draws on
our solar sun and system in its wake. This knowledge must 1ende1 obsolete the one-time view that
the sun as a sola1 centie 1emained foievel in *“ one poition ”” of ethelic space.

5 ¢ Sleep” or the subjective state.

6 It is a known fact that when a person * sits ” at a seance fo1 the puipose of becoming a “ medium” or
to submit to the hypnotic selfish influence of a * spirit-mind ”” that natuie tiies to come to the 1escue

with ‘““sleep.”

7 Concentrate the will on the continuous movement of even a finge1 or a thumb and it will be impossible
at such time, so we are told, for any one so doing to become a mesmeric or hypnotic subject.

8 Absolute in the sense of oneness with the ¢ Fathe1.”

% Science * postulates ”’ the fact that ethei fills all inteistellar space, and Theo-Sophia or God-knowledge
“ postulates ”” the ¢ occult fact 7’ that between the biain-mind and the Spiiit theie flows in astral ethei

the psychic area of our desire life.

10 Tt would be wise at least to teach it in the abstiact.
11 This *“warning ’’ was given to me occultly, and will appea: in my diary in 1905.
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Yet I will pause, this theme, 1ebiith,
Shall not now be my tale to you,

I’1]1 tell of life upon the Eaith,

And tell a sto1y that 1s tiue,—

Of conscious man in occult Life,

Of man asleep,2 in Spiiitual 1ealm,
And biinging back for Eaith’s belief,
Subjective Life, with God at helm.

Man’s segment mind in eaith life biief,

Is not its whole, blessed 1elief;

And Eaith life may the ‘“Highe1” know—
And know the ‘‘Path” by which to go;—
Can biing fiom ¢‘Sleep” in moining quiet
A knowledge of the Wisdom Spiiit,13
Then close his eyes to sensual sight

And leain of Spiiit divine aiight.

The Light of Life, within the head,

Gives us Sixth sense, ‘““Life’s Book?” to i1ead;
One-pointedness in ‘‘Abstiact Mind,”14

Will 1each this sense ;—the message send
To ¢““Man of God” that Love—divine,
Baptized in Lightl® on Eaith to shine,

Can piove that Soul, baptized in Will,

May know of heaven, while on Eaith still.

Instinct in the life of beast

Is base1 level of intuition,16

That comes to a Melchisadec piiest
As Light and Voice; occult fiuition.

Yet man, though touched with Abstiact Mind,

Is clouded dense, in sepalate sense;
To Ego piide he is inclined,
And veils himself fiom Light intense.

Self-conscious man sees not the Light
That beast knows not to thiow away
Whene’e1 he sinks self-conscious might
In selfish piide ;—Ambition’s-sway.
For Goodness 1ules the univeise;

All else shall sink to psychic doom,
Wheie selfish man continues cuise
That blindly sees but gate of tomb.

Foievelr on the:Eaithly 10ad,

In path of man stands intellect;

T'is bo1n 1n conscious biotheirhood

And subtle Spiiit doth reflect:

“T'is boi1n 1n Love fiom dew of heaven ;—
In conscious Spiiit, Love and Light;
T'will broaden foi1th in occult leaven,
When self is sunk in Wisdom’s might.

12 ¢« Faith sleep ” or subconscious state.

What have you seen, O poet, man—
Piay tell at once, si1, if you can?
I’ve seen at dawn, at bieak of day,

With a clea1 memo1y, and biain—I say,

With Sixth sense. si1, and sensual eyes
Closed to Eaith, seen sights so wise,
Seen futuie path I was to go,

If I must dodge a ceitain woe.

Say men, ‘I dieamed, it was not 1eal;”
"T1s false, si1, as the path of sheol ;—
Think you I'd tiifle on puie belief ?
Hold out to man a false 1elief

Fiom matter’s clouded, dense despair;

And send him back to skeptic’s laii,

No, si1! No! not so; oh, heaven!
What! tiifle thus with affection’s leaven?

What I have seen and what I know

I have attained thiough Spiiit flow;
I've fought desiie and conqueied feais,
Have ciushed the lowe1 self for yeais—
But kept in silence, Wisdom’s Path,
Her knowledge, feai1ing psychic wiath;
O1 deiisive smile, that stings us so,

No mo1e I'll pause, the seed I'll sow.
1

Say men again, that it's not 1eal?
We'll let it go, for with Love’s seal
I'll lead you on in Path of Light,
To ‘“‘Rock of Life” in occult Light.
My Diaiy, kept nea: two yeais,

In spite of doubts, or spite of feaus,
I will, if I am then alive,

Submit to you in nineteen-five.

But why not now? I’m occult told

By Love’s own powe1 fiom Spiiit fold

To wait till then, then moie I’ll know,
Of spiiitual Life and Way to go.

"Twill tell of foims that in Life dwell ;

Of spiiitual foims I know so well,

‘““Dead ?” or alive, the foims come foi1th,17
O’er space or death, to fiiends of eaith.

My eaithly fiiends oft come to me

In the quiet of the night,

Thei1 astial forms I often see,

Clothed in Light, by occult 1ight.

For souls can call fiom deep to deep,
E’en while thei1 bodies are asleep,18
They speak to me while I'm awake

With speech as cleai1 as sound can make.

13 Found in the *“ Kingdom within you” and in the subjective state 1eposing in its ¢ Cave ”” or central

souilce of Rest.

14 Spilitual-Will concentiation on spiiitual truths in the abstract will give complete spiritual-mental
breadth and fullness that is nevel revealed to the lowe1 or analytical mind.

15 God is Light, Life and Love. See fiist chapter of John, or in fact the whole Bible.

16 Intuition is explessed Sub-consciously while the * occult voice ”” is expressed Super-consciously fiom the
Highe1 Self, looking down thiough the senses and physical brain memony.

17 To be accuiate I am constrained to say that I believe we can go to our depaited friends and not they to
us; for we have the advantage of living, to an extent, in two woilds at the same time, while our
departed friends must remain in a subjective state between eaith lives. .

18 T presume that my eaithly friends are ‘‘asleep’” when they appear to me in their astral or spiritual
bodies, for I usually see them very late at night, or veryearly in the moining. Peimit me to say that
both ““ Mystic Poems” and ‘‘ Inne1 Light”” weie issued upon occult advice fiom the Highe1 Self of a
living fiiend of excellent judgment even in the eaithly peisonality. -



Yet still I'll tell few things [’ve seen,
Biought back fiom sleep-like state seiene.
[ saw the Roosevelt paity move,

[n stately mein like band of Jove.

Fine days ahead, I sawl? it, si1;

Ere in Bay State it made a sti1;

With my eves closed and bated bieath,

[n fiont of band I e’en saw ‘‘death.”

But yet not ‘‘death” ’twas emblem theie
F'iom Book of Life, fiom occult spheie,
[ saw?0 the skull and cioss-bones float
Ahead of band and music’s note.

[’m just on edge of Spiiit loze,

[ thought it meant for Roosevelt suie;
But wisely I my judgment stayed,

I'ill I heaid death of honest Ciaig.

“Poo1 Craig,”?! by heedless ‘‘Electiic” stiuck,

O caieless motoiman, what luck,
Should bea1 you on in deathly tiack,
T'o ciush out life, not given back,

Did lot of fools in Eaithly mood

E’en hound you on; a psychic biood,
Just to e’en staie at Piesident?

Stand now and take youi punishment.

* € * ¥ ¥

On August 11th. at bieak of day

I saw Akasha’s page on high;—

Impiinted, si1, I daie to say

Upon a gloiious astial sky.

It gleamed afai1 by Ethe1 stioke,

Told not in cloud, but ‘“English spoke”

‘““See Vol”’—ume “8’ and see ‘‘page 6” (six)
Thifle not; nor in psychic mix.

And undeineath, laige lette1 size,
“For theie 1s 10om 1n astial skies,”
Was wiote in Love’s own powel given;
To touch Elijah's path to heaven;
‘“Elijah was ahead on flow

Of Spiiit Life and *Way’ to go.”

[ a10se, looked on page six;%2 to see
Fianklin’s note on Electiicity.??

F'ianklin found but matter’s foice,
While Elijah went to Spiiit souice;
I'hat Etheiic powe1 of univeise,
Which solidifies to lightning's stioke

In Eaithwaid foice, that matte1 shook—
Gleams biight fiom Absolute Consciousness;
Changes foim life in punishiment,

Yet in the end, ’twill soul life bless.

Stiaight is the Path, naiiow the Way,
That leads to this Etei1nal Foice;

But few will see the mystic Ray

Who cling to Eaith or matte1 coaise;
And know you that the ‘‘chosen few”
‘““To man baptized in Eaith’s desiie”
Cannot 1eveal the Pathway tiue,
Until man tuins to Spiiit-fire.

Think not this Powei’s in man alone,

It touches tiee and beast and stone ;—

Yet it must move thiough human Soul

To piove It’s powe1 fiom cential ‘““Whole.”
S0 use it not in psychic mood,

To kill 1n fea1 at Hatied’s nod;

Use 1t to save in biotheirhood

On path of Life that flows fiom God.

* ¥* ¥* ¥ ¥

I’'ll tell you now of Astial waining®
Fiom ‘‘Highe1 Self” I think it came;

Baptized my ‘“Wheel”? one summe1’s moining,

And waining gave in pity’s name.
It came on cleai intonation,

Thiee times it stiuck in 1epetition—
Often I’'d heaid its tones befoie,
And knew i1t was fiom occult shoe.

I 10de fou1 miles at ea1ly day,

When came the note fiom occult Ray,
Vibiative tone, I knew 1t well,

And sought for message it would tell;
Nothing seemed to be the matte,

I 10de'until an hou1 late,

When tiouble with the handle-ba,
Gave me a stait, my neives a jal.

I looked shaip, I tell you, si1;

"I'was bioke wheie pei1pendiculai,

Was biazed to hoiizontal top;

Almost bioke off, even to diop.

And sink me ciuel on its stump ;%

I’ll not deny mv heait gave thump

My neives went weak, full well I knew,
The occult waining?’ was but tiue.

19 T wish to sasithat I first wake up, set up in bed, then close my eyes and 1ead the Akashic 1ecoids or the

‘“ Book of Life.”

20 Sir Walte1 Scott in Ladﬁ.of the Lake ?’ foot note to veise 2%, canto first, ¢ if foice of evidence could
i a

authorize us to believe t

duced in favo1 of the existence of the ¢ Second Sight.’

ngs inconsistent with the general

, ws (?) of natuie enough might be pro-

21 Remaitk of the Piesident on seeing the lifeless body of his faithful sei1vant.

22 Vol. 8, page 6, Enc. Biitt., ** Chicago Edition.”

23 Elijah’s powe1 lay in Fohat or * Spiritual electricity ”” touching the “ Life cuiient ” between the positive

pole ot Spirit and negative pole of matte.

2¢ This waining is known in India as the astral bell waining. It came to me on the 10ad fiom Lynn to

Salem.
26 My ‘ Bicycle.”

26 ¢ We are told ” that as the mothe1 influences the father for her beloved children, so can Spirit penetiate
and ovelcome mattel; if we can 1educe sensousness so that our physical-biain-memoly may 1eceive

occult notes.

27 Permit me to say that the wafning notes continued, with inteivals of four or five minutes, until the

accident to handle bai1 was discoveied.



I’ve seen my mothe1’s?® foim so dea,
Fou1 times in thiity days—

And she spoke twice in voice so cleai
A voice I knew always.

To me this is an evidence,

To see her foim in astial light;

In Ethet’s foice not matte1 dense;
And heai her voice by occult 11ght.

Sub-Astial State in Life is 1eal;

Though sensuous minds may doubt it ever;

Looking for sense in matter’s seal,
Matte1 that dies as soul shall seve1—
When. Soul-life moves in mystic flow,
Moves neaie still to God’s abode:;
Theie Spiiitual laws, vibiative know;
That silent 1ule o’er Wisdom’s 10ad.

In sola1 light gleams Natuie’s Love;
O’er planet Eaith its powe1 doth move;
Yet highei still in mystic showe

And Spiiit-life doth move its powe.
Man moves abi1oad in the fifth 1ace,

In spiiitual Love to Natuie face;

And pauses not in sola1 light,

But sees afa1 by occult 1ight.

* * * * "
A pait I see is Book of Life,??
A pait is Astial living foims; <

A pait of these are in Eaith moods3?
A pait in Astial biotheirhood.

The Book of Life suie tells to Eaith
What in the futuie may come foith.

The foims of Spiiit-souls we see,
Are Life in God's 1eality.

I have seen jouineys I was to go,
Been wained of death and psychic woe 2?1

Been shown the couise of Wall Stieet stocks

That up and down give men haid knocks;
Yet when I used this powe1 for self—

For lustful gain, for gold or pelf,

I sank beneath to Eaith again,

The Wisdom lost, oh, selfish stain.

It 1s but fact, si1, I wiite down,
Past and the futuie are but one
In God’s own occult ‘“Book of Life,”
That floats fore’er o’er Eaithly stiife.
For e’en on Eaith thought will piecede
The act of man; Thoughts we can 1ead;
In occult Life they’ie photogiaphed;
Tis easy done by etheiic diaught.

AN

Let Ethe1 ente1 you1 neivous foice,
"I'is Goodness suie, not matte1r’s cuise;
Let Spiiit-Wisdom fill you1 soul,
“T'will lead you to ‘‘Eteinal Whole.”
But have a caie, go not too fast,

O’er psychic 10ad, by tempest tossed;
You may be tiied, if you’ie not good,
Then listen fiist to Spiiit-mood.

Many paths may lead to Rome,

Yet I'll suivey my pathway32 home.
We’ie on the ‘““Edge of Myste1y”

As deep as Life, and deepe far

Than cuise of death; life’s chanceiy;
That stops on shoie of astral wa.
The Spiiit-Lilly it touches not;

Nor Eaithly 100t,% O sacied spot.

Look e’er for Life, O ye who stiay,
Would you e’en now be shown the Way?
Look to youiself; aye, look within,

For gloiious Path, mystic, divine.

We can but tell the Way to Life,

Show you ‘‘stiaight path’ to conque: stiife;

God’s Aiithmetic, man, we can but teach,
Then look within and Spiiit 1each.

The ‘‘Fathei in Seciet” you may 1ead,
By youi1 own ‘‘Thiad Life” divine;

The faime1 can but plant the seed—

Its monad staits by Eaith, sunshine.
“‘F'luidic fire, or ai1 of heaven;

The liquid Wate1 of Spiiit-Life;”
Unites with Abstiact-Mind; ’tis given—
Eaith-life to know occult 1elief.

O biothe1, would you now know moie,
Of the eteinal Spiiit shoie?

The key is ‘‘concentiative will,”

In occult Life it conqueis still.

