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FOREWORD.

It is not necessary for an author in these
later days, always to be able to say, he
writes of his own knowledge. This has be-
come a recognized fact. He may write from
another’s experience, in whose honesty and
reliability, he has as much, and sometimes
more confidence, than in his own personal
sense. This is the case with this little book,
treating of a subject of interest to the whole
world, to-day. For six years I have had the
MSS. almost ready for the printer. Now,
with the encouragement and helping hand
of my Dear Comrades of the Hermetic
Brotherhood, T am bid to let it go forth.
May it be a help to the ONCE ATLAN-
TIAN BORN, wherever they may be.

W. P. PHELON, M. D.
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OUR STORY OF

F

ATLANTIS.

CHAPTER I Y\ .  of

THE LOST ATLANTIS.

AIR Atlantis, peerless country!
Lulled within the Ocean’s arms,
Lying beautiful and shining
Far beneath the storm’s alarms;
Never has a plague come near thee;
In thy halls were love and ease;
Now, above thee lost Atlantis!

Roll the ever restless seas.

In those histories, half tradition,
With their mythical thread of gold,
We shall find the name and story
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Of thy cities, fair and old;
Dreaming bard has told in fancy
Wandering minstrel sung of thee,
Now, above thee, lost Atlantis,

Rolls the ever restless sea.

Every heart has such a country;
Some Atlantis loved, and lost—
Where upon the gleaming sand bars
Once life’s fitful ocean tost;
Mighty cities rose in splendor
Love was monarch of that clime
Now, above that lost Atlantis

Rolls the restless sea of Time.

Happy he, who looking backward
From a life of larger scope
Deems a youthful idle fancy

His lost continent of» Hope;

Or by light of love and gladness,
Find the present home sublime
Glad that over his Atlantis

Rolls the restless sea of Time.

Why is this book written? is the most pertinent
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question asked an author at the outset of com-
position. It is echoed and re-echoed by critic
and reader upon its publication. It certainly ap-
pears to be a fair question whenever, the subjects
seem so much out of the route of or'dinary in-
formation, as the present volume.

The scattered records of the Past, within the
historical period, would apparently yield scarcely
enough material to make a short magazine article
of any interest, to say nothing of swelling in
size, to the dignity of a book.

It is now conceded, however, by our wisest
scientists, that every configuration and corres-
ponding circumstance points to the possibility of
the existence of an island continent in the neigh-
borhood, if not directly over the great West In-
dian Archipelago, just as the whole configuration
of the North American Continent tells the story
of the inland sea that broke through its barriers
at the Thousand Islands in the St. Lawrence

river, and hurling itself over Niagara Falls, left
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the habitable valley of the Mississippi, as a
legacy to man for future settlement.

The sacred writings of all nations concur in the
same declaration and statement of disaster to some
portion of the earth, most generally including
all. In a late issue of Mind, appears an article
headed: “A Monument to Atlantis,” which
says: ‘‘A notable discovery of more than ordinary
interest for historians, especially those who have
a leaning toward antiquities, has lately been made -
by the well-known archaeologist, Augustus Le
Plongeon. This discovery should particularly at-
tract the attention of Americans, since it enables
them to lay claim to one of the most important
monuments of ancient times. The edifice in ques-
tion is the Pyramid of Xochicalo, standing 5,396
feet above the level of the sea, and situated to the
south-southwest of Cuernavaca, 60 miles from the
City of Mexico. For more than a century the
pyramid has been occasionally visited by distin-

guished travelers, including the learned Hum-
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boldt; but none succeeded in discovering the pur-
pose for which the monument had been erected,
nor in deciphering the mysterious inscriptions on
its sides.

As far back as 1886, Dr. Le Plongeon pub-
lished his alphabetic key to the Maya hieroglyphs,
comparing this with the ancient Egyptian hieratic
alphabet. He has now found that the signs on
the Pyramid of Xochicalo are both Maya and
Egyptian; and a careful study of these decorative
inscriptions has made it plain to him that the
pyramid was a monumental structure erected to
commemorate the submergence and de§tructi0n of
the great Land of Mu (Plato’s Atlantis), to-
getiler with its population of 64,000,000 of hu-
man beings, about 11,500 years ago.

Dr. Le Plongeon, in his remarkable work,

B
“Queen Moo and the Egyptian Sphinx,” gives
four Maya accounts of the same cataclysm. This,
then, is the fifth, and, in his own opinion, the

most important of all the known records in Maya
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language of the appalling event that gave rise
to the story of a universal Deluge that is found
in the sacred books of the Jews, the Christians
and the Mohammedans.

These records, on stone, on sun-dried bricks, on
papyrus, all tell the same story. The little we
know of the Aztecs is also confirmatory of the
same fact. Whence came the people of South
America, with their advanced civilization and
traditions of the Past? What mighty people built
the great cities and temples of the now forest-
covered cities of Yucatain and Central America,
with their carved glyphs, and correspondencies to
the hieroglyphs of the Valley of the Nile and the
East Indian entablatures; and moreover, on al-
most precisely similar styles of architecture to
those of Egypt and India. Is it reasonable to sup-
pose there was no common bond of fellc;wship
between all these? The Ancient Egyptian ideas
have dominated the world Et;wn to the present

day. Instead of a mummy-case, we use a coffin
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for our dead. The idea is the same—the de-
parted ghost was to be saved the trouble of mak-
ing a new body, perhaps at short notice, at the
great day of the resurrection.

The tr1n1ty in unity of God, now universally
received, was an Egyptxan idea, and the same is
wrought into the stone tablets which La Plon-
geon and his amiable wife have unearthed in the
forests of the Maias and Quiches.

If the nation, of which these are but the
feeble remnants, had not disappeared by some
cataclysmal climax we must certainly have had
some later, historical data. As the mind of the
present generation is more largely than ever, de-
sirous of Truth, the idea of Astral presentation
and perception may not be without its weight,
especially as the books of Wisdom of the Past
declare, that automatic books of record are kept
of all deeds and manifestation, upon the earth.

It may be asked, why, those who have entered

into the rest of the ‘Unseen should be at all con-
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cerned in the unfoldment and development of the
race, who are ever toiling over the rocky paths of
the planet? If the doctrine of re-incarnation is
true, then would it not be to the interest of the
coming Egos, for all the race of men to be ad-
vanced just as far as possible, so that the re-in-
carnated from time to time, might receive the
highest advantage attainable, from their touch
with the earth, at any particular time. Those
who are coming back into the present civilization,
if they were of the advanced and cultured classes
of Atlantis and the most ancient Egypt, would
find more advantages of acquirement, through
our leisure and experience, than when hurled into
life amid the horrors and darkness of the Stone
Age.

From time to time, the material and data ob-
tained as hereinafter described, from which this
book is made, has been pressed upon my attention,
as something that would be of use, and interest

to all who are seeking to KNOW. 1 do not
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doubt the authenticity of my information, nor
the statements given as facts, by those who were
so kind and courteous as to make the writer their
mouthpiece in this re-collection of the ancient
memories.

I do not doubt, that to many readers, will
come fleeting glimpses of these scenes, as if they
had been part of them. It is a conceded fact,
there have never been, since the fall of Atlantis,
so many re-incarnated Atlantians upon the earth
at the same time, as now. This accounts for the
almost universal demand out of the Astral records
for the forgotten knowledge of the occult, which
they there recorded. 'This also explains the readi-
ness of the public mind to receive knowledge of
the doctrines of Mental Healing, Spiritualism,
"Theosophy, and occultism in all its branches.

Ignatius Donnelly finds a supporter of his
Atlantis theory in Sir Daniel Wilson, president
of the University of Toronto, who declares after

a great deal of search, that the lost Atlantis was
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-not a myth, but that it was really a part of the
continent of America. He accounts for its dis-
appearance from view in a different way, but that
is merely incidental.

Donnelly’s’ theory was that the land was sub-
merged by some great volcanic upheaval, and
that from those who escaped to the continents of
Europe and Asia came the tradition of the deluge.
Sir Daniel rejects this explanation as being dis-
proved by the fact that there are no traces of such
volcanic action either on the continent or in the
ocean bed. He believes that the ancient Egyp-
tians, the most progressive and adventurous people
of ancient times, discovered the continent, but
that in the decline both of their learning and
power, it became lost to view and existed at the
time our knowledge of Egypt begins merely as
a shadowy tradition.

It is his opinion that traces of the Egyptians
of those days are to be sought in the ruined cities

of Central America, whose origin has never been
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determined nor even been made the basis of any
reasonable theory. Such a discovery would
furnish a substantial basis for the legend of the
lost Atlantis and the theory invests those won-
derful ruins with a new interest for the an-
tiquarians.

