
39^ INITIATION

Wbera then, was be ?
^

TlMt, as he couidered this. he. too. htgin to thriU
9ad vibrate From beneath rose iq> tUn. inqtcneptibie
tides ; or, rather. 1m perceived now for the first time that
be was m them still ; that he vras not yet as ¥^x^y apart
as he h^d thoo^t from all acts and v(ditions and egpen-
cnces. Bnt they were thin and subtle, as befitted his
new condition ; and he saw that he coold yet act . . .

Then a great and piercing sorrow surged tlmragh him,
not indeed, at the memory of his sins ai^ rebeOioas, bat
at his consciousness of their very essence. It was not that
life passed hdort him as a series or progress of events,
but that the quality of it—as he had Uved it—had a thin
and bitter aroma wtiich he had never sua^ected. And,
as there met him from above that pieidng broith of the
worid to which he went—as dean and sharp and radiant
as the lip^t reflected from snow—these two tides minted
in him like a chord (rf sorrow and love and ecstasy. . . .

Every image faded frcnn him ; every s^ymbd and memory
died ; the chasm passed into nothingness ; and the Grail
WIS drunk, and colours passed into whiteness ; uid sounds
into ibe alence of Life ; and the Initiaticm was ccHnplete
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