*Tis union’s conscious Love divine,3*
O’er you1 eaith memo.y let it shine,
Loathe nothing e’er upon the eaith

In “Highe1 Self”” theie’s union biith.%

Seven keys theie are to give this powe,
That leads afai1 to Spiiit shoie;

‘“Wise Viigins” still have oil in lamp,
““Wo01d4”% is inspiied whate’e1 the stamp.
The Mystic Seven wise Budha knew,
They’ll move you on the pathway tiue,
Should you but toil in Spiiit-Will ;—
And hold the 1eins with Voice so still.3?

28 Mothe1 passed away fiom eaith life Sept. 25th, 1903, and the above paiagiaph was written Sunday, Oct.
25th, 1903. For fuithei notice see Dialy to be issued in 19os.

T find afte1 four years of concentiation, that for at least five minutes afte:1 “ waking ”” I can take a good
look at any object and upon b.athm% my eyes and placing a towel over them I can retain a mental
photographic sight of said object. It may be on the principle of a photographic film, developed in a

dairk 100m.

* The Manas of the living, “ We are told” in the case of advanced spiritual minds, usually travel while

the physical biain is in a state of ** Sleep.?”

! One_ particula1 waining of “dange1 of death”” I have in mind came fiom anothel, an active occultist,
who seldom fails to 1ead coirectly the ¢ Book of Life.”

2 We must not be dogmatic ; I believe thele are many active occultists, now classed as ** mediums > whom
1t would be well to heed.

33 ¢ The Ray of Light’”’ fiom the * Fathe1 in Secret ’’ and the earthly 100t of ‘‘Abstract Mind.”
3 Strictly the key is *“ divine unity of consciousness with all Monad Life.”

% Thus you destroy youi * sense of separateness ”” by union with all Monadic Life.

36 Who knoweth the beginning or the end of ¢ Sciipture.”

37 See 1 Kings: Chap. 19; v. 12.
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Sun 1ises neail to bieak of day,

It does not set till about sundown
Time is continuous, June fiist to May,
What matte1if its sudden flown.

Take time to think on ‘‘Eteinal Tiuth”
Eaith’s psychic child may pass it by ;
Impatient child in Ego’s youth,

Can haidly know that God is nigh.

Eteinity’s ahead, my son,

Yet waste no time in so11ow’s moan;

Take time, know Tiuth, ere life is done,
For you must dig it out alone.

Don’t let anothe1 soul do you1 woik,
"Though Teache1 good and wise vou know;
You’ie “‘Jesuit’s child” if vou e’en shiik,

They selfish glo1y in Septuagint,

They hold the *“*Wo1d” ’tween lids of book;

To ciamp the soul that God hath sent
When Sciiptuie ne’er hath ace foisook.

O ciuel sepaiate sense of piiest,

That diives down stakes and fences soul,
Withholds fiom man a Spiiit feast, ars
And blocks the Way to ‘ Eteinal Whole.”
Mighty and bioad as univeise,

It takes all ‘“*Sciiptuie’ man has wiote;
Bible, Gita, and Veda’s veise

All vibiate Spiiit’s subtle note.

3 * * ¥ N

Some cany ‘‘buiden’ to foot of cioss,
And leave it thei1e as Natuie’s d1oss;

Thei1 souls are moved by atonement,s8
My soul was “saved” in ‘“‘At-one-ment.”
It leaned far o’er Gethsemane’s wall,
Stooped low and let the buiden fall;

It looked far down the centie 10ad,

Saw ‘‘sufteiing path” that Jesus tiod.

You choose a path that caiiies woe.

Hypnotic deep 1n path of life,

It dominates in path desiie

Moie fatal unto flesh than knife,

[s Satan’s baptized psychic fire.

Then tiust not ministe1 or piiest,

Who waips you1 soul fiom conscious Tiuth,
Dogmatic cry is Satan’s yeast,

T'uin fiom i1t now, while in you1 youth.

My Soul daied not to ente1 thee,

O1 breathe Gethsemane atmospheie;
Peichance in time vet far to come,

As Soul in suffeiring’s path shall 10am—

As puiified it shall become;

And stiength 1eceive fiom Love's own home.
O1 Biblomania’s c1y to you; It may yet watch with Chiistos theie,

T'hat would e’en push youir mind fiom Path, Rest puiified in Spiiit-air.

And limit Chiistos, puie and tiue. * * * * *

Heed not the ‘‘psychic c1y of waath,”

DIARY, AUGUST 6th, 1903.

This A. M. while in a ‘“Sleep,” and also in a sub-astial state, my muse composed for
me the most beautiful poem that, in my judgment, has yet been bieathed foith to my
physical biain-memoi1y and Eaith consciousness. I was so anxious to wiite that I
awoke with a stait, helped somewhat, I honestlv confess, by the noise of my son on
the staiiway, for I can tiuly say that my soul could listen to its beautiful, 1hythmic,
pulsating flow of Love divine, in melodious voice, for at least a long peiiod of swiftly-
passing time in such a sub-conscious state. £

This is a touch of heaven on eaith, of Spiiitual-Mental conscious Life. What joy,
if I might thus live with my muse for hundreds of yeais, between two eaith-life
peiiods; but no;

‘I would stay on Astial shoie, eaith-bound,
I would tea: the veil aside,
And whispe1 intuition’s wo1d
O’er all Eaith’s floating tide.”

I feel that this ‘‘Spiiit-low” was but a subjective heaven, and it is woith all the
suffeiing and toil of a lifetime on Eaith to know its beauty, Life and Love.

Following are two lines that I biought back fiom this sub-astial state, 1etaining
them for physical biain-memoy:

SUB-CONSCIOUS LINES.

Then watch India’s own Spitit flow,
And watch in Love the ‘“Way” to go.

I then sank into a semi-sleep state, touching again the sub-astial consciousness and
1eceived fiom an ‘‘intuitional Voice’’ without the least mental effoit on pait of the
physical biain or memouy, the following lines, and being less unde1 the influence of
““Sleep” I at once ai1oused myself and wiote a memoianda slip that which the ‘‘Fathe1”
sent me, being appaiently a continuance of the ‘‘thought” in the pieceding lines above:

% It seems to me that a mothe1 fiom the moment of conception until the delivery of the child suffeis far
mole than the physical suffering of Jesus on the Cioss; but the ‘“‘sorrow unto death’ in Gethsemane,
wheg Je51lls cgme face to face with his own soul, must be experienced by each and every soul ere 1t
can be realize
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For Chiistos Life flows eve1 wise,
In Spiiit’s flow; God’s Paiadise.

And afte1 a silence of about one minute my muse bieathed yet two othe: lines, that
appalently fiist escaped Eaith Memo1y and seemed to me to be also of Sub-conscious

o1igin, as follows:

God still loved so its gentle flow,
That He sent Chiist the ‘“Way’’ to show.

I will endeavo1 to airilange the above six lines as intuition whispeis to me that they

might have stood in the sub-astial state:

Then watch India’s own Spiiit flow,

And watch 1n Love the ‘“Way” to go;
God still loved so its gentle flow

That He sent Chiist the ¢“Way” to show;
For Chiistos Life flows eve1 wise,

In Spiiit’s flow ;—God’s Paiadise.

COME'!

My Muse gave me the following lines the day afte: the sub-astial 1evealment of

‘“Light,” as above noted.

Come to me all ye that labon,
Come to Chiistos, kind and tiue;

Come, oh, heavy laden neighbo,:
Theie is 1est for me and you.

Come ye blessed of my “Fathe1”
Inheiit ‘‘Kingdom” made for you,

Come like childien unto mothe1;
Come in Love’s own ‘“Way” so tiue.

Come wheie Spiiit flows foieven,
Flows in ‘‘Light” so occult tiue;

Flows in ‘“Path” of Chiistos evel
Bieathing ‘‘Life” to ‘‘me and you.”

Come O Siste1, and O Biothe,
Come and watch the “Way’’ to go;

Listen to its ¢ Life” foieve,
Bieathing ‘‘Love” in Spiiit’s flow.

Listen to the ‘““Wo1d” that evei
Pouis out *‘Life” in Gita’s flow;

Tells of India’s ‘“Path” foieven,
Tells of ‘““Love” and ‘“Way” to go.

Come at once, O come my biothe,
Come, O siste1, kind and tiue;

Come to ‘‘Spiiit Life”’ foieven,
“‘Union’s flow” for me and you.

Come, God’s Love to cheiish eve,
Come and knoweth the Chiistos giver;
Come wheie sin shall linge1 nevei,
And God’s ‘“Light and Spi1it” know.

X* *

Now I must close, my woik is done
On poem ‘“‘Way” my Muse -has won
A victoiry, gieate: far than man

Can win on Earth’by psychic plan.
For Muse divine 1n occult motion,

Has helped contiol my own emotion;
And still the thought that pulsates far,
To punish wiong by psychic law.

We yield to God’s own mystic flood,
That wins fiom wiong by Spiiit mood;
That stops man’s sense of psychic wiath
In Love’s own flow, in ‘‘Union’s Path ;”’
That pouis the fire of coals on head,

That saves the living and moves the ‘‘dead?”

To ‘““Highe1 Life” in Chiistos Love;
That shall fore’er Wisdom’s Path piove.

¥

* *

Now you have 1ead this poem well;

If ’tis not peifect, why, what then?
You must discein the ““Tiuth” I tell,
““O1 message Chiistos sends to men.”
Why callest Thou me even good?

On Eaithly path of biotheihood;

Let diegs e’er sink, and Wisdom piove
In Chiistos Light and God’s own Love.

We daie not now tell all we know,
But to disciples3® heie below

For man% to doubt is eve1 given
Until he sees the occult heaven.

39 ¢ Unto you it is given to know the mysteiies of the Kingdom, but unto them it is not ¢ yet’ given’” and
the “ Light shineth and the darkness comprehendeth it not,” yet according to your ¢ faith ?’ be it unto

you.

40 Man fiist must weal out smiling pleasuie,
Then conquel pain at patient leisuie.
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The Keys.

KEY NO. 1.

Tis ‘“Union’s conscious Love divine’'l
In concentiative powe,
Let Spiiit-mental toil be thine,
To biing the occult showe.
JOne-pointedness in ‘‘Abstiact Mind’’2
In Spiiit-Will tenacious hold,
Chen you may soa1 o’er astial wind,
With Abstiact Thiuth to Wisdom’s fold.

KEY NO. 2.

ey numbe1 two is *‘Light in head’’?
Fiom pineal cone? it comes; take heed—
_oncentrate; Book of Life to 1ead,
And sola1 foices know indeed.
Cnow ‘‘Intuition Spiiitual
Is far above the psychical;”’
[his mino1 ““Key” fiom Spiiit spheie,
With *‘‘whiining sound’ will open ear.

KEY NO. 3.

3aptize now and ‘‘Conseciate
This life unto humanity.”
[his 1s the ‘‘Key’ that e’¢r doth mate
With ‘““Love” in God’s Eteinity.
VIoi1e blessed ’tis than to 1eceive,
'"T'is undei1stood by but a few;
[his saciificial Powe1 to give,
That biings a hundiedfold to view.

KEY NO. 4.

fou can ‘“Disciiminate and discein,
But not to ciiticise,”
(ou then will oft to Spiiit tuin,
The Pathway of the wise.
(o analyze the sins of men,
Is negative path and bioadest 10ad;
(our Spiiit-Self is fiee fiom sin,
Then sti1 the good that leads to God.

KEY NO. 5.

‘Rest in the Univeisal Life,”
Enough of bread you shall find theie;

Vhat though much wheat may stand in sheaf,

The Ether woild has biead to spaie;
.nd bread again it has on Eaith,

O selfless one, you’ie not alone ;—
Jife calls fiom deep to deep, as foith

It moves o’er gieed to Chiistos’ thione.

KEY NO. 6.

By flatte1y we are stabbed,’” alone
We live and move in spi1it piide;
'hen tiust it not, thou selfless one,
But look afa1 to poitals wide.
et look within on Spi1iit 10ad,
Be not deceived by visual sight,
or Light and Life and Love hath 10de

O’er astial clouds, to bieak the night.

KEY XO. 7.
Let ‘“Concentiation of thy thought
Rest eve1 upon the Highe1 Self,”
It comes so close to God; that naught
Of psychic mind or selfish elf
Can touch the Spiit-Wisdom zone,
Wheie Union’s flow is moving on,
Wheie deep heais deep; vibiative tone
That pulsates far like O1ion.

The “*Union Key’ flowing so fiee,

Is ‘*Live the Life” epitome

Of all the quickening powe1 of seven
"T'is bathed in Love, in Light ’tis given;
In saciificial Life, ’tis seen

Like Chiist’s or Buddha’s path seiene;
In concentiative Spiiit might

It leads to Wisdom’s mystic Light.

These baptized ‘‘Keys’ that e’er can save,
Baptized in Spiiit, o’er matte1’s wave ;—
That Wisdom-Mind once occult gave

To eaithly Teacheis puie and true;
Can they now 1each you1 vision cleai,
O1 will you need a “‘Phillip”’ heie
Who sees and knows the occult spheie

To now 1eveal thei1 sense to you?

Infancy.

When I was a child scaice fou1 yeais old,
Ere I had faced the Saxon bold;

Who so loved matter’s ‘“1ealism ?”’

And dominating dogmatism.

Whose 1eaction was an Ingeisoll,

To side-tiack chuichly supeistition ;—
And sound to Eaith bold fieedom’s call—
Thus saving man fiom i1nanition.

At twenty I loved Inge1soll,

At foity I saw matter’s doom

For Winte1 or Summei, Spiing or Fall,

He left me lonely at gate of tomb.

Now Voltaiie, Paine and Ingeisoll,

Could Jesuit chuich place on the 1ack;

As buntheads on tiack spiiitual,

They showed not Spiiitual Life’s main tiack.

When I was yet a child, I say,

I ea1ly then saw occult Way—

I ea1ly knew the Chiistos Ray,

That once in Palestine held sway.

I often saw, on tiundle-bed,

In morning, floating oveirhead ;—
While yet it was but dim twilight,
The foims of men and women biight.

1 A spiritual man can, by concentrative one-pointedness, in the abstract on this key, catch 'glimpses of

the future.

2 The *Spirit-Wisdom-Mind.”

3 Any person having enough Spititual Ethe: in his ne1vous system can, by abstract spiritual-mental con-
centration on this key, appioach the confines of the Ethe1 Woild, and see depaited friends and divine

beings.

4 Fiom heart to Pineal Cone it comes.



O1 in daik astial dust they came,

As living foims fiom Spiiit 1ealm ;—
Twas natuial.l and even tame,

But it was Life, with God at heln.

They came fiom Supei-conscious state,

Fiom “Sleep” weie biought to mind of Child;

Ere yet in Saxon doubt, debate,
He was with faiiy tales beguiled.