The St. Louis Republic said: ‘“Atlantis was
a continent supposed to have existed at a very
early period in the Atlantic Ocean, over against
the Pillars of Hercules,” but which was subse-
quently sunk in a cataclysm of which history
gives no record. Plato is the first who gives an
account of it, and he is said to have obtained his
L(;_fgr_mation from some Egyptian priests with
whom 'he had come in contact. Plato’s account
says: ‘“‘Atlantis was a continent larger than
Asia and Africa put together, and that at its west-
ern extremity were islands which afforded easy
passage to a large continent lying still beyond—
this last mentioned continent being now supposed

to be South America.,” Nine thousand years be-
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fore the time of Plato, according to the tradition,
Atlantis was a powerful, thickly settled-country
which extended its way over Africa and the major
portion of what is now Europe, “even to as far
as the Tyrrhenian Sea.” Further progress of the
invasion of the Atlantides was checked by the
combined efforts of the Athenians and other
Greeks. Shortly after the invaders were driven
from the continents of Europe and Africa a great
earthquake shook Atlantis from center to cir-
cumference. First, the outlying islands sank;
then great areas of the mainland. Waves ran
mountain high across hundreds of square miles
of what had the day before been fertile fields.
Great temples were racked and riven, and the
affrighted populace climbed upon the ruins to
escape the encroaching waters. On the second
day, after a night of terrors which no pen could
possibly describe, the earthquake shocks were of
greatly increased violence, ending only after the

entire continent had been engulfed. There is no
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page in history or tradition that records a more
frightful catastrophe, and nothing would be of
more absorbing interest than a work entirely de-
voted to giving an account of what is known con-
cerning it.

To the objector who urges that the explorers
of the world have never discovered any traces of
the great city and continent, whose story I have
endeavored to give in the following pages; per-
mit me to give a few straws floating on our sea
of current literature, which show that the his-
tory of past ages may yet be read in the Central
part of our continent:

“The recent report that a citizen of the United
States has discovered among the mountains of the
Mexican State of Sinaloa a long-forgotten city
tallies with a curious local tradition of the region.
Adjoining the State of Sinaloa on the south is
the State of Jallisco, and of this State, Guadala-
jara is the capital. Living in the mountains of

Jallisco, part of the great Sierra Madre or
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“Mother Range” that extends through Sinaloa
and thence northward, are the unconquered
Yaquis, a brown-haired people with light eyes
and almost fair complexions. Guadalajara is the
only civilized town that these Yaquis visit, and
- it has long been believed there that the Yaquis
fastnesses of the Sierra Madre range conceal not
only rich mines of silver, but as well the lost city
of the Aztec race. No one has hitherto pierced
the mountain wilderness, because the naked
Yaquis have an effective system of passive resist-
ance that has hitherto successfully closed the sole
line of approach. The only human beings other
than the Yaquis themselves admitted to the moun-
tains of Jallisco are a few renegade Apaches, mur-
derous wretches, vastly more dangerous to would-
be explorers than the peaceful but persistent
Yaquis.”

There is no question in the minds of those who
have given attention to the subject, that the

Aztecs are the lineal descendants of the mighty
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nation who sought to know beyond the law
governing the created. Of the unknown city
above mentioned, we add another description from
a different source:

“During the frequent visits I have made to
Mexico,” said 2 mining engineer of Philadelphia
to an Inquirer reporter, “I have come in con-
tact with many of the Indians resident there and
have heard some very singular stories. One
which all the Indians unite in telling, is that far
in the interior exists an enormous city, never yet
visited by white men. It is described as peopled
by a race similar to the ancient Aztecs, who are
sun worshipers and offer human sacrifices to their
deity. 5

“The race is said to be in a high state of
civilization, and the Indians say that the city is
full of huge structures which are miracles of
quaint but beautiful architecture, and are situated
on broad paved streets, far surpassing those of

the City of Mexico.
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“One Indian, I recollect, assured me that he
had seen the city and its inhabitants with his
own eyes, but had been afraid of being captured
and had fled. Of course, I did not believe him,
but, all the same, it is not a little strange that
the accounts of the Mexican Indians, relative to
the mysterious and magnificent, interior city agree
perfectly.”

These are but of many of the allusions and tra-
ditions pointing to the fact, that somewhere in
the Southwest, there is a people who undoubtedly
hold a complete historical record of the chain of
events from Atlantis in its prime, down to the
present day. While there is perhaps but a single
city inhabited and secluded from the outside
world of to-day as keepers of the Ancient Wis-
dom, we yet find ruins of such magnitude as to
impress us more strongly with the idea that the
people who builded the original structures, could
not have wholly disappeared from this Conti-

nent. The following from San Diego, Cal., we
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offer in proof, calling attention to the fact that
the dragon is a favorite design in the East Indian
sculptures:

“The ruins of a prehistoric city have just been
discovered by a party of prospectors from Yuma
when on the Colorado desert in search of the
Pegleg mine. The wind had laid bare the walls
and the remains of the stone buildings a distance
of 420 feet in length by 260 feet in width.
Gigantic pillars, quaintly carved to represent
dragons’ heads and rattlesnakes, still stood in
the sands of the desert, supporting on their tops
huge slabs of granite weighing many tons. The
frieze ornamentation resembled Egyptian sculp-
tures and exhibited a greater degree of skill than
is possessed by the Indian artisans of the present
day. Fragments of pottery were found underneath
the debris, and together with the crumbled piece
of frieze were brought by one of the party, to
this city. One of his associates came to San

Diego and the others returned to Yuma, nearly
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two weeks ago. But the story of their discovery
was carefully guarded, in the hope that in some
way they might profit by it.

“The discoverers, in company with four others,
afterwards went to the desert to explore the ruins.
They were driven back by a sand storm, reaching
this city to-day, but will make a careful exam-
ination of the ruins in the season when the con-
ditions are favorable for extensive explorations.
From the relics exhibited it is evident that an
important archeaeological discovery has been
made.”

In connection with the above, there is a pecu-
liarity to be noticed in the occurrence of the
sand storm. It has always been so. A storm or
some sudden natural event has warded off all ef-
forts to reach these wonderful remains of thé
prehistoric, or even the existing cities. When
men shall be ready to seek them, desiring knowl-
edge and not treasure, there is no doubt the keys

for the unlocking of the mysteries of the Past,
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will be given into worthy hands and what we
have herein written will receive ample corrobor-
ation. We add still another account of wonder-
ful discovery in proof of the immense popula-
tion of the old Atlantian kingdom in its prime.
This time, it is from the City of Mexico, the
center of the modern Atlantian or Aztec civiliza-
tion :

“What appears to be the verification of an old
Aztec fable of a buried race of cave-dwellers and
a hidden city in southwestern Mexico is a matter
in which the local scientists are interested at
present. L. P. Leroyal, a French engineer, who
has lived long in this republic, has just arrived
form the wilds of the Southwest and reported
that he has discovered in the State of Guerrero
a huge natural cave, which he believes to be the
greatest in Mexico, if not in the world. He says
it is much larger than the famous cavern of Caca-
huamilpa, situated some distance south of Guer-

navaca, which has hitherto been supposed to be
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the largest natural cave in existence in Mexico.
Mr. Leroyal, after penetrating a considerable dis-
tance into the cave, determined to make a thor-
ough investigation of it, and accordingly a few
days ago furnished himself with food sufficient
for a day, provided himself with lanterns, etc.,
and set out upon his task all alone. As he went
along he made a thorough plan of the cave, but
did not anticipate that his task would be so
arduous as it proved. At the first, the bottom
of the cave was a gradual slope downward, then
changed upward and afterward alternated for the
most part between descents and ascents. Here
and there, however, a level bottom of great width
was met. The height of the cave varied, as
might naturally be expected; in some places it
was several hundred feet high. For some distance
from the entrance no trace of human beings was
found. Occasionally magnificent stalactites and
stalagmites, the finest Mr. Leroyal had ever seen,

were met with.
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“After proceeding for some hours he came upon
what had evidently been an ancient cemetery, as
there were at least goo petrified bodies, together
with ancient idols, etc. There was also a foun-
tain of beautiful clear spring water which was
found to be excellent. Some of the tools, as well
as two or three skulls, Mr. Leroyal brought away
with him, and they are now in this city. ‘The
appearance of this charnel house thus lighted up
for the first time for hundreds of years was grew-
some in the extreme and well calculated to shake
the nerves of the explorer. Mr. Leroyal con-
tinued his explorations while hour after hour
passed. It was not until after he had traveled a
distance of at least twenty-one and one-half
leagues that he thought it time to call a halt and
proceed on his return journey. So far as he could
see the distance still to be traversed might be
very considerable, with the chances for the cave
opening out, as the floor seemed to be well trodden

by human feet. He retraced his steps as speedily
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as possible, and after being underground for up-
ward of twenty-four hours, found himself once
more at the entrance of the cave. Mr. Leroyal
promised to make further explorations before
long. It is expected that a party fully equipped
for the exploration of this wonderful cavern of
the dead, will soon be fitted out under the guid-
ance of the discoverer, and the outcome of the
investigations will be awaited with interest. The
natives of the locality, as, in fact, the Indian
population in general, in Mexico, believe that at
some place near the southwestern coast of Mexico
there exists a great white city with countless
treasure which has never been seen by white men,
and the approach to which is so intricate and
cleverly concealed that a stranger has never en-
tered its solitary precincts.”

