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This lengthy treatise upon the simplest of subjects is 

more free from pedantry and theological bias than was 
perhaps to be expected. It is very complete in its way as 
regards Christian mysticism; but the attempt to restrict 
the term mysticism to Christian mysticism must fail. It is 
indeed self-destructive. To exclude the authors of the 
Bhagavadgita, the Voice of the Silence, Knox Om Pax, 
and the Tao Teh King is to exclude by implication St. 
Teresa. To deny Crowley is to deny Christ. Similarly, the 
attempt to define Magic in terms contrary to its tradition, 
is sectarian folly. I may disagree with Huxley, but I shall 
not confute him by saying that he was a bigoted 
opponent of Evolution.  

Roosevelt, in calling Thomas Paine a dirty little 
Atheist, when he was demonstrably a clean tall Deist, 
established only the record for falsehood. Mr (or Mrs or 
Miss?) Evelyn Underhill does the same thing when he 
abuses the Magi by attributing to them the doctrines and 
practices of sorcerers. And we think that his sense of 
awe misleads him in one respect. The Buddha, the 
Christ, and He whom some of us know as Frater 
Perdurabo, were all men before they became lost in the 
Infinity of what some call the One, others the All, others 
the Naught; and their documents are accessible. These 
documents are of immeasurably greater value than the 
lesser writings of the mediaeval saints.  In fact, this 
word mediaeval is of use to us in describing Evelyn 
Underhill’s state of mind. He, she, or it is rather narrow, 
vastly learned and curiously ignorant, capable of seeing 
far from within, utterly incapable of seeing an inch from 
without, a bit of a heresy-hunter and so on.  It is clear 
that the mystic vision even is not his, or how could he 
remain sectarian? Had he only enough imagination to 
think of the earth as seen from Cor Scorpionis, all such 
diatribes would seem infinitely petty. We may splutter 
about with our little verbal fireworks, as I am doing now; 



but to take it seriously! “There's nothing serious in 
mortality;” God is All in All. The Universe is but a mote 
playing in that sunbeam; why bother to fill 600 dull 
pages? Nothing is worth writing but literature. Art is the 
expression of divine Truth; Mr. Underhill, being no artist, 
expresses only human error.  

 
CANDLESTICK. 