¥* * * * ¥*

Beguiled by sensual Saxon tongue,
By honest men, yet in the wiong.
Who, tiailing foi1th fiom baibaiism,
And steeped fore’er in dogmatism;
Knew not of mystic Life immense
In Ethe1 space; or the Sixth sense,
O1 Supei-common-sense afai,

As known in ‘‘Spiiitual body’™? law.

The Saxon, gloomy, stein and fiee,
Took eveirything as enemy

Of intellect that could not hold

T'o matter’s laws; or psychic told.
He selfish lost in foim and face,
The instinct® of an eaily 1ace;

Nor yet advanced to intuition,

O1 occult Voice; Spitiit fiuition.

How shall we eve1 wage this fight?
Hush! God shall give the Saxon Light,
By ‘““Swo1d of Spiiit,” by occult Sight,
That moves in Love, by occult 11ght.
"T'1ll Thiuth and Life to Saxon biain,

Sunk deep in matte1, sluggish, dense ;—

The “‘Innei Light” the Quake1 1ain—
Shall 1each the Saxon supei-sense.

* ¥* * ¥* *

I was so nea1 subjective mood,

Only fou1 yeais away fiom God;

So close to Love and spiiitual food,
My eyes undimmed by matter’s clod—
That I yet saw, e’en when awake,

In moining-time, so still and quiet,
The foims of Life in astial make

Not yet foibidden by chuichly diet.

T'1s said the ‘‘Innei Light” of man
In eaily childhood’s happy hou;
F'iom Pineal Cone in head can scan
God’s own vibiative occult powel.
Tis said the infant’s ‘‘spot on head,”’
On top, so thin, in pulsive mood,
Can solai foices know, and 1ead

The Wisdom Path of biotheihood.

It still can know of mystic Love,

Of sola1 powe1 and sola1 mind
Biooding ove1 it fiom above;

Ere yet to passion it’s inclined.

Ere yet it’s steeped so fast in matte,
Ere yet it doubts subjective Home;
Ere yet it heeds Eaith’s psychic clatte,
Ere yet it’s taught fiom Tiuth to 10am.

1 Superphysical, but not supeinatural.

O Samuel! I knew as well

As you, when Voice called Samuel.

O had I then a mystic piiest

Like Eli; boin in occult Myst;

Boi1n not of Eaith, but Chiistos Ray,
Like Light on path; as Chiist, the Way;
To lead me highei than self-desiie,

Fai, tar above, to Spiiit-fire.

O1simply tell me what to say.

O1 speak; when I saw occult Ray

O1 heaid an occult voice fiom heaven—

Speak foith in powe1 by God e’er given;
Befoie I sank by Saxon sense

In mathematic wisdom dense,

O1 in life of stiife was doomed to 10am,

In sensual matte1, Maya’st home.

I could have held Light spiiitual,

Have lifted man, so sensual,

To highe1 paths of Wisdom-Light,
Help add to faith, the knowledge-sight.
But ’twas not thus my path was caived,
'I'was in commeice; my spiiit staived
For occult Thuth and Light and Love;
And to lift veil fiom Life above.

But enviionment is eve1 stiong,

To hinde1 soul, or ciush a wiong;

My lot was cast in Saxon mind,

That shook my life on psychic wind.
"I'was eally shaken in psychic fea,
They told of boogei-man, far and nea;
That childien chased, when natuie daik
Gave us the night, a time of Laik.

Laik sang its song of thanks to heaven,
But psychic souls whom I've foigiven,
Scaied us with tales that childien fear,
Ghosts and hobgoblins, far and nean.
Until I feaied, so like a child,

To tiust the spiiit-foims so mild

That I fiist saw 1n astial mold,

Fiom the Fathei’s occult fold.

I tuined to eaithly paients wise,

Who to my questions made 1eplies

In coole1r houis, when ceased their miith,
Thus biinging eaithly wisdom foith;
That all those stoiies weie nonsense,
And they, who sunk in matte1 dense,
Told me, in love, to say my piayeis,
And be a man in futuie yeais.

I then came to Arithmnietic law,

It was exact, without a flaw

I saw loved ones live in its woith,

So sank myself in childhood’s mith.

I also saw men still feaied wiath

Who lived for self;° knew not of Path
To occult powe1, the ¢‘Inne1 Light,”
That moves in Love, not Satan’s might.

2 There is a natural body and there is a spilitual body.—S?. Paw/.

3 It is known that the Yucatan Indians can send infoimation occultly acioss the country and that the
Buddhist piiests in India knew the 1esult of a battle at least 48 houis ahead of the Biitish authorities

1in India.
¢ Sansciit for Illusion.

> Feal evel is in self begun,
And fades befoie the Chiistos sun.



My Mothe1 said in late1 yeaas,

When chastened by aflliction’s teais
And husband’s death, when Spiiit fiee
Had viewed afa1 Gethsamane,

Why didn’t you tell me then, my child,
You: infant occult sight so mild,

Ere it was smotheied by sensual life,
By eai1thly wisdom or active stiife.

Why, Mothe), I said, you did not know,
E’en at that time, Life’s occult flow:
You then would doubt the powe1 of God
When you weie sunk in psychic flood.
Yet moie, it seemed so natuial,

This path of life so spiiitual,

That I then thought you all must know
The Inne1 Light—the Chiistos glow.®

Oh! had I lived in Buddha’s path,
In Japan, fiee fiom afteimath

Of Saxon beef and Saxon been,
Then e’en an Eli might be nea.

O theie in beautiful Japan

I might have taught a spiiitual plan;
But heie, 1ebuke,” in pity’s mood,
Suie sealed my lips on Saxon 10ad.

To be called weak, hea1 loved ones speak
Of a weak mind, when I was stiong:

I was not Job, or Moses meek,

I could not bea1 to face this wiong.

So I was silent and buiied Light,

The “‘Inner Light,” for foity yeas,
While I took pait in dogma’s fight,
Kept silence o’er my hopes and feais.

But O, my mothe1, in Japan

' You might have sang of occult men;
Of occult powe1 that comes to child
'Who lives in heaven’s kingdom mild;
Of Wisdom loie, that Buddha knew,
Of spiiitual Krishna® Light so tiue,

That blends in Love with Chiist our Lo1d,

And backwaid meets creation’s .‘“Word.”

|
Now Jesus said it, thus 'tis wiote
In Bible piint, ’twas fiom his thioat,

That would you “‘ente1 kingdom of heaven,

You must become as childien,’” even.
Must adults come to occult Love?

Then let them take the Quaker path;
The Inner Light where child doth move

While man moves in desire and wrath.

Oh foolish man, you Egotist,

Stei1n chuichman or you psychic piiest,
You weakly dieam that you shall lead
The little child to godlike mead;
When chilad 1s neaie1r heavenly 10ad,
Neaie1 to Chiistos and it’s God.

It’s path is yet nea1 biothei1hood,

It has but left subjective mood.

Stein man, who lives in desiie’s field,
Why will ye not to childhood yield?
Why will ye not as child become

And see the ““Path’” to Wisdom’s home?
For know ye that the Chiistos said

Ye must become as little child

If you would ente1 Kingdom’s Light,

If you would ‘‘beair’” the Tiuth, so mild.

I cannot doubt that Jesus, even,

Knew of this occult Light fiom heaven,
That comes to child in occult flow

Ere yet Manus® should matte:1 know.
What though most childien know it not
In eaithly memoi1y—eaithly thought?
For scaice will ““Inne1 Light” abide
With desiie life on sensual tide.

Nay moie! the paients of child-life
Are infants too on Spiiit-road;

So dense in matte1, in Love so biief,
Babe might foiget it came fiom God,
Who once knew Light; subjective Ocean,10
When scaice it knew of physical motion,
That now in Maya’s path giows dim,
Being hindeied by dogmatic whim.

An infant boin in aveilage home
That’s sunk in matte1 scaice can 10am
In Spiiit-light and occult Love

Until it moves to heaven above.

And vou this fact at once should know,
“T'is psychic life on Eaith below;

"T'is still desiie on Astial path

Thailing so close as afteimath.

This powe1 I bieak, ’tis Maya’s powen,
I’ll say no moie of self this hou,

Of self for weal, or self for woe,

Not thus we fight our psychic foe.

T'is past and gone, thus time has 10lled,
And we must occult life unfold;

Till we unite with Oveisoul,

Reality’s Own ; Eteinal Whole.

6 The aura of Light as poitrayed by the old masters over and about the head of Chiist in ancient paintings
of the Savioul, is not an illusion but an occult fact.

7] was infoimed by my patenal grandfather, an honest but stein Calvinist, that * It’s the devil’s wo1ks.”’

& Kiishna or Chrishna, an early * Maste1,” sent to India by the “ Gieat Bieath.”

97Tis said that * Manus ? or “ Abstiact-mind »’ seldom overshadows the *‘ desire mind ?” or vehicle of this
earth-life to any appieciable extent until the child is about seven yeais of age.

10 The Spirit goes to God who gave it.—5iéd/e.



Life.

Cosmic Life moves on thiough space,
It inte1penetiates for Aye
The souls that move in human 1ace,
In astial night, or eaith-bound day.
The Cosmic flow of Life was plan
Of Light and Love, that Fohatl gave
That paused not at cieated man,
But moved all Natuie fiom its giave.

Twas powe1 of Love in Spiiit-thought,
That potent moved in saciifice ;—
It touched all Life; it lingeied not,
But moved on Path thiough ethe1 skies.
The mighty, massive, eaithly globe
Flew on afa: fiom astial dome;
Its tiail of light was fitting 10be
Fiom astial Sun, its cential home.

With joy it knew the Sun of heaven,
And knew for aye attiaction’s foice;
Then o1bit knew when powe1 was given,
To cany Life fiom Spiiit souice.
What ’tho’ 1iveis of lava 10ll,
~ And boil the ocean seven-fold;
Tho glacieis 10ll fiom pole to pole,
Life still finds 100m, ’twixt heat and cold.

This Life that conqueis even death,

Would pause not at the biith of matte;
Where' God’s own univeisal Bieath,

Fiist moves the astial dust to scatte:.
This Eaith was foimed thiough Ethe1 space,
- In motion’s powe1 wheie heat abode;
The astral dust moved to its face,

As steel doth heed the magnet lode.

Faith, scaied by science, mmust come back,

And dwell with science eveimoie;
Pass on ye twins, to Ethe1’s tiack,

And show to man the astial doon.
Show us, O Light. the“realm afan,

That inte1penetiates the soul;

Yet ’tis not far, ’tis Love’s own Sta,?
That bieathes out Good; Eteinal Whole.

Whitman,3 you saw so deep and tiue
The Ethe1 tiack, the Spiiit-10ad;

You scented far in soul 1eview,
The Ar1oma of God’s abode.

And Emeison,? New England’s child,
‘““To none but soul 1s soul 1evealed ;”’

We know you1 soul, ’tho’ Spiiit-mild,
Still oft the Swoi1d of Tiuth did wield.

The twentieth centuiy lights the wo1ld,
Ameilica 1s cential souice;
Wheie Life has on its bosom huiled
A gloiious 1ace in Spiiit-foice.
Let poets come to bieathe of Love,
Let seeis flash out the living Light;
’T'1ll man shall know the mystic Dove,
See ‘“‘othei Life” thiough sensual night.

The People must leain not to feai,
O1 bend the knee in tiuckling mood;
For Life is Love’s own atmospheie,
Wheie flows the Bieath of living God.
The Highe1 Self is one with God,
It hoveis sinless o’er our 10ad;
It touches not illusion’s fiaud,
Selfish desiie or sinne1’s load.

O Man, why mouin o’er sin and death?
Just wash you1 hands of sin and lust;
“T'is like the Eaith of yonde1 heath;
Bathe now in Spiiit stieam ;9 not dust.
Stand up eiect, O Son of Man,
Reach upwaid to the Life within
Whee soul atai1 can eve1 scan
Its Wisdom Self, that cannot sin.

No hiied sei1vant are ye, si1;
As Child of God, stand up, my son;
B1ood not o’er sin, doth vengeance sti

God’s Love, when Light and Life hath won.

Mouin not; ’'tho’ Sodom’s giave is made,
Look thou not back, nor heed the knell,
Pass on wheie Union-Love is stayed
In Light and Life; the Spiiit-well.

Buin ye with love of biotheihood,

’T'is the fi1st step ere yet you sleep;
Diop hero-love, e’en to you1 God,

And heai Chiist say, feed ye my sheep.
Must you, like Pete1, feel 1ebuke,

Must have a Maste1 wash you feet;
To have you leave the piiestciaft nook,

Wheie domination souls must meet?

Teachership is Life foieve,
It meets in"Love the Univeise;
The soul doth bathe in Life’s own 1ive,
When Chiistos meets dogmatic cuise.
The Highe1 Self doth save the lower,
That sees the upwaid Spiiit-i0ad;
Why sleep in giave,® when Mystic shoie
Doth 1ule the wo1ld in Spiiit-mood?

¥* * * ¥* *

1 Fohat is Sansciit for “Spiiitual Electiicity,” flowing as a Life impulse between the positive and nega-

tive poles of Spirit-matte.
2 Chuistos, or the Star of Bethlehem.

8 Walt Whitman, the inspiied child of the Quaker Light.\

¢+ R. W. Emeison, the Spiritual prophet of Ameiica.

5 To loathe sin or fight evil is to travel the negative path. But to banish sin by the sunshine of Love, is

to enter Spirituéj Consciousness.

6 We are occult told that the sensual child of eaith, not being spiritually developed, must simply doze in
1

slumbeling animal desire, between many eaith objective

ves.
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Bioad as the Univeise ot Light,
Deep as the Mind of Infinite Love,
Fa1 1eaching as Etheiic Night
Is Life ;7 that 1ests in Tiuth above.
I[ts vital foice moves on fore’er,
In saciificial power;
Baptized by Love in Ethe1’s spheie,
In Cave of the ‘“All Knowe1.”

Love limits e’en its infinite Powe;
In sola1 Wisdom ; Chiistos might;
And Chiistos limits occult showe1
To baptize woilds in sola1 light;
And on this planet faithe: yet,
The ‘“Wo1d”’ in powe1 o’er matte:1 shone,
That souls baptized in labo1’s sweat
Might matte1’s lessons leain ‘‘alone.”

Life is 1eal; Life is wholeness;
Yet waking state is oft illusion,
Wheie foim life fails the soul to bless
And fades away at death’s intiusion.
Subjective state is 1est Eteinal,
Though abstiact Love enshiouds the soul;
That’s bathed in Light and Joy supeinal,
Wheie Love foibids the death-bell toll.

Subjective home vibiates so 1eal
In mental foice and Wisdom’s might;
Passing quick thiough the ‘:astial sheol’®

Thate’enin ‘‘dieams’ some catch the Light.

How do you know ¢‘’twas but a dieam ?”
Didst measuie it in mattei’s mold?
Did 1eason fail to see the stieam

Of Life and Love, that St. John told?