With all the increasing mass of information on
the subject, it seems there should be some effort
at collection under guidance, of what is known

about Atlantis the Mighty. To make a beginning
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and thus call attention in this direction is my
answer to the question: ‘“Why this book is

written.”

ATLANTIAN MEMORIES.

Out of the dim Past, old memories come to me;

From where the light in all its glory seemed to be,

As the people worshiped 'near the Sun’s resplendent
rays

And lotus-crowned hailed with joy the festal days.

Golden lyres, sending forth rich, harmonious strains

Sounding the key-note, which o’er the world still
reigned.

High above all, the Vestal’s song enchanting soars,

Mingling with the ripples on the wave-washed shores.

From the Temple floats the bell’s melodious chimes,

So deep and mellow in that old Atlantian tinfe.
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;i‘hroughout the Ages, linger these old memories still

And hover round me with no effort of my will.

Still in my heart is throbbing with the rythm of the
waves,

Those slumbering waves which, alas, became our
graves.

Again, I hear the glad hozannas to the Sun arise.

Isis in the sanctuary, is veiled from human eyes,

Which read no warning in the skies’ celestial hue;

Nor heard it murmured in the Ocean calm and blue;

Neither listened to the whispering wind so free,

Telling of the doom, fair Atlantis was to see.

I am thankful that the gates of memory ope,

That great Angels weave the scattered threads of
hope ‘

And clothe us freshly with its robes of snowy white;

While on our altar shines again the mystic light,

The radiant star, which once o’er Egypt shone,

Glimmers once again, with a message all its own.

Humble tho’ the Temple, the melody is there,

The bell’s sweet chiming breaks upon the silent air,

Amid the incense rising from our sacred Shrine,

Old Atlantian glories round our spirits twine.



CHAPTER II

’ | \HERE is yet a little more of the flotsam

and jetsam upon the stormy waves of

human unfoldment which is supple-

mental to our opening chapter, and must be de-
tailed now or put entirely to one side. From
two distinct sources, we give an account of an
old Mexican city that has never been entered by
the foot of a white man and which was known to
be in existence long before the Spanish Conquest:
“Mr. Juan Alvarez, who has just returned
from an exploring expedition in the southwestern
part of the republic, reports that he has found a
city which has never been entered by a white
man, and which has evidently been in existence
for hundreds of years, going back before the time
of the conquest of the country by the Spaniards.
It is an old Aztec city, and the approaches to it
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are so guarded by nature that it is an impossibility
to reach it if the inhabitants do not want a trav-
eler to get in.

The city lies in the almost inaccessible moun-
tains in the extreme southwestern part of the
country and is so far away from civilization that
few white men have ever been in the neighbor-
hood. It was by the purest accident that Alvarez
became aware that a city was anywhere in the
vicinity, and after he found it, all of his endeavors
tc reach it were unavailing on account of the
persistent opposition of the natives.

He had been traveling over the mountains in
search of an outlet to the Pacific Ocean when he
came to the top of an elevated plateau and crossed
to the further edge. He had a magnificent view,
and while looking over the country, saw what he
took to be houses in a far distant valley. A close
inspection with a glass convinced him that what
he saw was really a collection of houses, and

he at once set about reaching the place to see who
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lived in that part of the country.

After days of hard work climbing over cliffs
and mountains, he reached a point from which
he obtained a good view of the city and saw that
it was regularly laid out in streets and was peo-
pled with a race who knew something about
civilization. The houses were of stone and were
surrounded by yards, in which were growing
flowers and shrubs. On all sides were evidences
of taste shown by the inhabitants, and it was evi-
dent that he had found a city which was not
known to the outside world.

“A careful examination of the country showed
him that the city was located within a natural
amphitheater and was accessible from one side
only. He saw that the only means of access was
through a long and narrow defile which led into
the mountains from the Pacific coast side, and he
started to reach the place, where he could find
this entrance. He made an outline drawing of

the city as it appeared to him from the distant
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mountain top, and this is all he has to show that
there is a city within the heart of the mountains,
for he was never allowed to reach the spot.

“From this drawing it is plain that the city has
not less than four thousand inhibitants. The
houses are all of stone and are supplied with doors
and windows. In the center was a large building,
which was undoubtedly the temple of worship,
for on its walls could be seen sculptured designs
representing the Deity. It was in the shape of
the ancient teocalli, which are to be found in
many parts of this country, and the people could
be seen passing in and out of it during all hours of
the day.

“After ten days’ arduous work Alvarez found
himself at the foot of the mountains on the
western slope, and set about searching for the
canyon leading to the city. He had so well
marked the lay of the land that he had no diffi-
culty in finding the entrance, but he was met by

a band of Indians who refused to let him proceed.
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They offered him no violence, but insisted that he
should return. He told them that he had come
over the mountains and did not know how to
find his way back.

“After a consultation, he was told he would
have to remain awhile as a prisoner, and two
runners were sent into the mountains, who re-
turned in a day with orders from some one in
authority, and Alvarez was blindfolded and
placed on the back of a mule. He traveled in
this condition for three days, only having the
bandage removed from his eyes at night.

On the fourth day, he was told to remove his
bandage, and when he did so, he found himself on
the borders of the Pacific Ocean. The Indians
had gone, leaving him with nothing to guide him
back to the place where he had seen the city.”

This city is described in full in “Future Rulers
of America,” and has been visited by persons in
the body, who have been permitted so to do.

‘We conclude our extracts with the description
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of another mighty city, the ~w0rk of the powerful
nation whose capital, located on the great island
of Atlantis, exercised its power both East and
West, of which we are trying to tell:

“The American archaeologists who went to
the recently discovered city in the Sierra Madre
Mountains have returned, and tell of another
hidden city five Spanish leagues north of the first
city. The leader of the party, C. W. Pantion,
of Philadelphia, says that these cities were evi-
dently twin capitals of a wealthy district long
before the Aztecs appeared. The two cities are
connected by underground passages hewn out of
solid rock, and it was while exploring one of
these passages that the second was discovered.
It lies in a deep basin of the mountains, with no
exit except the underground tunnel. At least
none has been found. .

To that which we have thus drawn from all
accessible sources in the visible, I now desire to

add supplementary testimony from the Astral
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Records, which I believe to be reliable and
worthy of credence.

Does not this collated evidence of the similarity
in nature and civilization west of the great city,
which could not possibly have had commerce with
the mother-country for centuries, prove conclu-
sively, even to the realistic and scientific mind,
a common origin for religious teachings, customs,
languages, both oral and written? All the dis-
coveries relative to this subject, confirm this con-
clusion. We are indebted to those who are im-
pelled by an irresistible desire to learn and know.
Who, in this cause are willing to expatriate them-
selves; endure danger and overcome obstructing
difficulties, if they may but by some chance guid-
ance, bring again to the light of day, some of the
various records, which were left when the sun of
the manifested spiritual world went down into
the shuddering earth?

To the Aryan people, who listen with a willing

heart, there is much that can be given concerning
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this ancient city. It matters little how Science
and Religion shall accept that which is offered,
whether in a scientific way, or from the unseen as
true and of value. Science and Religion have
never received anything new upon untried lines
of thought, until they have been forced to the
exception.

That is why the priests, of all ages, are so con-
servative and have withheld so much more than
they should, even on their conservative line of
thought. It has ever been their rule, to hold fast
upon that of which they had become possessed;
content and satisfied without the trouble and
exertion of seeking new fields for themselves, or
admitting the possibility of broadening truth,
for others.

All that has ever been learned, to distinguish
the savage from civilization was known to the
wise men of Atlantis. Whenever th'ere has been
upon the earth, a sufficient number of Atlantians,

at one time to control a nation, or to form one by
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themselves, that nation or epoch has always ex-
perienced a most wonderful growth. In the days
of the last Egyptian splendor, when it was the
school to which the Greeks and Romans resorted
for instruction, was the last time noted in history
of such a re-appearance in sufficient numbers to
admit of a national control. What they did, we
have the pyramids; the Temple of Karnac; and
all the mighty ruins of the Nile and the Euphrates
in evidence.

As soon as the Anglo-Saxon speaking races
were sufficiently developed out of savagery, the
Atlantians, commenced re-appearing, startling
the whole world ever and anon, with their great
strides toward wisdom and knowledge, as they
slowly paved the way by conquest and discovery,
for the settlement and re-occupation of that which
belonged to them; and for the utilization of all
their old resources, under new conditions of added
strength and experience. In no other way can

we account for the wilting and extermination of
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the red-skinned usurpers, who had neither claim
nor strength to maintain title to that into which
they had strayed by accident during the temporary
absence of the real owners.