This life on eai1th, so blind and dense,
Is periodic in its foice:
To soul that lives in suffering tense.
That tests the Love fiom Spiiit souice
To biother man in Union’s flow;
To give us faculties intense
That we might fast in Wisdom giow,
In soveleign Will and Supei-sense.

O life on this objective plane,
Hemmed in by two eteinities;
Baptized so deep in matte1r’s stain
That we escape the veiities.
Blindly we giope and cannot see,
Deaf unto the subjective Home:
We know not Life, Reality;
While we in matte1’s field shall 10am.

We say that matte is 1eality’s own,

And Consciousness is but a dieam ;
Except in physical foice1t’s thiown.

We cannot heed the Spiiit stieam,
We cannot heed the ‘¢ Highe:1 Mind,”

We feel for matte1 with hand and finger—
We call it 1eal, all else is wind,

In sensual life we love to linge.

O fool; in path of Eaith desiie,
Dieaming foim life is 1eal, for aye.
Build gieate1 bains on eaithly mie,
Then see you1 tieasuies fade away ;
For you must leave at Spiiit call,
What’s not you1 own; oh foolish one,
"T'is humanity’s own; you ** felt” it all
And foolish dieamed it was you1 own.

You1 waking life, ye foolish think,
Is all theie 1s to common sense:
In ¢ Sleep ” ye stand upon the biink
Of ‘‘othe1 Life” that’s so intense,
Yet know you that in path desiie
Yout sleep in Maya’s? home is made,
You1 mind’s not touched by Spiiit-fire,
For you in psychic fog have stiayed.

Even in sleep oh eaithly child

You1 desiie mind is but confusion.
You foolish dieam, or desiie wild

Leads you for aye, in path illusion;
When just beyond you lies the gate

That opens bioad to Wisdom’s Light;
You1 Highe1 Self will eve1 wait,

To save you fiom illusion’s night.

Diop foim life and diop illusion,
Take Union Path to cential Love;
For Wisdom ne’e1 will have a fusion
With self desiie in mattei’s gioove;
And Saciifice shall 1ule foieve,
When man within shall Union tiace
Backwaid unto God,1? the Giver;

’I'is thei1e each Ray shall meet the 1ace.

Did you ne’e1 watch a fiiend pass on
Thiough gate of death, O biothe1 mine?
And heai him say, piophetic tone:
‘“‘I now pass on to Life divine;
Fai, far away, I see the 10ad,
And yet so neai; I see the Light,
The Life and Love that leads to God,

I see it now by occult 11ght.”

Foolish you thought that he was dieaming;
That halucination moved his mind;
That eai1th was 1eal, and he was scheming,
Gioping afai, theie hope to find.
Oh sensual child just stop and know,
They see the biidge, ere yet they cioss;
God’s “Wisdom-Light’ is Spiiit flow;
It compensates for earthly loss.

None e’er come back, is now youl c1y:
(Oh childish one, in matte1’s doom)
To tell us that theie’s 10om on high
For all beyond the gate of tomb.
How wise you smile, O weakly one,
You think you’ve closed the Spiiit doo;
When you but stand in ¢‘self ”1 alone;
And staive like eaithly child, so poo:.

7 The subjective or “Sleep’ state, is a move Godward, to unity; while objective life is diffeientiation in

the path of desire.

8 The astial sheol or fiist dense astial plane of matte1 above the psychical.

9 Maya is Sansciit for “Illusion.”

10 God or, “Love, Light, Life and Tiuth,” potentialized into an eternnal Spirit-essence.

11 The lowel self.



Would you wake fiiend who sleeps so sound;
Distuib his 1est, when you could go
And view the Spiiit-mental giound
Wheie he ¢ still lives ”” in Spiiit flow?
When you can go and see his face;
When you can hear his occult voice
While you’ie on eaith; and know the 1ace
Still lives above by Spiiit choice.

’T1s not his mission to come back,
Subjective ‘‘home” is 1est on high;
"T'is also ‘‘sleep” on eaithly tiack,
Wheie soul can know that Life is nigh:
In two woilds you can live alway,
Oh stupid, honest fiiend of mine
And biing to eaith the Wisdom Ray!?

Fiom state of ‘“‘Sleep” by Powe1 divine.

The othe1 Life is ‘‘Consciousness,”
Upon the Spiiit-wisdom shoie;

*T'1s natuial in rmental stiess;
Vibiates in Love foreveimoie;

Vibiates fore’er by the Sixth Sense;
Vibiates fore’er on Etheir’s wave;

It sees by Light, o’er matte:1 dense,
And moves in Love the 1ace to save.

Then move afai1 to those you love,
Who'’ve gone befoie on Spiiit 10ad;
They’ll meet you on the shoie above;
Just outside of sensual mood.
It matte1s not, asleep or wake,
In Spiiit or sub-astial state,
In Union; Love can always take |
The ‘*Kingdom Path’ and theie vibiate.

Dogmatic creedscloud not the view;
The ‘““Key”13 of Life shall always live
In vision of the chosen few
Who e’er in ‘‘Teacheiship’ shall ‘‘give.’
"Though lost by Mason, Chuich and Pope,
Its holy Bieath 1s on eaith still;
It flies fiom cieed to cieed!? in hope;
"T'is known to soul as “*Spi1it-Will.”

2

The joy of life is moving on
Afai in Ether’s mystic zone,
Wheie soul knows soul in Love, my son,
And leains to face itselt alone;
And then in action on eaith stiong
To blend its life 1in Union’s home,
And gathei all fiom ‘‘sepaiate wiong”1o
Afai1 above the psychic foam.

Now I will stop and wisely pause,
Ere vet I t1y by woids to 1each
The soul that hungeis for the ‘“‘laws”

That may be known when Lovel® shall teach.

"Though we must e’er thiow down the Light
And let it shine o’er eaith and heaven,
Yet still we guaid by occult 1ight
F1om selfish ones, the Chiistos leaven.

12 Your Highe1 Self.

Death.

The fiist dark day of nothingness,
The last of dange1 and distiess.
—Byron, in *Giaour.”

Yea, though I walk thiough the valley of the shadow
of death, I will fea1 no evil, for Thou art with me;
%’)h / rod and Thy staff they comfoit me.— David, in

ible.

O Giaou1, you wea1y me,
You close you1 suffeiing eyes at night;
O else 'twas you, my poo1 Byion,
Touched not by intuition’s Light.
iackness of night that settles down,
Stailess for Aye, without a moon;
Wheie mental wieck has vanished, flown
To path of nothingness, so soon.

Wheie mind’s extinct, foieve:1 gone,
Sunk in a daik, despaiiing Night.
O mighty soul of a Byion
That failed to heed the ‘‘Innei Light.”
That failed to catch vibiative note,
O1 ““Mystic Sound” by occult 1ight.
That Spiiit yields; as once God wiote;
The ‘“‘Key’ divine; the ‘“Mystic-Light.”

You sigh for peaceful nothingness,
Tiied out for Aye and Eveimoie;
Poo1 diegs to sti1 such bitterness
As chills the soul of Giaoul.
Does conscience flame buin to despaii
You1 soul, that bioods 1n dairkness theie,
And views not mental Life above
In Spiiit flow and Chiistos Love?

Daik death to you, mateiialist,

Hides 1ich and poo1, hides gieat and small;
You scoin the weakly pietist,

Black night, you think, must close o’er all.
Say not ’tis meiciful thus to die,

O1 that daik death piotects the whole ;—
That poo1 escape the tviant’s lie,

As ‘“‘Egypt death” shall o’er them 10ll.

Peichance with you as altiuist,

Black daikness comes in silent peace :—
You scoin the feai1 of psychic piiest,

Think mental life at death will cease.
You close you1 eyes! to eaithly light

And see but daikness theie at first ;—
You ne’e1 will see by ‘‘occult sight”

O1 hea1 the ‘““Voice” except you “‘thiist.”

Yet you do well, e’en though you teach
As futuie path, oblivion;

If you but Union’s path shall 1each,
Teach Love to eveiy citizen.

"T'is bette1 far to live and love;
To long and hope for Life to come;

For know you that the Powe1 above
Keeps eye on man in sensual home.

13 The “Key” or ‘“‘Divine unity of Consciousness,” or Spiit-Will can give us the “Sixth Sense.”
12 The “Key’”? moved fiom Catholicism to Mason1y, thence to the Quakeis and onwaid thiough Eastein

mysticism unto the Theosophical Society.
15 The sepalate sense of the “lowel self.”

16 The Spirit-Will evolves the Light in the path of Union ; by Spirit-mental concentration.

1 You need not wait until death to try this expeiiment; you are piivileged even now, if you but knew
it to live in two woilds at the same moment of time.



Wheie’s God you sigh in bitte1 moan,

That e’en on eaith will suffe1 wiong ¢2
Wheie’s man, why stays in self alone,

And heeds not ‘‘Love,” the *“Union song?”
Dense e’er 1s man in flow of 1eason,

Who sees not ‘*‘Home” by Spiiit sight;
Who, blind in matte1’s selfish tieason,

Is 10bbed of *“‘Spiiit-inental-Light.”3

Who sows the seed for ages long,

While Spiiit beckons evei on,
Till “Union” comes to weak and stiong,
Thiough many lives, my doubting son.
Hate not foic’er as time doth fly,

Toil on for man; sweet now and now;
Subjective home is 1est on high,

Then gathe1 stiength in Chiistos’ vow.

Oh, child of fire, boin of desie,
You came on Eaith by youi1 own choice;—
What if your memoiy goes not highe,

And you heai not the ¢‘Still small-Voice ¢4

What is you1r memo1y,®> anyway?
Stiive now to clea: the selfish web

That tangles soul in passion’s sway,
Deceiving you, ’till life shall ebb.

Cloud shadows steal o’er life fiom biith,
Now soul is so1owful unto death,
O’er foim life in illusion’s path,
Wheie flows foic’e1 the psychic bieath.
Stoim clouds hang low, yet all is well,

"Though lightning gleams on Astial couise;

For Chiistos Sun doth death dispel
By occult Light tfiom Spi1it souice.

Deep daikness bieeds the Anaichist,
Despai1 1emains wheie theie’s no hope ;—
Dieam not of self, lJove e’en the piiest
That fails in spiiitual fieedom’s scope.
To suffeiing poo1, now this we say,
Death leads to 1est in Spiiitual Home;
Then bathe you1 soul in *‘Chiistos Way”’
Love biothe:1 man and ‘‘help’ will come.

Concentiate on the God of Love,
In “Union Life” theie’s biead to spaie;—
Why sufte1 on in mattei’s ‘‘gioove”
O1 madly giieve in selfish ‘‘lai1?”’
For eve1y saciifice we make
In biothethood, will biocaden man
To selfless line in fieedom’s wake,
And blend his soul in “Union’s” plan.

¥ * * ¥ *

The agony of meeting death,
To soul that clings to eaithly foim,
Is gieate1 far than fleeting bieath;
"T'is desiie-life in matte1’s stoim.
Then when death comes, O tiemble not,
If to youiself, couirageous be,
Diop flag of tiuce, love God in thought,
And all of Eaith, humanity.

b

Death i1s the last stein eaithly foe,
That 1s destioved in Path of Light,
By Wisdom-spiiit's imnental flow,
That ‘*Word” sends foith fiom Infinite,
"Though you now dense in matte:1 move,
You shall hea:1 Voice, like Samuel ;—
"Though many lives it takes to piove
That you diank deep at occult Well.

Why seek the ‘‘living’” among the ‘‘dead ?”
Why weep above the giave?
Why lean upon the coffin lid?
'T'is anxious love in matte1’s wave.
Yet highe: still doth Love 1eveal
The Chiistos path to Inne1 Light
Wheie God hath set the Spiiit seal
In occult powe1 and Chiistos sight.

Move on 1n faith, in love meet death,

He’ll vanish like the wild sea’s foam ;—
For God’s own univeisal Bieath,

Doth penetiate our Astial home.
Deception leaves with eaithly sense,

As eaith life fades fiom Spiiitual view ;—
And soul moves on to Life znfense,

As 1ational, as i1t 1s tiue.

Like occult Cloud that moves afa
O’er all ea1th’s human teai-stained 10ad.
O1 Eli’s poweiful Shechinah,
That biooded o’er the A1k’s abode.
Like vision of Melchizedeck,
Like Jesus at the Holy Mount
God eve1 bi1oods in Love to seek
And save all men at Spiiit’s fount.

Magnetic coids are evel stiong,
That tie us to the foims we love.
We ci1y so deep fiom heait to tongue,
Lonesome ;—we heed not Spiiit’s move.
For agonizing love will giieve
O’er fading foims ;—till time’s no moie;
Wheie love must kiss and then take leave,
To meet again on occult shoie.

Magnetic coids are eaithly stiong
The heait of love i1s toi1tuied, toin,
To see fiiends silent pass along
In path of death, wheie souls must moun.
Death i1s destioyed by ‘‘Innei Light,”
The Chiistos Blaze it cannot meet,
That penetiates the clouds of night
Whee souls of eaith can loved ones gieet.

Magnetic coids are evel stiong;
The paiting and the suffeiing gioan
Oft swell in faith the divine song
When soul shall face itself alone.
"T'1s but the lifting of the soul
In human life and biothe1 love,
To conseciation’s puiest goal,
Wheie soul shall ¢“Spiiit-Union” piove.

2 Man must suffe1 on until he leains the ‘lesson’ that “foim” life is but illusion, and also to sink his
‘“‘sense of sepalateness’” in the ‘“Divine unity of -Consciousness.”

3 Whose Powel thiough the Highe1 Self can convey to the physical memory a knowledge of the futuie,
when the ‘‘lowe1 personality’ is strong enough to 1eceive it.

+ The “Still small Voice” is the “Spilit-Voice” expressed in ‘“occult sound,” as when it spoke, saying

‘“Samuel, Samuel,” while the

‘highe1 conscience” is the intuitional experience of our

‘“‘Highe1

Self,” gatheied, perthaps, thiough many lives on earth.
> How much can vou 1emember of the daily conciete experience of you present earth life?



Didst touch a token® of ‘‘loved and lost,”
And feel the oveishadowing powe,
That mantled you like lHolv Ghost,
As gentle as a spiingtime showe1?
If so, you’ie nea1 the astial fold,
What matte1 if ’tis psychic all;
We are yet of 1ajasic’ mold,
We yet must heed a comiade’s call.

Dids’t eve1 hea1 the Spiiit-wind,
The 1ushing wind of Pentecost,
Sweep past you as youl ear inclined
Ere yet the message could be lost.
If so, you’re past the psychic® line,
Wheie Spiiit boies to Pineal Cone;
You can then know that Powe1 divine
Bieathes to you Life, fiom Spiiit zone.

Mind will peifoice look still to eaith
Until the soul can pieice the night
And be baptized in spiiitual biith
With occult Light® o’er sensual sight.
Yet wheie the Sixth Sense cannot see,
The soul may sink in gi1im despaii,
Except that faith meets enemy, |
Dispels dai1k night that linge1s theie.