Much sympathy has been wasted on the red
son of the forest. He has but obeyed the law:
Who cannot dominate the resources of the en-
vironment must yield title to him who can. How
much would our vast storehouses of mineral and
agricultural wealth have helped man’s unfold-
ment, if they had never been used? ‘The differ-
ence between the American Indian and the An-
glo-Saxon-Atlantian, is plain to the dullest intel-
lect.

As the city of Atlantis grew, her population
was drawn off into colonies which had deep and
abiding influence on the whole of the Western
continent, but especially centering along the belt
in which Atlantis itself was located.

Between the fading away of the last Egyptian

civilization, and the concealment of the world’s
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records at that time, there is a mysterious gap,
which can be accounted for only in one way.
When Atlantis was in its prime, there were other
units in the world’s category of nations which
were not so far advanced. If Atlantis had held
on in the even tenor of her way, all other nations
of the world would have received the light, and
been uplifted to something near its own stand-
point, but when this chance of development was
cut off, they groped in comparative darkness.
When this class of people incarnated again in
force of numbers, such scenes as the conquest of
Rome by the Goths and Vandals; the overrunning
of Europe by the Huns, and the eruption of the

Tartars, times without number, occurred. As
they disappeared from the mortal vision, we can
but recognize their sameness of purpose, and the
most pertinent fact that undone duty made all
this trouble for the Atlantians of the Far Past,
their comrades and associates. Have we learned

the lesson that no human being is separate from
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ourselves? A wrong once done must be righted.
It is the eternal law of exact justice.

As these misbegotten impedimenta to progress
pass out into the unseen, having overborne or
put off all heads that towered above their own,
intellectually, Atlantian influence revives. Little
by little have these “fellows of ignorance,” felt
the uplifting of influence of the “sons of light”
and every generation increases the widening wave
of educated and spiritualized people, which must
finally include within it every nation, tongue, or
people of the earth’s full complement of inhabi-
tants. ‘The American nation .has done a vast
deal for the enlightenment of the whole world.
Thus it is easy to understand why the extinguish-
ing power of a@l that holds the soul in chains is
projected toward us.

In the ancient times, when the lamp of civiliza-
tion burned at Rome, and Athens, or later, as at
Antioch and other cities; single centers of learn-

ing blazed out and lessened the darkness as do
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beacon lights set on a hill. But with these com-
pare the events of to-day. A compact, unified
nationality, which resembles the old Atlantis, had
its beginning on an island, cut off from easy ap-
proach. Yet it has been able to make its power
felt throughout the whole world. Although the
English name be detested, its power is always re-
spected. Not only has this nation made itself
felt everywhere, but it is the founder of the
American nation and unites its force with that,
to push the common civilization and thought cur-
rents into every part of the globe.

The freedom of the thought-body, and the
aptitude of the minds engendered thereby, has
cnce more drawn to the American continent more
Atlantians than were ever incarnated at one time,
since the fall of that city. It thus happens that
their inventions and knowledge and wisdom and
the results of thought-force, modified and per-
fected by the assimilation of hundreds of years in

devachanic rest, is coming upon the nation in a
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flood, as with outstretched hands they demand
from the Silence that which they themselves de-
posited in the Astral records long ages since.

We often wonder at events transpiring in the
way of discoveries, or at the applications of prin-
ciples which are perfectly logical, and linked one
upon another. We have surely reached a point
and begun to guess about the uses and methods of
application of that vehicle of force about which
the Atlantians knew much, and desiring to know
more, found there was a limit which barred their
further progress. We already have hold upon
another, and we desire only that they who may
essay to advance in this direction, may do so with
body, soul and mind so purified, they will not need
the reprimand of obstruction, that came to the
original investigators of our nation on that line.

The reason why this age is so celebrated above
others of the near past, is due to the facts thus
stated. We perceive in the near future, as has

been repeatedly foretold, the end of a cycle is at
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hand. Cataclysmic results; the sinking of land
in some places; and the rising in others, is im-
minent. When cities peculiarly situated are
crowded with inhabitants, who have lost all con-
ception of everything but their own desires cen-
tering in selfish purpose, their thought vibrations
become inharmonious with the universal thought
vibrations. If this inharmony continues strong
enough to communicate itself to the ground upon
which the city stands, this foundation being sub-
ject also, to a set of vibrations upon the natural
plane of Liquidity, serious consequences may
occur.

Just what the outcome of the present period
will be none but the Council of the Seven Great
Builders know. But this we have gathered:
That within a hundred years, and possibly- a
much shorter time, Atlantis will be above the
waves. Whatever her monuments contain, or
whatever may be in her ruined temple can then

be investigated.
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Within 500 years the bulk of population will
be south of the equator; that which is now sea,
will become dry land, and the old continent of
Lamuria will once more sustain its millions of
inhabitants. Scientists tell us that the time is
fixed when all the gold, silver and coal will be
mined. How shbrt-sighted! Under the sea is a
thousand-fold more than has ever been brought to

light by man’s busy hands.




CHAPTER III

N the early seventies, having by constant and
l severe attention to business reached a
point when rest and change were imper-
ative, I was advised by my physician to take a
sea voyage. 1| mentioned this fact to a friend
of mine in New York City, who was a vessel
owner. He offered me the position of super-
cargo in one of his vessels about to sail for San
Francisco, “around the Horn.” 1 gladly ac-
cepted the chance, for it gave me both motive
and occupation for the trip.

My preparations were made rapidly. We
sailed out of New York Harbor on the 15th of
June, 1872.

As the last lighthouse sank slowly beneath the
waves, and the full moon rose in the heavens, I

stood watching the receding land marks, little



42 OUR STORY

dreaming of the momentous events to happen as
a part of the voyage, nor of the marvelous re-
vealings to come to my knowledge, before I
should again touch my foot upon land. Of all
these the following pages are but a feeble por-
trayal. But it is always so in life, we meet and
part, come and go. The consequence of the
meeting and the pain of the parting may be in-
expressible in spoken language; but how shall we
know? Who will tell, or warn us, of the swift-
ly oncoming future, with its burden of weal or
woe?

As our vessel was devoted to freight, we, as I
knew, carried but a single passenger, who by es-
pecial favor of the owner had been permitted to
occupy the one spare cabjn. The rest of the
space was occupied by the officers of the ship, in-
cluding myself. I had been introduced to this
man, when he had first come on board, but be-
ing much preconcerned about the business I had

in hand at that moment, I had simply responded
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with the usual meaningless phrase of: “Happy
to make your acquaintance.” But I remembered
afterwards an impression of dignity of bear-
ing; of sweetness of real courtesy on his part;
and that peculiar, indescribable thrill as we
shook hands, which once or twice in a lifetime,
it may be our good fortune to experience, as the
lines of our lives cross with those who are es-
sential to our highest and best unfolding.

Standing thus, leaning meditatively over the
taffrail, I came back to myself by hearing my
name pronounced distinctly, in a low, musical
voice, with just the slightest foreign accent.
Looking around, I acknowledged the address, as
he went on to say:

“I see you are leaving part of yourself behind
you.”

“Oh, not a large part,” I replied, “but 1 was
thinking about the certainty of parting and the
uncertainty of meeting.”

“Don’t you think that we part forever from
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our friends, only when we have accomplished
ot finished all that we can do for each other.
So long as our work remains undone we shall
certainly meet again?” '

“Yes,” T said, “that may be so, but it is the
human uncertainty that saddens.”

Looking full at this man, to whom, with his
every word, I was most indescribably attracted,
I saw a picture, from that time indelibly stamped
upon my memory. Tall, and almost perfectly
proportioned. Eyes black, while in their ordi-
narily kind expression, one might easily imag-
ine their possibilities, when honest indignation or
righteous anger stirred their depths. Hair and
beard white, and worn a little longer than cus-
tom prescribed. His bearing was majestic in
strength; serene in harmony; attractive beyond
compare in its unselfish desire for the good of
others. With all this, there was an impres-
sion, in all he said, he could tell very much more

if he only would, about any subject concerning
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which he might be conversing.

It was such a face as children love and scoun-
dtels hate, containing within itself the pitying
tenderness of a mother’s love and a father’s sus-
taining watchfulness. In our interview, I
passed from the outermost border of casual ac-
quaintance to the confident championship of
sworn friendship. At this, too, I marveled, for
I am slow to receive or offer friendship, but
come slowly to the perception of what might
be, in those who honor me with their good will.

Although we stood some little time longer
gazing upon the ocean, as the night and waters
met in closer and still closer embrace, we lapsed
into silence, with that strange feeling of being
company for each other, although no word was
said, and finally we descended to our respective
cabins for the night.