For natuial life moves on apace

Whee kindly, calmly, change doth come;
Old age submits unto God’s giace

And welcomes change to futuie home.
Thuis neaier far doth spiiitual soul,

Move close 1n love to God’s abode;
And neaier to the Oveisoul

When love hath pain’sl® fire chaiiot 10de.

And has death stoimed you1 citadel?
Death cannot sepaiate at all
Those who diink deep at occult Well
And know that Light is ‘¢All in All.”
Death sepaiates not, to those that joy
In path of Love and Inne1 Light;
The occult gold melts fiom alloy
And gilds the cloud in death’s daik night.

The Chiistos ¢“Wo1d” Chiistos for Aye,

Biought foith in ¢‘*Absolute Consciousness’

Ere Adam bieathed in Eden’s day,
Biought foi1th Instinct and Life to bless.

For spiritual Lifell moves eve1 on;
It penetiates the ai1 and ethe;

Moves €’er in Path of Chiistos Sun
Wheie ’tis not tied to matter’s tethen.

Mind 1ules o’er matte1 hei1e and now;
In Ethe1 space it 1uleth still;
But theie, ’tis Goodness, Godlike Vow;
"T'is Love to all and ¢‘‘Divine Will.”
Yet substance moves in Life above,
In Ethe1 space for Spiiit-foim;
Vibiates by law in Chiistos Love,
Above Eaith giief and psychic stoim.

This spiritual-mental-Life in ai1
Is silent Love 1n ethe1 space;
No ‘‘self” or stiife, but 1est 1s theie,
And biooding Love for human 1ace.
Death touches matte:1 on this eaith,
And fleshly biain must on eaith cease;
But Will and Spiiit-Life gives biith
To “Unity” that flows in peace.

What though the mind appeais Lo fail
When body with disease 1s wo1n,
The Will but puts aside the veil
When soul sees flash of occult Moin.
Mind stepping out of body, giown
Wea1y of Eaith at Spiiit’s doo,
Without a sigh; without a moan,
At sight of Spiiit-mental-sho:e.

Wheie Manas 10ams in mental foice
When fieed fiom suffeiing sensous clay;
Vibiating Ray fiom Spiiit souice
That knows subjective mental Day.
Oh intuition’s subtle Light
That Emeison bieathed foith fiom God;
He heaid the whispe1 with delight;
Told it to man in joyous mood.

Gita’s and Veda’s Whispeiing,

The Bible message good and tiue;
Yet saw he not the occult spiing

Wheie Light and Voice doth Life 1enew.
Emeison stiove to 1eason on

And theieby touch the Saxon soul,
When Abstiact-Spiit-Will, my son,

In discipline, shall scioll unioll.

Each poet takes one step on 10ad,
Each see1 mounts highe still
"T'is step by step 1ace moves to God,

The Way is Spnit-Will.
E’en Ossian, the ancient Scot,
As he saw chieftain to death fall,
Saw Spirit move in occult thought,
As Ray of Light unto Fingal.l?

¢ The wiiter, while soiting ove1r old letters, took up one wiitten by his Mothe1 during earth life, when,
instantly a flood of electrical power seemed to fill the 100m and cover his body.

7 Activities of desire and love, eithel in the astral or eaithly form of life.

6 Spilitual intuition is above the psychical; “for the wind bloweth where it listeth.”

9 Jesus was suipiised that Nicodemus, 1ated as a “Master” in Israel, knew not of “these things.”
10 Intense love turns to pain when its object in turn suffers fiom the kaima of earth life and death.

11 The “Highe1 Self” of each one of us, vibiating as a spiritual-mental Ray of Light in unity with

Chiistos and the “Gieat Breath.”

12 Fingal was a wailike chieftain, the father of the poet Ossian who wrote poetry in his own old age, long

afte1 Fingal had peirished in battle.
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Enoch, by faith, saw God as God,
A 1eal Spiiit-mental ‘‘Power,”
And doubted not He could 1ewaid
A mind that loved the Chiistos showen.
Thus Enoch pleased the God of heaven,
"Though Adam mused on sin and death,
For faith may touch the occult leaven

And feel the Life of God’s own ‘‘Bieath.”

Ye thus add knowledge to you: faith,
O Enoch, son of Adam’s fall,
And ve find Path that conqueis death
By knowledge of the Chiistos soul.
For ’tween the Eaith and ¢‘Spirit-Light”
Theie is no fence, no lines are diawn,
And ‘‘Mental-Love’ vibiates in might
Thiough Eaith and ai1 to Spiiit zone.

You1 soul, O Enoch, did not die
On blessed day you we1e tianslated,
For it was saved for Life on High,
T'was saved on eaith when sin abated,
For Spiiit-Love will conque1 death
E’en while in body dwells the soul,
And who will limit God’s own ‘“Bieath”
That lights the mind to occult goal.

What ’tho’ sin is fleshly lust,
Conceived in self, a soul’s desiie,
To sepaiate live and sink in dust;
To die afa:r fiom Spirit-fire.
The soul that sineth, it shall die,
Thiough many lives, O foolish one,
Until it leai1ns to look on ‘‘High”
Wheie Wisdom dwells in Chiist, the Son.

Death visits eve1y soul of man
That’s paralized fiom the Christos;
In Tamas! sloth its couise hath i1an,
Yet lower self sees not the loss
"T'ill quickened by the Light of heaven,
The Spiiit power bieathed foith fiom God,
It then shall know that eaith’s an Eden,
When mental Light bieaks Tamas’ nod.

Concentiate not, O blinded man,

On negative sin and peiishing lust,
For theie you1 soul-life will not scan

Its pathway tiue, but matte1’s dust.
"T1s bette1 far to have the faith

That caiiied Enoch close to God;
"T'is bette1 far youir mental waaith

To occult know than cling to sod.

Yet some believe the ‘“Advent’ sigh
That Spiiit-mind lies in the giave,
When *‘Spiiit-Light” can fiom on ‘high”
Receive us all on occult wave.
The “‘letter’’ killeth in eaithly miie
The soul-desiie that sees but ‘‘giave,”
That blindly sees not Spiiit-fire,
Vibiating Light, with powe1 to save.

in the Spirit-mental Life; “that goes to God who



O childish man, in so11ow’s land, Elijah moved in Ethe: fire

Blinded deep in sensual home, Afa1 off into Ethe1 space,
Ye see not now the occult hand - His soul attuned to Natuie’s lye,

In self-desiie ye still must 10am. Could his eaithly foim efface.
In matte1 deep ye neve1 win, For matte:1 dense on eaith-bound shoie,

Why mouin o’er self and ‘‘sin” and soi110w Is Ethe1 dust solidified ;—
When “‘Tiee of Life’’ is just within Guided by Spiiit eveimoie

That might be youis now or tomoriiow. That Life may move on eaithly tide.
The ‘“Thee” ye left in Eden’s bowe Elijah knew the seciet Powe,

To sink in matte1’s self-desiie That came by Spiiit of the Loid ;—
Is guaided now by cheiubims The powe1 of Life in the ¢‘“All Knowe1”

Against stei1n passion’s swoid of fire. The powe1 that he in ““Thuth” adoaed.
Ye long to flee at sight of death, That lives fore’er in spite of matte,

Ye long to escape Eaith’s psychic woe; That lives in spite of eaithly foim;—
Yet all ye see is swo1d and sheath That can see eaithly atoms scatte,

That hides the ‘“Way”; the Spiiit flow. And soul suivive atomic stoim.
Swoid of desiie, dazling for aye Ye soa1 afar o’er Palestine,

For many lives, O child of sin As Jesus did at late1 date;
When will ye leain that Eden’s day Ye disappea1 in Life divine,

Is but a step, then look within. And conque: death, that men call fate.
For God so loved you1 e1ing soul Yet selfish man so dense will be,

That when fiom Eden, you weie huiled Clothed in doubt, yea, doubting God ;—
He gave to you fiom Eteinal Whole That he must meet the stein deciee,

The ‘“‘Seed of Life” for ¢Spiiit-wo1ld.” And ignoiant face the tomb and sod.
Yet ’tis within; ye look without Why sentimental eve be,

Ye think that heaven’s a sepaiate place Simply to hold a flag of tiuce?
In sepaiate matter’s sense, ye shout, Why ciiticize Eteinity,

Thus sinks in death the human 1ace. When Life in myste1y can pioduce
No lines are haid and fast with God; The powe1 of mind that conqueis dust

The ““Thee of Life” is on you1 10ad; E’en to the sight of doubting wo1ld?
F'iom mind to spiiitual-mental Mood Then O believe that Spiiit just,

Is but a step in biothei1hood. Can cany all to Chiistos fold.
Then “Tiee of Life” looms to you1 sight Elijah moved to occult sky,

In Union’s conscious Love divine; In spite of sin, in spite of fea1;—
"T'is then you know by occult 1ight He met in Love the God on high

The Light that on the 1ace doth shine. When he beheld the Spiiit-sphee.
The Light that lighteth all the wo1ld Yet fea1 was eve1 in his soul,

The Father's ‘“Ray,’”’ is inwaid seen; When he looked down in psychic hell,
To Son of Man it still is told Whene’e1r he stooped so low to kill

That Life immoital is within. In psychic home of Jezebell.
Destioy thy swo1d, the flaming swoid O thou gieat see1, ’tis now no feai

Of passion’s stiife that kills the soul, That vibiates o’er thy Hebiew soul ;—
Then Cheiubim shall show the “Wo1d4” When thou dost know that change is neai

That leads to Life as time doth 10ll. Wheie death shall fail and Life shall 101l
Then death is conqueied heie and now, Fiee as thy ¢“Highe1 self” in God;;—

No need to wait ’till time to come, No 10ck, no foim to ciush or bieak
For Love 1s Light, and Light, I tiow, The Ether path, by Chiistos tiod,

Will lead at once to Chiistos Home. Wheie ““Union” flows like sea or lake.
’T'1s bette: far to live and love, Elisha knew the Powe1 foic’en,

To watch Elijah’s mantle flow, Stionge1 than death in Elijah’s soul ;—
As Spiiit-chaiiot shall move And held e’en as a tieasuie dean,

And catch the Chiistos-mental glow. Elijah’s baptized mantle-powe.
"T'is bette1 far in faith to see That magnetized the cloth he woe;

Elijah’s foim to heaven go ;— That powe diffused in occult showel,
And catch the baptized mantle fiee, "I'was felt abi1oad both far and neai

In living-faith, than dwell on woe. In mental life and Eaithly spheie.
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The soul that sinneth, it shall die,
Doth not apply to Spiiitd fiee ;}—
That sees the Light when God is nigh,
Knows Love in God’s Eteinity.
Then like Elisha, ciy for aid,
For double poition of Spiiit stiength,
Then Chiistos Light so long delayed
By doubting soul; will come at length.

Ciy like Elisha, “I will not leave”
Nor e’er foisake the Chiistos path ;—
Then sin shall cease, and not still weave
A web of death; as afteimath.
Then soul shall cease its death to Spiit,
Shall eain its 1ight to live in heaven ;—
Shall ca1iy up by Love’s own meiit,
What it hath gained to Chiistos haven.

Even the thief upon the cioss,
Quickened by love of the Chiistos ;—
On the same day saw Paiadise,
When closed his eyes on saciifice
At Calvaiy’s Cioss, that conqueied death ;—
In God’s own Love and Chiistos bieath
F'or Swo1d of faith and living Light
Deceived not soul on Calvaiy’s height.

Know you that emotional flow

Is psychic boin as sexual love ?—
Why stay in path that caiiies woe,

When ‘‘Fathe1 in Seciet” Life will piove.
Know you that the Chiist 1eligion

Is spiiitual Life and Love and Light?
And the stiaight path by intuition

Leads to God’s ‘“‘Voice” by occult 1ight.

Oh, giieve not, honest, sinceie soul,
Giieve not for sin, giieve not for giave ;—
Chiistos Love is ever stiong
And Light of God will suiely save.
I'he Highe1 Self and Chiistos Son
Unite to say, ‘“Thy Will be done,”
When lowe: self shall heai the call.
"T'is victoiy then, ’tis ‘“All in All.”

Light.

sight gleams fore’er thiough infinite space,
No vacuum is theie;

t shineth foith to human 1ace
Thiough Ethe: atmospheae.

A stieam of Light, by Chiistos thiown,
Abioad o’er eaith and Ether’s shoie;
Revealed to man that Love alone
Gave Life to soul at Spiiit-doo:.

3 The Sgirit goes to God who gave it.
¢ The *Still small Voice,” not our ¢ '

It 1adiates fiom an occult souice,
Etheiic fluid o’er eai1th and sky;

That doth abide in nei1vous foice,
To piove to man that God is nigh.

Red, yellow, and blue,! combine to black,
The souice fiom whence they came;
And daikness ovei1 Ethei’s tiack
Is Light to Spiiit-flame.

The mystic Powe1 that tells the soul
It can 1eflect the univeise ;2

Can also tell the message whole
When soul escapes illusion’s cuise.

Just as a lovely landscape fai
Can be seen in loved one’s eye;
So in each soul doth Love sit theie,
To 1eflect back the Light on high.

The occult man may close his eyes;
And bieak the daikness theie;

May see the Light that doth aiise
In Ethe1 atmospheie.

The Light and Life of othe:1 wo1ld
Is mental home for our abode;
It doth 1eveal to soul unfuiled
O’er sensual path ;—the immo1tal 10ad.

The upwaid ai1c to Inne1r Light
Is won by Spiiit-mental toil;

And soul that wins in sensual fight,
Must buist the shell, the psychic foil.

Chiist came in saciificial Love,
That ciicled spheie-like o’er His head ;3
That stieamed to Eaith fiom God above,
That could be occult seen and 1ead.

Ou1 Father in heaven, He said, not mine,
Ou1 Fathei evel, for all the eaith;

His message came to us, divine,
Flooding this Eaith with a re-biith.

What was this sacied, godlike Powen,
Coming on Fathe1’s shoieless wave?
Coming fiom heaven to eaith, as showe,
That quickens man, his soul to save?’

It was like flood of light fiom Sun,
That blazes far thiough solai sky;
This flood of spiiitual Light, my son,

Tells sensual man, that God is nigh.

This Light, not seen by sensual sight,
Dwells infinite in Univeise;

It is divine, etheiic Light,
That nevei1 can be told in veise.

What 1s It? You must see It, feel It,
To know Its mystic, spiiitual showe;

That tells to man that soul and Spiit,
Can unify in life’s shoit hou.

ego conscience judgment,” but the ‘““God-Voice” in Spiiit-Life 1eality.

1 Red, yellow, and blue are the thiee primaiy colois. . .
2 Man is the miciocosm of the Maciocosm and we are occult told that if man “knew himself,” his soul
would also know the univeise.

® We are told that a spiritualized person has around his head an amia of gloiious light that can be seen
by a *“trained psychic.”
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It vibiates also sound intense,?
Thiough Ethei, Eaith, and astial sky;
For sound is the fiist move of sense,
That tells to man of Powe1 on high.

Back of sensual natuie sound,
Back of motion and sola1 light;

Mystic man has ceitain found
Vibiative law® and occult sight.

Yes; even man must Godwaid move,
By Intuition fiom within;

Its silent whispe1 will but piove
That Wisdom-Love is fiee fiom sin.

’Tis Real! ’tis Real! It lives foieve,
It knows its souice; even God;

It sees afa1, wheie Life doth quiven,
On Ethei’s wave and Spiiit 10ad.

"Twas suiely time that Chiistos came,
For man in matte1 dense and deep,

-Was sunk 1n aic, to sensual shame,

And now must climb to Spi1it, steep.

Some dense in matte1 do not know
Its stiong vibrative foice;

While othei1s heed its occult flow,
And sense the Spiiit souice.

Quimby tells in ‘“Heaven my Home,”3
Of a young man upon Cape Cod,

Whose ‘‘second sight” could thiee days 10am;
Thiee days’ sail fiom Bay State sod.

Could tell blindfolded, Quimby wote,
The vessel’s name, which way she steeis;
And thoughtful men would watch and note
Until each ship at home appeais.

They said it was in Ozone’s path,
That he thus 10amed in occult foice;

Ah, well! Twas far fiom matte1’s wiath,—
"Twas close to ‘‘Fathe1” ¢Spirit'source.”

O eaithly soul, you are not fiee,
You1 eais are closed, you cannot heai,
Your eyes are blind they may not see?

The Light in Ethe: atmospheae.
How could man move to pathway highe1? '

Fiom matte1 deep, he could not fly; Live in ai1 and live in Ethe:
(Held down by sloth in self-desiie,) . Just one houi of twenty-four;
Except by spiiitual stimuli.® ' And in five yeais you will eithe

, See or hea1®? on occult shoae.
Light and Love, fiom sensual matte,

Saves man, that’s steeped in self-desiie; But you must foiego the “‘psychic”
Who lives in piide and seeks to flatte ’ Stiiving fore’er by ¢“Spiiit-Will”

A soul, not touched by Spiiit-fire. To live afa: fiom eaith’s ¢‘black magic,”

| | . - X : . 96
The Light that lighteth all the wo1ld, And patient wait for ‘‘Voice so still.
Was Life that flashed in eve1y soul; : :
When Chiistos Life and Love was huiled Mg‘tgiiltz:(};elscg??tl;?eit:s lf:me .
As Ray of Light; the Oveisoul.”? O ’

They’1e composed of matter either
Fine or coaise; what shall be thine?

The body, St. Paul wiote of old,
You1 spititual foim on occult shoe,
Ether Vibiates now, we’i1e occult told,
’ In heavenly home foieveimo:e.

Ethe1 is e’er thioughout all space,l It can be seen by the Sixth Sense,
’Tis infinite path of “Spiiitual Ray;” Floating in neivous Ethel faii; :
It gently sweeps o’er ““Chiistos face,” What "though you: eaithly foim is dense:
And €’er suiriounds the O1b of day. This inteipenetiates the ain.
It moves in foice of neivous man, Doubt ye not the Spiiit-Light,
It moves thioughout the sky; Doubt ye not God’s occult home;
It moves by univeisal plan, Know theie is 10om in Love’s own sight,
It tells that occult Life is nigh. For all who fiom this eaith shall 10am.

4 The wiite1 here 1efes to occult sound as revealed by the “‘astial bells;” voices of depaited ones, etc.

5 Ethelic-mental vibiation, immoital in its essence, floating in finer matter than the physical and unlike
the sensual-mental, is less subject to mental cloudiness and bodily change.

6 See Key No. 1 in poem “Keys.”
7 The Oveisoul or Highe1 Self being one with the Gieat Breath.

1 Physical science ‘“postulates” the ‘“hypothesis” that beyond the atmospheie of this eaith all space is
lled with a substance called ethe1, and on this ground science and occultism stand togethen.

2 “Chiistos face” or “‘Divine Compassion.”

8 A book ed by a Mr. Quimby, a universalist clergyman and foimer edito1 of the “Gospel Banne1,”
publislll)eﬂ)liﬂhbmgusta, Maine.

4 ““Having eyes they see not, and ears they hea1 not.”—/esus in Bible.

5 Pi1ovided that you have advanced to the “psychic”’ stage of existence.
¢ See 1st Kings, Chap. 19, Velse 12.
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Blind are they who cannot see, (And I smile to think God’s gieatness

In the mental Light ot God; Flows aiound our incompleteness;
Eaithly eyesight is not fiee 'Round our 1estlessness, His 1est)
To penetiate the occult flood. Like biidling, 1esting 1n its nest;
O1 even yet with Laik to soai,
Eyes of flesh see but dense matte, Bathing in Ethe1, o’er and o’er
Mental sight sees Spiiit shoie; Ou: soul as “Ray” of Light in space,
Jesus saw, and St. John late: Reflecting back unto God’s face.

Saw Life occult, o’er and o’er.
Like Light that stieams fiom Chiistos Sun,

St. John saw it not.ir.) matte 'y Boin in the *“Wo1d” fiom Infinite One,
But within in Spiiit home; And stieaming toi1th o’er eaith afai

Do not fea1, nei1ves need not shattei, In “Ethe: fluid”3 to gates aja.
Seek not a psychic ghostly moan. Aja1 o’er eaith to occult child,

That moves in Spiiit-light so mild;
Aja1 above in Union’s flow,
Wheie dwells the soul in Chiistos glow.

Know evolution i1s within,

The Will shall build the foim you wea;
In Spiiitual home or astial din,

You’ve eained the foim you will have theie.  1.iye as a child on mothe1’s bieast.

. : : : Like as a fish within the sea,
Live the Life, si1, you must do it, We can bathe in godlike 1est,

Love the 1ace, it is God’s will; In “Life” afa1 o’er sensual sight

Baptize soul in Chiistos Spiit : .
. ’ - The ‘‘Fathe1” doth 1epose in ““Will,”
Loathe not—Love shall conque still. The “Son” is teaching Wisdom still.

“The Way” in poem tells the ‘“‘Key,” And Spili.t doth cgeative fill .
Tuin against magician’s tiick; The Univeise with Love and Light.

Know you1 Spiiit, for it’s fiee,

When not held by ‘‘black magic.”? The Voiceless-voice fiom Spiiit-shoie,

The Rootless-100t fiom silent past,

Listen then to Chiistos’ soul, The “I Am” foice; the ‘“Gieat Bieath” o’er-
Listen then to Ethei’s wave; Shadowing soul in blessed 1est; 3.1.8
Listen to Eteinal Whole, That bieathes in silent Love, fore’er—
Know the Life8 that Chiistos gave. That bieathes out “‘Life’” on eaithly scioll;

And yields Its Wisdom-Spiiit powes,
In Chiistos-light to earthly soul.

Festus ciied out in voice so sad,
To spiiitual Paul, in 1eason’s flow,*
‘“Too much leaining doth make thee mad,”®
o The ‘“Way” you tell, we do not know.
Splrlt, So men doubt eve1, fiom Maid of Ac,
A To Swedenboig, the ‘“‘noithein light,”

They call us mad, when in the daik

Woiship God;! for the testimony of Jesus 1s the spiiit ’ :
of prophesy.—Revelations 19 : ro0. They see not ‘“‘Home,” by occult 1ight.

To meet God as a sepaiate ‘“‘Being” The most of us are buiied, fiiend,
Is the dieam of sensuous soul, In lette1r’s law; the message send
Soul tempest-tossed and ‘‘psychic” ;2 seeing That *‘sepaiateness’ doth evei i1end
But eai1th foim life on mattei’s scioll. Ou1 souls fiom Spiiit-mental flow.
"Tis bette1 to have faith with Biowning, The 1eason why we must still wait,
To think with her as time doth 10ll, Until we meet the ‘‘change” called fate;
Thoughts that bathe in Love so 1estful To Spiit know thiough occult gate—
And blend us with eteinal Whole. We illusive think the ‘‘foim”% to know.

7 Table tipping, etc. is Hatha Yoga or “desire mental concentration’” or animal magnetism.

8 Your “Highe1 Self,” it being ‘“One” with the “Chiistos” or ‘““Second Logos” that emanated as the
“Wo1d” fiom the Gieat Breath.

1 God in His tiiune expiession of *“Love, Life and Light” a living *Spirit-Wisdom-Mind”’ intelligence,
tranciently expiessed in the foim life of matte1 and eteinally expiessed in the puie life of Spirit-men-
tality in each and all of the childien of men.

2 The “psychic” or emotional low of the lowe1 personality.

3 Spiritual electricity or “Life’’ that flows between the positive and negative ‘poles of Spirit-matte.
* Vide, the relating by Paul of his occult conversion to Festus.

5 And vet “Almost thou persuadest me to be a ‘Christian’.”’—Festus o Pal.

& We are occult told that Spirit, like ai1 and ethel, is ‘“substance” or Spiiit-electricity, without foim.
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God’s Love doth 1ule the Univeise,
Yet those baptized in mattei’s foice

Think ‘‘intellect” 1s highest souice
When Spiiit-power is highe1 still.

"Though mental-powe. is intellect,

Yet ‘‘Consciousness” but piroves the fact,

That highe still, ¢‘It” e’er will act
With God-like foice in ““Spiit-Will.”’

The spiiitual ‘‘Life” is ‘‘Consciousness,’’
It inte1acts by mental stiess

That lowe1 down on eaith doth bless,
And can i1each back to God at helm;

For mental-life is ‘“Conscious-bo1n”
Though Consciousness is e’er foiloin,

When it depends on mind, that’s shoin
Of Wisdom-light fiom Spiiit 1ealm.

* * ¥ ¥ %

Man e’er is touched by sense of ‘‘sound;”
The fife and dium piecedes the wound;
That milita1y men the eaith aiound
Stiike deep ;—desiie to kill.
"T'is twin desiie of eaithquake shock,
The 1ending foice that bieaks the 10ck;
"T'is path desiie, that would €’er mock
The Spiiit-Voice, the Voice so still.

Soul blindly pushes on because
It lives in matte1, leaining cause
Of Natuie’s foice, and occult laws,
Yet sepaiate lives fiom Spiiit-mothe.
Still each monad, ’though in its youth,
Lives heie in sepaiate life, foisooth,
To solve the “Self” for Infinite Thuth,

Thus Rock of ‘‘Life and Light and Love’
The conscious Tiiad, fiom above,

Shall move in absolute Will, to piove
That Life and Love and Light, are One.

'’T'ill deepe1 far in Spiiit-powen,
Shall Life move on unto the hou

When eaithly biain shall feel the showe1
Of Spiiit-Life, thiough Chiist, the Son.

Let spititual memoiy soa1 afai
To know past lives by occult law,
And of the futuie say ‘I saw”
With John, who Revelations wiote.
Yet deepen still is Spiit-Will,
'Tis the Gieat Bieath and e’er doth fill
All infinite space with Voice so still
That’s highe1 than vibiation’s note.1ll

¥ ¥* ¥* ¥ ¥

Puie ‘““Consciousness’” thiows down the Light

And functions in intelligence;
"T'is giouped in Life, in Spiit sight,
"T'is gi1oup of faculties intense.
It listens far o’er Spiiit 10ad,
It 1s Itself even a god;
Intelligence 1s but its mood,
That moves on eaith to biotheihood.

Intelligence still e’er moves on,
Imagination is its powe1;
Wheie ‘“‘images” of thought are boin,

In sensual home, oh Thou ‘“All Knowe1.”?

"TI'is also named mentality,
Itself is still 1eality,
Suiviving fading eaithly foim,

In soveieign powel, to know ‘‘Its”’ biothe. In eteinal ‘“‘Life” o’er mattei’s stoim.

Like Ethei1 and our own eaith aii,
Spiiit 1s formless ;—evei1ywheie

Its ‘“Consciousness” doth move abioad
In Ethei’s 1ealm, or eaithly 10ad.

’T'is named Compassion, one with God,
No attiibute or foim is theie ;—

Yet foim life moves in astial home,
And functions, too, in earthly spheae.

For this the Spiiit biooded o’er

Matte1 condensed on Planet’s shoie,
That souls might know foieveimo.e,

Their Wisdom-powe1 fiom occult Well ;8
For ¢“Life” 1eposing in the ‘‘Cave”

As the “‘Fiist-cause’ on mattei’s wave,
Must see the Light, that motion gave,

With sound, nea1 mattei’s foim to dwell.

Mentality 1s highest state
That most of us on eaith may know ;—
Yet ¢“Consciousness” doth still cieate
The ‘‘Higher Self;”” in Spiiit flow.
The past and futuie “‘It”’ can 1ead,
’Tis instinct, mind, intelligence,
Advancing on to ‘‘Life” indeed,
Wheie <“Consciousness’ doth i1est immense.

Afai out on Pacific isle,

Cieation’s ‘*sound” was heaid, the while
That lava upwaid buist in style

So giand; with sound of 0-a1-oo (Oahu)?
When 1ocks weile boin fiom ocean bed,

While life was hushed in psychicl® diead;
It was then Spiiit must have said:

Soul life on eaith I will 1enew.

7 We are awale that most men regai1d consciousness as an outwaid expression of intellect, when in reality
intellect is but the earthI}/ expression of a ‘“Life-consciousness.” It is true that the avelaFe man,
when unconscious, cannot function mentally being so dense in animalism, or at least sensual hife, that
he cannot function in spiritual-mental life, until the “soul” is separated fiom the “body” by death,
yet the write1 knew of a woman who was cailed “unconscious” for 24 houis but was able to be out-
side of her body and look down upon the physicians at woik upon it.

8 The soul in the separateness of matte1 1ejoices in its “sepalate” sovereignty, but it cairies back on
the upwaid “‘are’”’ to Spiiit-Life its varied experiences on eaith, becoming again one with the
‘“Fathel,” yet not loosing its identity learned by experience in “sepalateness’’ of mattel.

9 Oahu, an island of the Hawaiian group in the Pacific. It derived its name fiom the fact that the sound
of Oahuis similiar to the earth sound in volcanic upheavals.

10 Psychic or emotional fear of “death’” or ‘“personal’” haim.

11 We are told thateach Ehysicél body has its ‘“‘cieative note’” fiom the etheiic wave of Light and if that
note were struck death would ensue just as a glass tumbler will break when its note is ‘*struck’ by the
‘““rubbing’’ p1ocess.
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The anxious, fateful, selfish foice,
To live fore’er as sepaiate soul
And save itself; this is the souice
Of evil ever, ’tis matte1’s scioll
That buins away in occult Lightl?
Soul then unites by occult 1ight
With Love and Life; with the ‘“Gieat Bieath”
That on eai1th conqueis even death.