As is usual with the position which I held,
my duties during the voyage were almost nom-

inal, making up for this leisure, however, during
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the receiving or discharging of the cargo or any
part. Consequently I had sufficient time to im-
prove the acquaintance so curiously begun. Tt
did not take long to find out that my friend was
a zealous, unremitting student, and that while
we were familiar with many lines of common in-
terest, there were others, in which he was well
versed, of which I knew comparatively noth-
ing. He was a very eloquent and instructive
talker and readily and gladly answered my ques-
tions,

Especially was this true of things in the past,
which the present generation has moved on and
forgotten, and a peculiarity of his descriptions
was that they were given as if personal experi-
ences of his own. Later I knew why, but at the
first it seemed that it was done to give more life
and movement to the story.

As a child T had always been fascinated with
whatever I had chanced upon, either in reading

or conversation which related to Atlantis. But
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as I grew older, enveloped in the materialistic
ideas of the modern schools, I had come to re-
gard the little that was known of that ancient
mistress of the seas as largely fabulous, if not
wholly unworthy of credence.

After we had been out from port four or five
days, as we sat chatting on the quarter deck,
something was said which induced me to ask
him the question squarely:

“Do you believe there ever was such 2 coun-
try as Atlantis?”

“Most certainly,” was his quiet, decisive an-
swer.

“But you do not think it possible that a whole
continent could disappear so utterly beneath the
waves as that is said to have done, leaving no
more trace of its former existence than has been
the case with that?”

“And why does this seem impossible to you?
Does history know anything of the city that

stood under ancient Troy. Who knows who
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were the builders or what the design of the
Pyramids of Egypt? Who can tell of the cities
lying strata upon strata in the valley of the Nile?
In your own country, who can tell anything
of the Mound Builders? What does the world
know of Palmyra, of Babylon, or of the great
cities in the Valley of the Euphrates? But for
the accessibility of their ruins, they would by this
time have been as tharoughly forgotten as At-
lantis now is.”

“And,” here his face softened with an infin-
ite pity, ‘‘perhaps within forty years from now
we may have another lesson in the opportunity
for denying the existence of the past.”

“But maybe,” he continued, “you would like
to hear some of the actual records brought down
even to your day, of an event that concerns so
intimately every living person now upon our
planet.”

Upon my eager assent he went into his cabin

and soon returned with a small black-letter vol-
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ume, written after the style of the Far East, upon
parchment, from right to left. Opening it he
read in his sweetly modulated tones, translating
as he read, the following extract:

“Facing the Pillars of Hercules was an island
larger than Africa and Europe put together. Be-
side this main island there were many other
smaller ones, so that it was easy to cross from
one to another as far as the further continent.
This land was indeed a continent, and the sea
was the real ocean in comparison to which “The
Sea” of the Greeks was but a bay with a narrow
mouth.

“In the Atlantic island a powerful federation
of Kings was formed, who subdued the larger
island itself and many of the smaller islands
and also parts of the further continent. They
also reduced Africa within the Straits as far as
Egypt, and Europe as far as Tyrrhenia. Far-
ther aggression, however, was stopped by the

heroic action of the then inhabitants of Attica,
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who, taking the lead of the oppressed States,
finally secured liberty to all who dwelt within
the Pillars of Hercules.  Subsequently, both
1aces were destroyed by mighty cataclysms,
which brought destruction in a single day and
night. The natural features of the Attic land
were entirely changed and the Atlantic island
sank bodily beneath the waves.

“In the center of the Atlantic Island was a
fair and beautiful plain. In the center of this
plain and nearly six miles from its confines was
a low range of hills. Here dwelt for many gen-
erations the renowned race of Atlan, from whom
the whole island and sea were named Atlantic
or Atlantis. The ruling Kings ever handed
down the succession of power to their eldest
sons, the younger sons going into the priest-
hood. They were possessed of such wealth as
no dynasty ever yet obtained or will easily pro-
cure hereafter. This wealth was drawn both

from all foreign nations with whom the Atlan-
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tians traded and from Atlantis itself, which was
especially rich in minerals, and possessed . the
only known mines of orichalcum in the world,
a mineral with most wonderful and inexhaustible
properties—a metal which was then second only
to gold in its value.

“The country was rich also in timber and
pasturage. Moreover, there were vast numbers
of elephants, spices, gums and odorous plants of
every description; flowers, fruit trees and vege-
tables of all kinds, and many other luxurious
products which this wonderful Continent, ow-
ing to its beneficent climate, brought forth.
These were sacred, beautiful, curious and infi-
nite in number. Nor were the inhabitants con-
tent with simply the natural advantages of their
glorious country, but also displayed a marvelous
industry and skill in engineering and the con-
structive arts. For, in the center of the island
they built a royal palace, every succeeding King

trying to surpass his predecessor in adorning and
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adding to the building, so that it struck all be-
holders with the greatest admiration.

“They cut about the Royal Palace a series of
waterways or canals. These were bridged over
at intervals, while an immense canal admitted
the largest vessels from the sea, giving at once
protection as a harbor, and making it more con-
venient for the transportation of freight to and
from the interior. In fashioning their interior
streams they left docks cut out of the solid rock
where their triremes could land their cargoes.

“The stone used in their building was of three
colors, white, black and red, so that many of
the buildings presented a gay appearance. Their
walls were covered witi brass (which they used
like plaster), tin and orichalcum, which had a
glittering appearance.

“Northeast of the center of the Continent,
stood the great Temple. The interior was cov-
ered with silver, except the pediments and pin-

nacles, which were lined with gold. Within,
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the roof was a magnificent mosaic of gold, ivory
and orichalcum, and all walls, pillars and pave-
ments were covered with orichalcum.

“By a system of aqueducts leading from na-
tural springs of hot and cold water, they had
supplies for baths, and for the irrigation of their
beautiful plantations and gardens.

“The docks were filled with shipping and
naval stores of every description known to men
at that time. The whole city teemed with a
dense population. The main canal and largest
harbor were crowded with‘ merchant shipping re-
turned from, or making ready to sail for, all
parts of the world. The din and tumult of
their commerce continued all day long, and the
night through as well. Such is a general sketch
of their wonderful city.

“Now, as regards the rest of the country; it
was very mountainous with exceedingly precipi-
tous coasts, and the plain surrounding the city

was itself environed by a mountain chain broken
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only at the sea entrance. The plain was smooth
and level and of an oblong shape, lying North
and South. The mountains were said to be the
grandest in the world for their number, size and
beauty. The whole country was a constant suc-
cession of prosperous and wealthy villages, for
there was an abundance of rivers and lakes,
meadows and pasturage for all kinds of cattle
and quantities of timber, They surrounded this
plain with an enormous canal or dike, 101 feet
deep, 606 feet broad and 1,250 miles in length.
By it the water frorﬁ the mountains was con-
ducted around the whole plain, and while a part
flowed out to the sea, the rest was husbanded
for irrigation. They were able, by raising two
crops a year, to double their productive capacity.

“In the polity of the Atlantians the Kings
maintained an autocracy and the priesthood were
their council of consultation in all matters of
State, until at last the power passed into the

hands of the priesthood.
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“For many generations, the rulers, King and
priest remained obedient to their ancestral tra-
ditions. For they possessed true and altogether
lofty ideas and exercised mildness and practical
wisdom, both in the ordinary vicissitudes of life
and in their mutual relations. They looked
above everything except virtue. They consid-
ered things present of small importance, and
contentedly bore their weight of riches as a bur-
den. Nor were they intoxicated with luxury,
but clearly perceived that wealth and possessions
are increased by mutual friendship and the prac-
tice of true virtue; whereas, by a too anxious
pursuit of riches the possessions themselves are
corrupted and friendship also perishes therewith.
Thus it was they reached the great height of
prosperity we have described.

“But when, at the last, their mortal natures
began seeking to dominate and override the Di-
vine within and about them, they commenced

to display unbecoming conduct, and to degener-
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ﬁte; thus blighting and finally destroying the
fairest of their most valuable possessions.”

“This,” said my friend, “is as authentic an
account as that of any nation of whom we have
any history, for it was handed down from father
to son in the ancient Atlantian writing, which
was perfected about 25,000 years before the
Christian era commenced.’

Just then some duty claimed my immediate
attention and as he rose up to return to his cabin
he looked me fully in the face and remarked: “If
I mistake not, the time is close at hand when
your desire for information on these lines will

be more fully gratified.




CHAPTER IV.

T was a day or two before we had a chance for

I any more conversation, for he seemed to be

very busy in his own cabinwithwhat looked
iike an ancient map and a number of diagrams
of cabalistic calculations, which I fully recog-
nized, for I had some experience with researches
along that line, and could, to a certain extent,
verify some of the simpler rules of deductions
from the Caballa. But, as I could see, the oper-
ations upon which he was engaged were very
complex and far reaching and concerned some of
the mightiest secrets of planetary creation.

I also noticed while the problems seemed very
abstruse and complicated, he did not seem at a
loss in any sense, or puzzled. His absorption
being the result rather of the length of the

process.
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At last he appeared to have reached a favor-
able conclusion and his data and memoranda
were put away. Once more he came upon deck.
Although for a few days he apparently put aside
a continuation of his former talk about Atlantis,
yet there was an uplifted expression of content,
lending an added charm to the ever-restful dig-
nity of the perfect face.

‘While he had been thus busy it had occurred
to me I had an odd volume in my locker I had
picked up in a second-hand stall in Boston, in-
tending to examine it at my leisure. Now, hav-
ing my interest aroused I brought it out and
found among much that was quite discursive, the
following pertinent paragraphs:

“The fourth Continent, which it has been
agreed to call Atlantis, was formed by the coal-
escence of many islands and peninsulas that were
upheaved in the ordinary course of evolution and
became ultimately the true home of the great

race known as the Atlantians, a race developed
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from a nucleus of Northern Lemurians, cen-
tered, generally speaking, towards a point of
land in what is now the mid-Atlantic Ocean.
“In connection with the Continent of Atlan-
tis we should bear in mind that the account which
has come down to us through the old Greek
writers contains a confusion of statements, some
of them referring to the great Continent as a
whole, and others to the last, small island of
Posidonis. Plato, for instance, condensed the
whole history of the Continent of Atlantis, cov-
ering several millions of years into an event,
he located upon the island of Poseidonis (about
as large as Ireland) ; whereas, the priests spoke
always of Atlantis as a continent as large as
Europe and Africa put together. Homer speaks
of the Atlantes and their island. The Atlantes
and the Atlantides of mythology are based upon
the Atlantes and Atlantides of history. The
story of Atlas gives clearly to us the clue. Atlas

is the personification in a single symbol of the
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combined continents of Lemuria and Atlantis.
The poets attribute to Atlas, as to Proteus, a su-
perior wisdom and a universal knowledge, and
especially a thorough acquaintance with the
depths of the ocean; because both continents hav-
ing borne races instructed by divine masters,
were each transferred to the bottom of the seas,
where they now slumber until the appointed
time shall come to reappear above the waters.
And as both Lemuria, destroyed by submarine
fires, and Atlantis submerger by the waves, per-
ished in the ocean depths, Atlas is said to have
been compelled to leave the surface of the earth
and join his father lapetus in the depths of Tar-
tarus.

“Atlas then personifies a continent in the
West, said to support heaven and earth at once;
that is, the feet of the giants tread the earth
while his shoulders support the sky, an allusion
to the gigantic peaks of the ancient continents,
Mount Atlas and the Teneriffe Peak. ‘These
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two dwarfed relics of the two lost continents
were thrice as lofty during the day of Lemuria
and twice as high in that of Atlantis. Atlas
was an inaccessible island peak in the days of
Lemuria, when the African Continent had not
yet been raised.

“] emuria should no more be confounded with
the Atlantis Continent than Europe with Amer-
ica. Both sank and were drowned with their
high civilizations and ‘gods,” yet between the two
two catastrophes a period of about 700,000 years
elapsed.

“Why should not your geologists bear in mind
that under the continents explored and fathomed
by them, in the bowels of which they have found
the Focene age, there may be hidden deep in the
unfathomable ocean beds, other and far older
continents whose strata have never been geologi-
cally explored, and that they may some day up-
set their present theories.”

Amazed at this singular corroboration of what
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my friend had previously read me, I concluded
I would ask him something more about it, at
the first opportunity, not dreaming that the op-
portunity of lives was close at hand.

During all this time we had been making good
time toward the South. Both officers and men
had been attracted toward our passenger, and all
were ready to give him the little attentions which
make a stranger feel at home anywhere. I men-
tion this as explanatory of some events which
happened a little later. »

The winds had been brisk and favorable, but
as we approached the Spanish Main they grew
fitful, and when we had traversed a part of that
West Indian Archipelago, they fell away into
a dead calm. OQOur ship drifted a little to the
South, but made no particular headway. On
the third day, the moon fulled at noon and
we were lying in about 30 degrees North lati-
tude and 42 degrees West longitude, when my
friend asked me if I would like to go with him
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to visit a peculiar looking island, about a couple
of miles to the westward. Upon my rather
eager assent, the captain granted us the use of
his yawl, and though he proffered us the help
of some of the crew, our friend declined, saying
he had been much accustomed to the water.

We pushed off, I taking a pair of oars and he
steering. 1 had hardly taken a couple of strokes
with the oars, when I felt that the rapid im-
pulsion of the boat was not due to my strength. 1
glanced at my companion. His face was set
with a peculiar expression, of which T had be-
fore had experience in other directions.

A very short time sufficed to bring us to this
island, which on closer inspection seemed to be the
summit of some huge obelisk or pillar, a little
raised above the waves. The sides, although not
high, were sheer and precipitous. In the still
waters they extended below the surface, as far
as vision could penetrate. How much farther, I

had no means of ascertaining. We rowed slowly
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around it. It was about 150 feet in circumfer-
ence. On the side farthest from the vessel the
face of the rock was broken jaggedly by the
weather. The projections gave opportunity for
fastening the yawl, and for climbing to the sum-
mit. If there had been any swell of the ocean
even this would have been impossible, but with
a sea of glass all about us it was not a very dif-
ficult task. Having securely knotted the boat’s
painter to a stout protuberance, we scrambled as
best we might to the top.

To my utter surprise, instead of the flat, solid
mass, roughened by the weather, which I expected
to find, it was cup-shaped in the center, evidently
filling with water during storms, and drying
out under the hot sun. It was now dry at the
bottom. Looking closely at the sides I saw that
instead of being a mass of natural rock, it was
a structure built of masonry by cunning hands,
so perfectly and solidly as to defy, thus far, the

fierce action of the most erosive forces of na-
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ture. The floor was laid in regular flagging.
Almost stunned by the discovery, I turned to
my companion, but my exclamation of surprise
was checked by his actions. Standing erect, in
the very center, with his face to the North,
guiding himself by a small compass and a little
square of parchment, upon which characters
were inscribed, he turned 15 degrees to_the East
and stepped forward one pace. Then turning
15 degrees more he stepped forward another
pace. He repeated this operation until he faced
due East. There standing erct, his form seemed
to dilate, and his face grew fixed and set in its
whole outline. All at once I perceived a large
disc of stone had revolved at his feet, exposing
a flight of stone steps leading into a room below.
Coming back to himself he motioned me to fol-
low him, and slowly we descended the stairs into
an ante-room below, opening into a larger room.
As we stepped upon this floor a light which came

from nowhere in particular, lighted up the whole
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interior. Limitless age had laid his desecrating
hand upon everything. But as this had been her-
metically sealed by the waves, the dust °that
would otherwise have accumulated in the upper
air was not present. In the center of the room
were five stone seats, on each was a little pile
of dust. My companion, still silent, stepped to
the East, and facing the seats, made one of the
signs of Power. As he did so I thought I heard
a suppressed sob of joy, but it was not distinct
enough to be -unmistakable. Then going to the
exact opposite side of the wall, which was par-
titioned into a series of curious entablatures, he
touched some mechanism, which, preserved
through the ages, obeyed the will of this won-
derful man. A door slid back, through which
we passed into a chamber below. Here we
found seven seats. On each rested those curious
little piles of dust. My friend repeated the sign
made in the room above, and then a sound like

the tremor of an Folian harp rose in volume un-
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til the vibration filling the room, shook the walls
of the tower in which we were standing. Turn-
ing to the Eastern face of the wall, from a niche
therein he drew out a little stone box. Holding
this carefully, he retraced his steps towards the
upper air, closely followed by myself. With
the greatest care he closed behind him every av-
enue, thus sealing once more for future unfold-
ing, whatever there might be of knowledge or
mystery here concealed. When the disc at the
top had rolled into its place, a roll of pigment
was placed in his hand by unseen helpers. With
this he traced upon the tightly joined edges a
character which burst into a silvery flame as it
appeared upon the stone, and left a blood-red
mark behind it. Then proceeding to the side
where the boat lay waiting for us, we managed
without any difficulty to seat ourselves in it and
push off, he steering, as before.

Singular as it may seem, without any precon-

certed instruction or word of warning, not a
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word had been interchanged between us from
the moment of our landing until we were again
in motion upon the water. On my part the
silence was involuntary. I seemed to stand in a
vortex of recurring memory, coming down over-
whelmingly upon me. I was too busy within
myself in attempting to readjust the past, the
present and the promises of the future, to leave
any time for the frivolity of speech. I could
not resist the feeling that these rock-ribbed cham-
bers were, in some peculiar way, a part of my-
self. I knew I had been perfectly familiar with
the purposes of their erection, their use, and of
some final issue, appalling and benumbing in its
effect. More than that. The five seats of the
upper chamber and the seven seats of the lower,
to my inner vision, were filled with an occu-
pant, shadowy, but so distinct I could recognize
the features, as one recalls the lineaments of a
long absent friend. Then came the names as if

I had parted with them only yesterday. Oh,
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Memory the Eternal! was it yesterday, or thou-
sands of years ago since I looked upon these
faces and forms of comrades loving and true?
The feeling of present reality, of some tie strong-
er than friendship overwhelmed me. When my
friend made the sign I mentioned, a burden of
untold weight was lifted from my shoulders, as
if an expiation were finished, a terrible mistake
rectified whose consequence all my life, up to
that hour, had cramped and restrained all my
unfolding and its energies. All this and much
more that words will utterly fail to portray,

held me silent as my friend did, what he evident-
ly came to do, taking me as an involuntary ac-

complice.