Downwaid and outwaid is sensuous flow,
Inwaid and upwaid is Spiiit law ;—
Change you1 base to say ‘I saw”
If you ere death, would occult know
That immoital Life in Spiiit fold,
Doth intei1penetiate fore’er
The Ethe1 space as St. Paul told,
And Pete1 knew when he was heie.

We doubt whate’e1 we cannot see,
We know not Life, Reality ;—
We know not Light, divinely fiee ;—
That floods 1in Love, the occult shoie.
We think of heaven, with sensual sight,
When ai1 is filled with Ethe1’s!® Light,
Whee spiiit-fiiends by occult 11ght
Can vibiate Life foieveimo.e.

Extract From My Diary.

NOVEMBER 8, 1903, 10.30 P.M.

While composing my mind for “‘sleep” 1
saw astially, with closed eyes, while yet in a
‘‘waking state,” the piofile of my mothe,
neal1 a window of ‘light,” 1n appeaiance like
‘‘giound glass,”” and my astial body, in which
I was then functioning, was also on the inside
of the window, peirhaps five or six feet away
fiom the astial body of mothe1, of which I held
a view for perhaps thiity to fifty seconds, when
her foim faded away. Mothe1’s voice spoke to
me, and I undeistood her to say, ‘‘All seaich
’tound for Waiien Belchei, Justin;” and Oh, I
wish I could desciibe the wondeiful .astial
metalic sound of her voice, especially the last
woid, ‘‘Justin.” The neaiest appioach to the
sound is the telephone, or a subdued sound on
the phonogiaph; yet her voice was far moie
musical in its bell-like uttei1ance than any vocal
sound fiom eaithly human souice.

I seemed at the time of this communication
to be 1n a ‘‘peculial” state of consciousness. I
was not ‘‘asleep’” and I was cognizant of my
suirtoundings, although my eyes weie closed;
to be explicit I seemed to be living in two
woillds at the same moment of time. The
most impoitant eaithly fact, in 1elation to this

communication fiom mothei, 1s that I do not,

nor evel did, know such a peison as Waiien

Belche1; at least to my pi1esent memoiy-knowl-
edge. 1 know only of one Belchei, a M. y.
White Belchei, a well-known citizen of Rag-
dolph, Mass., (mothe1’s biithplace) a man of
‘‘affaiis,”” and who is now piesident of a mu-
tual fire insuiance company, at Dedham, Mass.
I desiie to say that this communication followed
close upon a ‘‘Spiiit-mental concentiation” on
‘*living the Life’’ consideied in the abstiact.

The following ccriespondence is self-explana-
tory.

LYNN, Mass., Nov. g, 1903.
J. WHITE BELCHER, Dedham.

Dear Sir: Kindly infoim me by ietuin mail if you
know, or evel did know, of a Waiien Belche1; and if you
know that he is yet alive, will you kindly send me his
plesent address.

Enclosed find a stamped envelope for a 1eply.
Vely tiuly youis,
A. JUSTIN TOWNSEND.

RAaNDoOLPH, MAss., Nov. 10, 1903.
Wailien Belche1 has been dead ten to fifteen yeais. 1

knew him when living.
J. WHITE BELCHER.

NOVEMBER 11, 1903.

The above note fiom Mr. T White Belche1
leads me to believe that I might have misun-
derstood the fiist woid of mothei’s astial
communication to me on the evening of Nov.
8th inst., which peihaps ought to have been
undeistood by me as ‘‘I'll” i1athe: than ‘“all.”
This change or ‘‘e1101” does not dispose of
the fact that theie was a Waiien Belchei, of
whose existence I did not know, and what is.
moie natuial than that mothe:1 should look
around for him in the astial Ethe1?

We are told that we have our limitations,
even 1n the astial state, and it 1s baiely possi-
ble that mothei, having lived away fiom
Randolph for many yeais, did not know of
Waiien Belchei’s death, and finding him miss-
ing fiom Randolph, asked me'for aid; and as
for myself, I would say that it is vei1y easy not
to undeistand the fiist woi1d of a sudden and un-
expected astial communication coming fiom
the daikness of the night.

DECEMBER 1, 1903, ABOUT 7.00 A.M.

About this time I awoke fiom what seemed
to me a sub-astial state, and a ‘‘Voice” spoke
to me when I was completelyin a waking state,
saying: ‘All figuies of piotection pioceed
fiom 72.” Now duiing the sub-astial or sub-
conscious state, befoie ‘‘waking” I seemed to
solve eveiy pioblem or peiplexity that came
befoie me by a seiies of ‘‘figuie piactice’” that
seemed logical and 1ealistic at the time, but
which my physical memo1y could not ietain
into the ‘‘waking state,” and I attiibute this
inability on the pait of my lowe1 peisonality
to a lack of Spi1t-Will powe, caused no doubt

12 The Christos Light fiom the Chiistos Sun, or yet the “Woid,” the sexless One. .
‘“‘He was not that Light, but was sent to bea1 witness of that Light.”’—ZB7b/e.

12 The Light from spiritized Ethe..

L.of G.
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by my impeifect giowth in Spiiitual-mental
concentiation, or Spiiit-Wisdom-Mind disci-
pline.

I had a clea1 memo1y of using the figuies %7,
7 and 6, but do not iemembe1 the logical 1esult.

The above expeiience, I believe, was conse-
quent upon, and a 1esult of the fact that I had
been for seveial days ‘‘concentiating” upon
the abstiact tiuth of ‘‘Resting in the Univeisal
Life.”

Gentle 1eade1, does it seem a thing inciedible
to you thattheie should be any ‘‘sense expiessed
in figuies” puipoiting to come fiom the occult
woild; or fiom the Spnit-Wisdom-Mind, ex-
piessed thiough the Highe1 Self ? Tiue it is
that my lowe1 peisonality has #zof yet solved
this highe:1 mathematical puzzle; and I also
iemembe1 myself as once an eight-yeai-old boy,
expeit in aiithmetic, yet doubting at timés that
which I could not then mastei, and looking
stupidly at algebia. Be it iemembeied thatthe
only ‘‘accuiacy” we have in our ‘‘lower per-
sonality’” 1is on the mathematical plane of
thought; for outside of this plane we are but
childien; incapable even of i1eading the futuie
for one moment of time.. The wiite1 has an
eainest faith that mathematical Wisdom 1s 1n-
finitely moie poweiful on the plane of the
“Spiiit-Wisdom-Mind,”” and he would 1efel
the Chiistian 1eade1 to Rev., Chap. 13, V. 18th,
and to the phiase in Rev. 21: 1%, ‘“Accoiding
to the measuile of a man,” showing plainly
that St. John was speaking fiom a state of
‘““‘Highe1 Consciousness’ and ‘‘i1ecalled him-
self” to state the mathematical powei 1n
‘‘earthly figuies of measuie or capacity.”

Friend Hall.

You can talk to us till the sigh of death,
But we’ll ne’er in matter’s giave lie down ;
They are baptized in Spiiit-bieath,
Who see the “*Ciown” o’er deathly fiown.
‘““Youis” for God’s Eteinal shoe,
And Love and Light foieveimo.e.
Signed, A. . T., now as of youe,
Lynn, MasS$., New Yeais—nineteen-fou.

Mother.

O mothe1, you said to me on eaith,

‘‘Not even death shall us two pait.”

And deep shall call foi1e’e1 to deep,

And Spiiit-mind shall know Its own ;—
Fi1om eaith afar unto God’s thione,

And Light and Love shall 1each the heait;
And “Spiiit Ray” shall know its foice,
Its powe1 o’er death fiom Godlike souice,
To escape the sting of giave; Remoise
O’er sin is not our pait;—

We bathe in Light, fiom God above.
Escaping ‘‘sting” in mattei’s gioove.

1 Rev. A. K. Baldwin, Winthiop, Me.
2 *Occult mood” or “Inner Light” as taught in the °
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The Ether World.

O Ethe: woild ot Light afan,

That sensual life can neve1 mar,

Thy Life once flowed with Bethlehem’s Sta,
In hallowed Palestine.

Dogmatic night was tuined to day,

A Maste1 showed the mystic Way,

And fighting Saul knew occult Ray,
Expiessed in Powe1 divine.

Why tiemble at the gate of death?
Rise patient soul, accept the wieath
Of Life, that flows fiom God’s own Bieath,
In you1 eteinal home.
Pause not at powe1 of psychic piiest,
Life flows beyond dogmaticl yeast,
In “Teacheiship” it se1ves the least,
Then tuin for Light to Spiiit-dome.

Peter had Life in Spiit stayed,

““Thou a1t,””? said Chiist, be not afiaid,

Tis Life, ’tis Rock, on which was laid
The hope of all the wold.

The invisible Chuich is made for all,

In communism 1t ne'e1 doth ciawl,

But Love doth change a Saul to Paul
With Light fiom Spiiit huiled.

Ye shall have Life, was Chiistos ciy,
Abundant Life, fiom Powe1 on high,
I came that souls might neve die,

Who diink at Spiiit-well.
Between eaith lives, why doze in giave?
Life is you1 1ight; this God once gave
By powe1 of Love; in Light to lave,

Where Wisdom-Mind doth-dwell.

Awake! awake! doze not nor sleep,
See mystic gate that Love doth keep
So open wide, drink Wisdom deep

In Light on mystic shore.
Turn gaze on Kingdom’s Inne1 Light;
Rise to your Highe1 Self, ’tis 1ight;
Then with all Natuie you’ll unite

In sight of hidden lo1e.

Why look for sensual unity?
Why hope for psychic puiity?
Gaze now on Life, futuiity;

And know thyself in Union whole.
Why gaze aiound, come back, come back;
Help is within; outside doth lack
The Power that moves o’er Ethei's tiack,

In Natuie’s Love to oveisoul.

Come back to Self; what all alone?
No; ’tis a step unto God’s thione,
“T'is Union’s Path not psychic moan
That leads the Way to Life above.
"Tho boin alone, in sepaiate sense,
O soul come back to Life immense,
No union comes in matte1 dense,
But Spiiit-Will unites in Love.

To thine own soul, come face to face,
Then see the way wheie human 1ace
Can selfishness fore’er efface

By aid of Spiiit-Will.
Why concentiate against an evil 73
Why fight, when Love can 1each a devil?
The Powe1 to banish psychic weevil

Is centeied e’er in Voice so still.

Oh, joy, my soul, the Path is found
Subjective state, wheie Life doth bound
On Spiiit stieam; wheie sensual sound

Is lost, so quiet, in a ‘‘Sleep”
Just on the edge of ‘‘sleep’ at night,
The Sixth Sense, suie, can see the Light ;—
In moining can by occult 1ight

And Powe1 of God; diink Wisdom deep.

Death has no powe1 o’er Life to come,

Now, now it lives in Ethe1’s home;

And inteipenetiates the dome,
Of eaithly atmospheie.

Depaited fiiends, to soul advanced

In Love, can speak, you’ie not entianced

In passive psychic powe1; ’tis Life enhanced
Ere death, to touch the moital ear.4

Enhanced by ‘‘sound” on mystic shoie;
Vibiation’s law doth tell us moie
Of Ethe: woild, wheie o’er and o’er
Beloved foims speak to dull eas.
Light also dwells in mystic Powe,
To souls who heed its occult showe1 ;—
(GGo sensual soul, in spiiitual hou,
To meet the fiiends of othe1 yeais.

Fiiends come not back? do not deceive
Thy soul; in Spiiit-Consciousness believe
Thy soul can touch: and oft 1eceive

The Light and sound of othe1 woild.
The sensual mind must eve1 pause
At gate of ‘‘Ethei-Life;” because
It yields not unto spiiitual laws,?

That Chiistos sent and Gieat Bieath huiled.

1 The author heie 1efe1s to “emotional 1eligion’ boin of domination on the “one side’ and self-desire on

the othel.

271 say unto thee; thou ait; Pete1, and on this Rock (of existence or Life) I will build m; Chuich and
the gates of hell (selfish piiestcraft desire) shall not prevail against it.’—Christ 7272 Bible.

3 The Theosophical Society of Ameiica recently advised the membeis of its local sections to practice

*concentiation” evely Sunday at 10 A.M., for ten minutes
tive position; far safe1 and moie effective would it be to ¢

the beauty and wholeness of life.

against vivisection, thus assumiug a nega-

‘concentrate” by the aid of Spirit-Will upon

4 By a “quickening” of the pineal Cone, or * Light in the head.”

8 Especially the law of spiritual-mental-concentiation on abstract truth that can open up to the soul unde
the spiritual laws of Light, Colo1 and Vibiation, the reality of Etheilic bodies in spiritual Life.

The Sun may appeal to 1ise

yet we believe othe1wise. We are told that it is the exception and not

the 1le for depaited friends to come back, but that we can go to them as we are capable of living in

two wollds at one and the same time.
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We see the gleam of ¢ Astial Sun”®

Continuous its powe1 doth 1un,

To light the path of soul, that’s won
O’er sensual eai1th in Life divine.

Pieice the vail, tea1 it apait,

Feai1 not; the soul must neve1 stat,

O’er psychic poweis; ’tis e’er our pait

To1ise wheie ‘‘Light and Ti1uth’’7doth shine.

The ‘“Book of Life” on Astial sky,
Tells soul of law, that’s eve1 nigh;
Reveals the futuie to the eye
Of soul that sees by the Sixth Sense.
Ye sow, O soul, in kaimic® law,
Ye 1eap, youl life’s a doubting flaw.
Until, like John, you sav, I saw ;—
Thiough sensual vail,® so dense.

The foims of Life in Love doth gleam
With Light; baptized in Spiiit stiéam,
Yet loved ones e’er doth ever seem

As 1eal as when they bieathed on eaith.
Edison speaks thiough Graphophone,
Maiconi makes the ethe1 known.
But Spiiit-Will shall tell alone

Of powe1r of God in ‘‘second biith.”’10

H. P. B!

Oh! H. P. B. Oh! H. P. B.
You biavely stood like John of old;
Told chuich and skeptic you weie fiee,
Living in Light and mystic fold.

You told of Light fiom Budhic? East,
As John the Baptist told of Chiist:

You told of mystic spiiitual feast
That goes wheie Life divine shall list.

Yet to the blind who cannot see,
And to the deaf who cannot heaa,
You are but fiaud and mysteiy

"Though *‘chosen few” touch occult sphe:e.

Thou a1t no *‘1eed shaken with wind,”

But ‘““moie than a prophet’” thou Russian child.

The West hath seen none of thy kind
Since John eat locusts on dese1t wild.

PE———

You1 memo1y shall live for ave,
For Tiuth shall stand while nations fall;
Shall stand till West shall know the Ray
Of Light that pioves Life is for all.

That tells of Life in Ethe1’s home,
That tells of Love foieveimoie;

Of spiiitual Light thiough psychic gloam,
That can be known on Eaith-bound shoae.