Sitting in the stern of the boat, facing me,

with the stone casket resting on his knees, he
looked at me with a grave smile, and said:

“My brother: I see my confidence in thee was
not founded in simple assumption, but in knowl-

edge. Thou hast learned well the lesson whose
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closing clause is to keep silent. Thereby thou
hast proved also thy position in the Great Broth-
erhood, whose first charter was issued by the
Atlantian Kings. I greet thee, Ancient Wise
One.”

While saying this his whole face lighted up as
it from an inner fire. The action of the sympa-
thetic exaltation on myself was beyond the power
of words to describe. It was as if one had sud-
denly come to a perception of almost infinite
power, and without a particle of arrogance in the
possession. I could only reply:

“I feel that we must have been brothers, but
you do me great honor in naming me thus.”

“Before we reach the ship I must tell you,”
continued my comrade, “that it has been per-
mitted you for purpose, to revisit the tower of
the Great Temple of Atlantis, in which were
gathered for concentration during the last awful
cataclysm which sent the continent beneath the

waters all the living members of the most po-
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tent Brotherhood that has ever existed.

“You entered the chambers of the three, the
five and the seven. The whole continent is slow-
ly rising once more. The top of the tower,
which was 100 feet in diameter at the base, and
210 feet high, has again reached the upper air.
The transparent dome, which covered the cham-
ber of the three has been destroyed by the ac-
tion of the waves. We do not know whether
the masonry of the upper stories will be able to
resist the erosion of fierce tropical storms or not,
as little by little it reaches the surface.

“Tt was thought best by the Brotherhood to
rescue this;” here he touched the little casket,
“before it might be overwhelmed and forever hid-
den by the insatiable maw of the waters. It
contains the fullest continuous record of the last
_vezirs of our once glorious country, at present
accessible.

“The chambers which we entered were built

perfectly air and water-tight, and for that rea-
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son have preserved their contents to the pres-
ent time. Below the last chamber we entered
was that of the fifteen, and still below that, the
chamber of the forty-five. I did not enter them,
for I was warned that I might thereby afford
opportunity for the waters pressing up from be-
low, to wipe out all vestiges of this ancient home
of the Brotherhood, which to later generations
may be ocular demonstration of our existence.

“Obligation rested heavily on the three, the
five and the seven. They could not be set free
entirely from its responsibility until such time
as either the bounds were destroyed, as in the
upper chamber, or one clothed with authority
entering their resting place should give them
their signal of release, which I did. Below the
seven, the failure of conditions above absolved
the members of the remaining chambers, and
they were set free in a very short time after the
cataclysm.

“You are well known to me as to the rest of
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the Ancient Brotherhood, and have been chosen
again as in the long ago past, to be the spokes-
man of our beloved Order, in its newest appeal
to mankind, and we are sure that mistakes of
the intellect in the past will not be repeated in
the present. But we are approaching the ship.
The most important object of our voyage, the
possession of these records, which no person liv-
ing or dead could obtain without your actual
presence in the flesh is accomplished. The voy-
age was planned and undertaken for this pur-
pose, and will result as planned. Our vessel
has been lying over the entrance to the great
port, at the mouth draining the Atlantian Con-
tinent, from which, before the overthrow, a mag-
nificent panorama of the fairest land the sun
ever shone on, was visible.

“We could not accomplish our object until
near the full moon, so the calm has lasted until
this time. But to-night as the sun goes down a

breeze will spring up, and by to-morrow our voy-
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age will be moving rapidly forward to its com-
pletion.”

It did not occur to me, during all this recital,
to object either to the facts stated or to the cer-
tain, quiet assumption of myself as one of the
willing accessories of the plan he had thus hastily
sketched. It seemed quite a matter of course
that the sole object of my making this voyage
was the accomplishment of what I now, with
mortal ears, for the first time heard. Nay, more,
I felt a certain enthusiasm, a quiet joy in being
thus permitted to do the task, whatever it might
be that was set for me, as an integral factor of
the whole, to complete. I know that this is not
at all the thing likely to happen, according to
deduction from what we know of human nature.
But as this story is one of facts on new lines,
we cannot be guided by precedents, or the work-
ing of known laws; as we seek rather in the fields
of the unexplained laws of nature, for a solution

of the phenomena presented.
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But we were now close to the ship and the
men were making ready to hoist the yawl aboard.
As we reached the deck my friend showed his
casket, as a curious souvenir of the stone pile
we had visited. After looking at it casually they
assented to the fact: “It was a nice bit of rock,
looks a trifle water-worn though.” And so,
knowledge of incalculable value passed beyond
their reach, forever; or at the least, until the re-
finer’s furnace of the ages shall have prepared
them more fully for the perception of that which

may at any time be offered them.




CHAPTER V.

S the sun sank on the Western horizon a
A northeastern wind began to strain out
our “idly flapping sails,” and the good

ship once more moved merrily over the waters.

The full moon of the tropics climbed out of
the great wastes of waters, and my friend and
I sat on the quarter-deck, chatting of wvarious
matters. Suddenly, as if some one had spoken
to him in reminder of some event, he said; “Yes,
certainly ; at once.”

A moment after, the stone casket which I had
seen in his cabin just before sunset, was put into
his hands, coming about as fast as a man would
walk, out of the companion way. At that time
no one else was near us on the deck, therefore no
remarks were made.

In my peculiar state of mind this, too, seemed
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perfectly natural, as well as what followed.

Taking the casket in his hands he pointed
out to me several characters and symbols en-
graved deeply in the stone. Calling my atten-
tion to a form of the winged globe, he said:
“That is the signet seal of him who was our
most learned, Ancient Brother. It holds the
contents of the casket in trust for him who hath
the password. Let us see if we may open it.

“Lay the open palm of your left hand on mine,
the fingers straight, and say as thou mayest re-
ceive out of the silence. If thou art he whom
I have expected to meet, it is well. If not, then
it is still only patience for further waiting.”

He held out his left hand, palm up. I placed
my own left hand upon it, palm to palm. As I
did so, a little shock passed over my whole body
like an electric thrill, only a little more intense.
His eye shining with a piercing brilliancy, caught
mine. Then I felt another hand lying on the

back of mine, and a form shadowed out of the
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thin air by my side, and simultaneously I could
see the full, regal proportions of a most majestic
figure standing beside us. Prominently out of
the shadow, as when one feels the sun’s rays, |
could distinctly feel the brightness of another
pair of eyes similar to those of my friend in the
body.

At the same moment of time there came ring-
ing through the air to my ears a low, musical
chant. Instantly I appeared to be up-borne
where beneath me a vast city lay spread out, in
all its beauty and glory for many leagues. We
three still remained together in the same relative
position. I had lost all consciousness of any dif-
ference of condition in the three present, who
seemed equal in every respect. At this instant,
a single syllable from my friend’s lips, indescrib-
able in its intonation, arrested my attention.
Without volition of my lower consciousness, in
exactly the same cadence I uttered a syllable, and

then, like the soft, clear ringing of a silver bell,
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thrilled from the lips of our bodyless brother,
the third syllable of a word whose awful powers
all mystics concede.

As the last note rang out into space the casket
came once more fully into my consciousness. I
saw it open slowly, until the cover turned fully
back, and revealed a large roll of the finest papy-
rus, clearly written in plain but minute char-
acters of what we have supposed was a transi-
tion period of Egyptian civilization.

My friend reverently raised the scroll from its
resting place. As he did so a fragrance inimitable
and of bewildering effect upon the senses poured
from it. Holding this precious record of the
past in his hands he said:

“For over 29,000 years, my brother, this papy-
rus has not seen the light. When it was last
inclosed in this casket and sealed, we three, still
, in the body, looked forward to the accomplish-
ment of much that was beyond the power of lim-

ited mortal potency. I am glad to greet thee,
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my companion and brother. I was not mistaken
in thee, for to no power but the presence of the
three would the casket have yielded its contents.
When I shall have read it to you it will be left
in your hands for safe keeping. To-morrow we
will begin our work, giving six of the early hours

of the day to it.”




CHAPTER VI.

O on the next morning we commenced our

S tale of transfer and rescription.  He

translated while I wrote down in short-

hand that which he thus gave me. At the first

it was slowly given, owing to the fact of my be-

ing a little rusty in my stenography, but as I
recalled my skill, our speed increased.