Child of the Maste1s, ve vet speak?

The Thiuth obtained 1n seven yeais
That flashes by Akashic* stieak
Abioad unto both hemisphees.

The Future.

Oh, cowaid! do you fea: to die?
Why cling to eaith; why gasp, and sigh,
And moan; when Love’s own powe1 is nigh
O’er futuie and the giave? .
Would’st know and 1ead the futuie, fi1iend?
O1 would you live for desiie’s end,
And stay on Eaith till 1ocks do 1end
By Judgment’s fire and ocean wave?

He that loveth life shall lose it,
Spiiit powe1 or life, quick, choose it,
Soul shall win when Love imbues it,
With Light and-Life fiom God o’erhead.
Then the futuie can be known
At times to soul, for Love hath shown
The Light that gleams on Path alone
Wheie Book of Life is known and 1ead.

Life is Spiiit-niental powei,
It moves in Ether’s mystic showe
Fore’er fiom souice of the All-Knowe,
As well as physical life on ea1th.
’T'is bounded not by matte: giim,
Futuie and now are one to him
Who even sees the twilight dim,
O’er Akashicl page, by second biith.

¢ The wiiter knows by expelience that the Astial Sun is just as real in spiritual Ethe1 as the sola1 Sun is

in eaith life.

7 Light and Tiuth prevail as “Reality’”’ o’er etheiic body forms of the ethe1 Life.

8 Sanscrit for cause and effect.

9 The gieate1 part of humanity are so sensualized in physical matter that they can not know the fact that
ethelic foim Life inte1penetrates even the atmospheie of our Earth.

10 The “Mystic wind,” known to Jesus and Paul and to the disciples at Pentecost, bloweth wheie it list- -

eth, being boin of the Spiiit.

1 Helena Petiovna Blavatsky, author of the Seciet Doctiine.

2 Budhic is Sansciit for Wisdom.
$ H. P. B. is now with the ‘“silent majo1ity.”

¢ Paiticularly, in an exotelic sense, the Astral bells, which are known by the write1 to manifest on the

plane of physical life.
1 Akasha is Sansciit for the Astial Book of Life.



Subjective Life where future lies,

Is close to “‘Sleep’” to man who tries

By Spirit-Will to see the skies
Where past and future are but one.

The future is forever now,

[t is 1evealed to mystic biow,

Who selfish will not use, I tiow,

This sixth sense powe1 that he has won.

Would you use this powe1 ‘“Viil,’"2

Just to ciush out a weake1 will,

[n spite of Love and Voice so still?
Then you1 soul shall not advance.

FFor selfishness shall hide fiom soul

All futuie time on Astial scioll,

And fog-like clouds shall o’er it 10ll;
E’en though you seek a psychic tiance.

'T'is e’er our fault that we know not
The futuie, deep with Wisdom fiaught.
A cowaid life and selfish thought
Is not fit home for Love’s sixth sense.
The futuie has but psychic diead
To men who fea1 for daily biead,
Who seek ‘‘the living among the dead”
In mattei’s home so dense.

What, you ask, is the sixth sense,
That moves in mystic Powe1 intense,
That penetiates e’en matte1 dense?
’Tis powe1 of God fiom mystic shoie:
"T'is boin of Love in Ether’s Light,
'"Tis Wisdom’s powe1 in ‘‘second sight,”
It basks in Life by Chiistos’ might,
Fiom Cave of God foireveimoie.

Think you that mental life is fact,
While in eaith’s bodies it may act,

Yet think that Wisdom’s powe1 hath lacked

The force to move on Ether’s wave?
Immortal Life is mental force,
That e’er vibrates from Spiiit souce,
And e’er lives on when matte1 coaise,
Shall fall from soul that Spiiit gave.

The sixth sense,3 sure, is not alone,

( L'is all the others condensed in one,

[t has the Power that’s eve1 known

| Right through flesh to mental see:

For rnental Life moves on foievel,

[n physical life, or psychic 1iven,

O1 spiiitual Life; and naught can seve
Fiom Life, the soul that’s Spiiit fiee.

The Higher Self.

[ am thy Highe1 Self,

An etheric Ray of Light,

'hrown out unto the Ciicle of Life,
3y the First Cause,

l'o touch through thy lower self,
['he experience of matter.

I watch thy soul in Love,

"T'1ll thou shalt pluck in unity,
F'iom the Tiee of Life

The fiuit of saciificial Love,
Bathed in the Light

Of Life eteinal.

I am the (I Am) foice

That lighteth eve1y soul
That cometh into the woild,
By the saciificial Love

Of the Chiistos-Will.

I eve1 light the etheiic Path,
Fiom thy sufteiing soul,
Unto the Chiistos.

Thy futuie I well know

And thy past is known to Me.
Blindly thou dost giope,
Unde1 the law of necessity;
Boin of thy selfishness

And my inexpeiience

On the eteinal Ego-Path.

I am thy Highe1 Self,
One with the Infinite
In thought and puipose,
And sinless in Ou1 Ego:

Though undeveloped thiough a chain of lives,

Baptized in matte1 on the Eaith,

For an objective expeiience.

Know thou, my child, my lowe: self,
That oneness 1ests with spiiitual Life
In unity, even as the 1ays of light
Sent foith fiom the sola: sun,
Thioughout all sola1 space,

Are eve1 one with sola1 Sun;

To bless for cycles, sentient lives,

On Ou1 eaith and sola1 planets.
Know thou my child of Eaith,
Dense in matte1’s sluggish blindness,
On the shoie of time;

Know thou, to the futuie blind,

That Natuie has its opposite

In miciocosm and Maciocosm.

Ye say, O yes, then doubt it eve1,
Except wheie ve shall know, *
As heat and cold, the female and the male: ;
Know then electiic flow of Life
Must eve1 move fiom positive Spiiit,
Unto the negative pole of matte..
Ye see the conciete on the Eaith,
In foim life linge1 for a time,

Then silent disappeai.

Why concentiate on this foieve,
And on the conciete meditate,

In all its detail of Eaith life;

And think, foisooth, that i1t is all
That boide1s on the supei-sense

Of Life, in its 1eality?

Oh thou lowe1 self of Mine,

Like doubting Thomas, yve affiim,
Except I see the impiint of nails,
And place my hand

Within the side of Natue,

Then I will not believe.

2 Vril, 2 word used by Bulwer Lytton in one of his novels to denote ‘‘mental electiic fire.”

3 When the sixth sense is exercised in a man, he can see on the plane of continuous Life above the phys-
ical, either with the sensual eyes open or closed, and in the latte: case right through the centel of the

forehead.



The gate of tomb looks daik and silent,

And ye oft mouin in desolation;
And doubt fore’er the abstiact pait
Of even thy own Life.

All Natuie tells of evolution,

That Life moves outwaid eve,

Fiom the cential Souice within.
Then why look outwaid in the aii,
O list in stillness of the night,

For piroof of Life eteinal?

Why haste to medium’s passive mind
That must blindly tell of Life

Fiom the ethe:r Woild;

Yet points not Path, or Ray of Light
Within thy Closet,

 That floweth eve1 fiom the Fathe1?

Why listen to the voice of Piiest,
Who stirs your life emotional,
Foré’er on path of selt-desiie

O1 lowe: self, to soul itself

In sense of sepaiateness;

Yet tells not of thy Spiiit?

Ahise O ciinging soul,

Lift up thy head to heaven,

Yet not without to sun or stais, -
But look within for kingdom Light,
Thiace backwaid on thy Ray, to Love,
To God of Univese.

No piiestly mediation, man,

Can move thy soul on its Path
Unto thy Spiit; thy abstiact Ego.
What 1f thou tiemble, man,
Thou art yet but a spiiitual child;
Thembling in blindness evei,

On the spiiitual 10ad to Me,
Doubting whate’e1 ye do not see.
I watch thy path, in Love,
Tiying so haid, O child of Eaith,
To bieak thiough sensual matte,
Unto thy physical memoy,

And conciete biain of Eaith.
Fiist postulate the fact,

That conciete: life so sensual,
Which ye love as natuial

And eve1 1eal,

That peiishes on eaithly 10ad,
(When Highe1 Self as Spiiit- .
Withdiaws the soul above)

Is but the negative pole of Life;
Pushed outwaid on the Eaith,
For an objective expelience

Of the spiiitual Life curnent,
Rayed downwaid by Ouiself;
Obedient unto the Fiist Cause.

Know that thy Highe1 Self,

The majo1 pait of thy continuous Life,

Is in a Wisdom abstiact mood,
To biing thy eaith experience
Upwaid unto Me; .

As faculties for futuie use

And pilogiess on the Way to God.
Ye tiemble like a child

And have Ou1 sympathy

T'o thus move dense in matte
And scaice of eaithly futuie
Knowing not; or of the past.

Both we watch to help thy soul”
In its upwaid 10ad.

Tuin now, O my soul,

Unto Abstiact-Life within.
Concentiate and meditate

By busy day and quiet night,
Upon the law of God.

Step by Step evolve thyself

‘In union with the Chiistos One

On way of Life
As a King unto you:1 God.

Thou a1t His child and not a slave,
But must evolve thyself

In God’s Aiithmetic;

Until the Esoteiic meat

Of Abstiact-Life in heaven

Is eve1 food for thy soul.

This Abstiact-Life is won by faith
And toil in Spiiit-Will

While yet you linge:1 on the Eaith;
Wheie oneness with humanity
Leadeth close unto the Fathe.
Now i1f ye love not man,

Whom ye often see,

In saciificial Love divine;

How can ye love the Abstiact-One,
Whom ye have neve1 seen?

Buiy thyvself in Abstiact Life,

In Ray of Light so spiiitual;
"T'hough but ten minutes in a day,
And thus come close to. God;

And Ou: Self,

Known also as the Seciet-Fathe,
One with Chiistos and the God,
The gieat Fiist Cause of Univeise.

Faint not by the way,

And ci1y not for aid

Till ve have enteied the Seciet-Closet,
And closed the doo,

When you1 1ewaid shall come,

Open to thy memoy,

And the biain of eaith.

Yet c1y not as a child,

While thou canst help thyself,

For it 1s wiit-in spiiitual law

That thou must thy own salvation
Woik out in fea1 and tiembling,
Owing to thy conciete blindness

On thé sensual path.

And when the goal is won,

And Ray of Light is known,

Then ye shall touch the Maciocosm,
Thiough knowledge of thy miciocosm, -
On the path of evolution
Thiough the Abstiact-Life within.

Then shall ye know while on the eaith,
Ouiself as absolute,

In Union with the Fathe.
Ye weie boin of waten
Fiom thy mothei’s womb,
Which, if ye do not 1ealize,
But sink like Nicodemus,

A Maste1 of Isieal,

In density of matter;

How can ye believe



Of heavenly things, so spiiitual ?
O1 see like Paul of old,

Who even could not tell
Whethe1 1in the body or out

Was the mystic spiiitual Path?
O thou, my lowe: self,

How gloiious is thy path

When abstiact Life, thiough Me,
Shall touch thy eaithly memozy.

Then cling to quiet moining couch,
And concentiate thy gaze;

And spiiitual concentiative thought
On the Abstiact Life within ;—
While yet so close unto the Path
Of Sleep; subjective state.

Theie thou may’st 1epose

On the spiiitual-mental Life;

In union with the'Father;—
Catching glimpses of the futuuie,
And thy loved ones passed

Unto the Astial state.

The mystic Life is then

No longe1 mysteiy;

Wheie spiiitual Entity can see.

Like Thomas, do ye doubt?
Still doubt that Consciousness
Can function on the Ethei Path,
In spiiitual-mental Life?

"I'is just as common-sense,

To tell a sentient being

On the planet Mais;

- O1 0on an astial globe;

That mental life so dense

And deep in physical matte;
Lives on the planet Eaith.

O what a mystey,

That physical mental life

Can function deep in flesh;
Find joy in consciousness

Of life upon the Eaith;

Even though fiom it is veiled
Its eteinal Consciousness
Boin in Light and Love;

And the Chiistos;

As Life fiom the Gieat Bieath;
When time was in its youth,
And piesent active Univeise
Awoke fiom passive state.

O my lowe: self, emotional,
In the 1ealm of self-desiie,
And sepaiate life of eaith;
Why cling to self foiever?
Thou a1t saved by Spiit,

-

1 Fohat, or the spiiitual-electiic Life cunent, flowing as a desiie impulse between Spirit and mattes.

2 Revelation 13: 18.

In union and biothei1hood

With a suffeiing 1ace.

Knowest thou not but one,

Out of ten thousand,

Dwelleth in unity with Me;
The 1est are 1eceptive,

Ciying aloud for sympathy ;

In an emotional mood,

Boin of the psychic past.

They yeain for Love, not cieed,
For biead, and not a stone;
For Light and Compassion.
Like childien they piay

Unto the Fathe,

But yet look not within

Wheie eve1r dwelleth;

The Ray of Light fiom the Fathe.

Entianced in mateiial natuie,

‘They have mateiialized heaven ;—

In the path of sepaiateness;
Rathe: than unity divine,

As a spiiitual home

Wheie eve1 floweth

The Wate1 of Life.

The giandest pait

Of Life on eaith

And myste1y divine ;—

Is the fact of mental life,
Biought foith in evolution ;—
While but a step within

Is abstiact spiiitual Life; -
Enclosed fore’er in spiiitual Light,
Within a spiiitual body.

Tuin thou to positive Life,
Thace it backwaid S
Within the Eteinal Ciicle;
Unto the spiiitual flow.

Watch the cuirient Fohatl
As 1t stieams 1n Light,
Fiom the Spiiit souice.
Dwell thou with Me

On the Chiistos Way,

That leadeth unto Life eteinal;
Within the silent Cave;
Wheie dwelleth Compassion
As the Fiist-Cause.

I will not say faiewell,

But watch thee eve,

Until thy soul shall lift itself

Fai1 above the path desiie;
And bathe in Light and Love

. And spiitual Intuition.

39

Remembe1 God’s Aiithmetic?
And pioblem 72.



IMMORTAL LIFE.

YOU can bring back, by the aid of Superconsciousness or the

"Higher Mind," just before entering or at once after leav-
ing the “Subjective State,” eépecially in the "Morning Quiet," a
knowledge of the future and the “Other Life,

You can meet your departed friends face to face by concen-
trative use of active occultism 1n Keys Nos, 1 and 2,

Spiritual meditation and concentration on some abstract truth

should precede sleep for at least ten minutes, A plenty of sleep
is tequired.

Seven Keys complete the circle, and may cause you to
function in the Astral body, without loosing the sovereign Will
or Ego Consciousness,

il -Ap—

The “‘Inner Light” sent post-paid on receipt of $1.00 by
check, money order, or registered letter. Six copies
for $5.00. Mystic Poems, price 50 cents.
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A. JUSTIN TOWNSEND,
Lynn, Mass., U. S. A.