The MSS. was a full and complete récord of
all that concerned that wonderful country,
whose daring leaders, like many another seeking
to manifest unusual power, have come in con-
tact with impassible limitations and pulled down
their country and involved all in irretrievable
disaster, because they lacked omnipotence to carry
out their designs. But I will not anticipate, but

submit to my readers the history of Atlantis and
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the story of the secret causes that led to the final
overthrow, as I have copied it from the notes
of that never-to-be-forgotten voyage. It begins
with an invocation by the Scribe, as follows:
“I, Tlana, Scribe of the Mighty Three, to
whom it has been given strictly in charge so to
do, herein write the history of my beloved coun-
try. This is to be for the instruction and en-
lightenment of my people, when they, in the far
off ages to come shall need more than bread, help
to recurring memory. I demand for this under-
taking, the necessary assistance and guidance
from the Brotherhood of both the Invisible and
the Visible, so soon to become of the Invisible;
from the gods of Wisdom and Power, and from
the Supreme Ruler of All, that I may say that
which is best and most instructive concerning the
actions and conditions of our nation from its
beginning to now. (About 29,000 B. C.)
“Our Continent follows the general outline

of all the others now in manifestation upon the
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Earth. It is about 1,000 miles broad at its wid-
est point, and 3,000 miles long at its longest di-
mension. The surface is mostly level, consist-
ing of vast fertile plains. But to the West,
North and East the country becomes mountain-
ous. From these mountains, as a water shed, a
river with its branches drains nearly the whole
length of the Continent. Its waters, diverted
through an artificial canal and locks, forms the
great port of the City of Atlantis, which extends
from this canal, northeast of the central portion
of the continent, quite up to the foothills of the
elevated portion of the country. Among these
mountains has been built the Great Temple ded-
jcated to OM., who is the ONE, the All
“Our records fail to give us any information
of the beginning of man’s occupancy here, and it
is only through the power of perception of our
wise men that we gain any idea of that begin-
ning. It is sufficient to say, when the Fifth

Race men needed a home for their unfolding,
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they found it here. Their unfolding has been
along the lines of the strongest development. We
may therefore simply describe the conditions now
existing as the outcome of the thought-forces of
the most powerful nation of the known world.

“The fertility of our soil is unparalleled any-
where upon the earth. Our difference of ele-
vation above the sea level gives variety to our
climate, and whatever grows otherwhithers on
the globe, will grow here also, in the greatest
luxuriance and perfection. We have no need
to import anything grown out of the ground
from other nations.

“Our supplies of minerals from the bosom of
the earth are incomparable in their amount and
abundance. 'We have all metals found any-
where upon the surface of the earth. We also
have one, of which none has ever been discov-
ered in any other country. It possesses the duc-
tility and color of copper and the strength of

iron. We have named it Orichalcum.
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“The fauna holds every species of animal, -
which from here has been carried to all parts
of the earth, there to find a new habitat and
become of use to the children of men either for
labor or pleasure. This was the center of dis-
tribution. Whatever knowledge or wisdom on
this line experience has given them, they have
freely passed it on to those who stood in need
of it. In short, whatever mankind possesses in
any degree anywhere, we also possess in vast
abundance, far beyond our needs. Never has any
State, Nation or Potentate ever before concen-
trated so much of wealth; that is, surplus of sup-
plies of all kinds, as we hold to-day.

“No word but immense, will truly describe our
public works. No nation has even dreamed of a
Temple like ours, much less built one. The private
residences of our citizens, even of the poorer
sort, outshine in beauty of design and suitable-
ness of material the kings of many other nations.

Do not consider that I am seeking to belittle
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others or to extol ourselves, but I am stating
as fully and as candidly as I can, that which is
really the fact, as I now write.

“The mountains have springs of hot and cold
water which act as natural reservoirs. From
them the water is conveyed by stone pipes to the
public baths and to the private residences of such
citizens as choose to avail themselves of the priv-
ilege under certain conditions.

“In the center of the city are the royal pal-
aces, and these are protected by three immense
canals, which are built entirely around them,
with two intervening zones of land. These ca-
nals are connected with the Great Sea by an-
other canal 300 feet wide and 100 feet deep and
six miles long to connect with the port.

“The Great Temple is in the northeast part
of the city. Its lofty tower bearing upon its top,
the finest observatory ever yet built, occupies the
northeast quarter of the Temple grounds. This
and the Temple itself is protected from attack



OF ATLANTIS. 87

on the North, East and West by the mountains,
which serve both as a defense and a foundation
to hold up the massive structures built wupon
them.

“From the mountains the city of cities extends
in a circular form southward. Beyond the im-
mense area occupied by the city proper is still
another, comprising upwards of 75,000 square
miles, which has been cultivated from time im-
memorial, and is in fact one vast garden. This
is liberally irrigated from the river and from a
canal 600 feet in width and 100 feet deep, ex-
tending through the country 1,200 miles. Not
only are these waters used for irrigation, but
through a system of locks at the port, galleys are
raised and lowered into the grand canal, where
they both receive and distribute cargoes of all
kinds of products in the interests of commerce.

“It is hardly necessary to mention that the
population of this plain and the mountains is

many millions. Never will there be so many
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people gathered in the same place at the same
time, so say our prophets and Magi.

“Nor must I forget to say that the volume
of our population is increased by the fact that
owing to the dominance of the life-giving power
of the spirit, which has not been weakened yet
to any great extent there are three or four gen-
erations of men upon the earth at the same time,
all strong and vigorous. As the necessary sup-
plies for the maintenance of the body at its best,
are in the greatest profusion, nature in no sense
retards the increase of population, but would
support to the utmost limit the most prolific in-
crease possible. '

“During the day the myriad sounds of voice
and action that arise over the docks and the quar-
ters of the city devoted to labor is like the roar
of a tornado on the sea, hurling itself against the
embattled rocks.

“The Atlantian galleys have reached every

port and nation under the whole broad heaven.
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They have laid the entire surface of earth under
tribute to our commerce. We have no need to
ask another nation for anything we have not.
But they seek from us the fruits of our soil and
our incomparable bronze manufactures, in whose
production our artizans have become very expert,
especially in clubs, axes, knives and swords.
“The barbarians of the Eastern world have
never been able to make these things for them-
selves, and as the material and tempering of our
artizans are very fine, we find market for all we
can possibly offer. The only article of which
we fail in making the supply equal to the de-
mand is a bright yellow metal, which offers a
powerful resistance to the action of the elements.
It is eagerly sought for purposes of decoration,
both of building and persons. The total product
of our own mines is thus appropriatéd, and our
traders have discovered that it exists in other
parts of the world. So they seek it everywhere,

and when found offer our own products in ex-
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change for it. When they bring it home they
are offered certain immunities and privileges in
addition to the market value for it. Thus, in a
way, it has become a measure of value, not only
with us, but with all the nations of the earth.
It is predicted by our Magi that this peculiar con-
dition, through the foul greed of man, will grow
into a calamity for the whole race. The desire
upon which its gathering by us is founded will
become irrepressible and destructive in the more
physical nations in the years to come. As, how-
ever, our nation has done no intentional wrong
and have tried to deal justly, they can hardly be
considered responsible for any such evil. It is
also true that if evil does come upon the race
we shall be forced to meet it in the long ages yet
to come, as we are again called to face in new
bodies the lives allotted to us. Thus far, strained
intensity for acquisition has not acquired force

enough to injure us in our development on any

line.
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“We are not a nation of flesheasters, for the
warmth of our climate does not compel the con-
centration of food sought in the use of flesh. It
is because we are not bound to the soil in our
efforts to overcome the circle of necessity that
we can give so much time to the study of the
real forces and facts of the universe, and the
methods by which they could be made useful to
themselves.

“At the North are three high mountain peaks,
which have become landmarks for all seafaring
men. In the way of review of what I have
written, permit me to take my future readers to
the highest summit of the great peak Alyhlo, and
from thence point out the paradise of mountain
and valley, hill and plain, interspersed with broad
plateaux. These are covered with tropical vege-
tation bearing all kinds of edible fruits known to
man throughout the whole circle of the year.
Limped streams from the mountain sides water

a large portion of this vast district.
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“Nor is this all, for the whole picture is dotted
thick with substantial dwellings, hamlets and
towns. But above all, is the capital as a center
of interest, and an exchange of thought, so wide,
so far-reaching, that all the other centers in the
whole country seem but suburbs.

“Notice also the varied greens of the vegeta-
tion and the blue of the sky, so clear and so per-
fect, as yet undisturbed in its vibrations by the
shock of either offense or defense. Beyond these
can be seen the canal leading to the land-locked
sea and the great port with its fleets of arriving
and departing galleys from every quarter of the
globe. These galleys move neither by sail nor
oar, nor any impulsion of elemental force. Sur-
mounting all these our Magi have imparted the
secret of etheric impulse born of thought, and
against this, wind nor tide have no power. Tt is
the fairest land that man in all his generations

thus far has ever seen.
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