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Once, as I sat alone writing, a mysterious Visitor entered 
my study, unannounced, and stood beside me. I forgot to 
ask who he was or why he entered so unceremoniously, for 
he began to tell me of the Gates of Gold. He spoke from 
knowledge, and from the fire of his speech I caught faith. I 
have written down his words; but, alas, I cannot hope that 
the fire shall burn so brightly in my writing as in his 
speech. - M. C.  
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PROLOGUE 

Every man has a philosophy of life of his own, except the true philosopher. 
The most ignorant boor has some conception of his object in living, and definite 
ideas as to the easiest and wisest way of attaining that object. The man of the 
world is often, unconsciously to himself, a philosopher of the first rank. He deals 
with his life on principles of the clearest character, and refuses to let his position 
be shattered by chance disaster. The man of thought and imagination has less 
certainty, and finds himself continually unable to formulate his ideas on that 
subject most profoundly interesting to human nature, - human life itself. The true 
philosopher is the one who would lay no claim to the name whatever, who has 
discovered that the mystery of life is unapproachable by ordinary thought, just as 
the true scientist confesses his complete ignorance of the principles which lie 
behind science.  

Whether there is any mode of thought or any effort of the mind which will 
enable a man to grasp the great principles that evidently exist as causes in human 
life, is a question no ordinary thinker can determine. Yet the dim consciousness 
that there is cause behind the effects we see, that there is order ruling the chaos 
and sublime harmony pervading the discords, haunts the eager souls of the earth, 
and makes them long for vision of the unseen and knowledge of the unknowable.  

Why long and look for that which is beyond all hope until the inner eyes are 
opened? Why not piece together the fragments that we have at hand, and see 
whether from them some shape cannot be given to the vast puzzle? 
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THE SEARCH FOR PLEASURE 

 

I 

We are all acquainted with that stern thing called misery, which pursues 
man, and strangely enough, as it seems at first, pursues him with no vague or 
uncertain method, but with a positive and unbroken pertinacity. Its presence is 
not absolutely continuous, else man must cease to live; but its pertinacity is 
without any break. There is always the shadowy form of despair standing behind 
man ready to touch him with its terrible finger if for too long he finds himself 
content. What has given this ghastly shape the right to haunt us from the hour we 
are born until the hour we die? What has given it the right to stand always at our 
door, keeping that door ajar with its impalpable yet plainly horrible hand, ready 
to enter at the moment it sees fit? The greatest philosopher that ever lived 
succumbs before it at last; and he only is a philosopher, in any sane sense, who 
recognizes the fact that it is irresistible, and knows that like all other men he must 
suffer soon or late. It is part of the heritage of men, this pain and distress; and he 
who determines that nothing shall make him suffer, does but cloak himself in a 
profound and chilly selfishness. This cloak may protect him from pain; it will also 
separate him from pleasure. If peace is to be found on earth, or any joy in life, it 
cannot be by closing up the gates of feeling, which admit us to the loftiest and 
most vivid part of our existence. Sensation, as we obtain it through the physical 
body, affords us all that induces us to live in that shape. It is inconceivable that 
any man would care to take the trouble of breathing, unless the act brought with 
it a sense of satisfaction. So it is with every deed of every instant of our life. We 
live because it is pleasant even to have the sensation of pain. It is sensation we 
desire, else we would with one accord taste of the deep waters of oblivion, and the 
human race would become extinct. If this is the case in the physical life, it is 
evidently the case with the life of the emotions, - the imagination, the 
sensibilities, all those fine and delicate formations which, with the marvelous 
recording mechanism of the brain, make up the inner or subtile man. Sensation is 
that which makes their pleasure; an infinite series of sensations is life to them. 
Destroy the sensation which makes them wish to persevere in the experiment of 
living, and there is nothing left. Therefore the man who attempts to obliterate the 
sense of pain, and who proposes to maintain an equal state whether he is pleased 
or hurt, strikes at the very root of life, and destroys the object of his own 
existence. And that must apply, so far as our present reasoning or intuitive 
powers can show us, to every state, even to that of the Oriental's longed-for 
Nirvana. This condition can only be one of infinitely subtiler and more exquisite 
sensation, if it is a state at all, and not annihilation; and according to the 
experience of life from which we are at present able to judge, increased subtility of 
sensation means increased vividness, - as, for instance, a man of sensibility and 
imagination feels more in consequence of the unfaithfulness or faithfulness of a 
friend than can a man of even the grossest physical nature feel through the 
medium of the senses. Thus it is clear that the philosopher who refuses to feel, 
leaves himself no place to retreat to, not even the distant and unattainable 
Nirvanic goal. He can only deny himself his heritage of life, which is in other 
words the right of sensation. If he chooses to sacrifice that which makes him man, 
he must be content with mere idleness of consciousness, - a condition compared 
to which the oyster's is a life of excitement.  

But no man is able to accomplish such a feat. The fact of his continued 
existence proves plainly that he still desires sensation, and desires it in such 
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positive and active form that the desire must be gratified in physical life. It would 
seem more practical not to deceive one's self by the sham of stoicism, not to 
attempt renunciation of that with which nothing would induce one to part. Would 
it not be a bolder policy, a more promising mode of solving the great enigma of 
existence, to grasp it, to take hold firmly and to demand of it the mystery of itself? 
If men will but pause and consider what lessons they have learned from pleasure 
and pain, much might be guessed of that strange thing which causes these effects. 
But men are prone to turn away hastily from self-study, or from any close analysis 
of human nature. Yet there must be a science of life as intelligible as any of the 
methods of the schools. The science is unknown, it is true, and its existence is 
merely guessed, merely hinted at, by one or two of our more advanced thinkers. 
The development of a science is only the discovery of what is already in existence; 
and chemistry is as magical and incredible now to the ploughboy as the science of 
life is to the man of ordinary perceptions. Yet there may be, and there must be, a 
seer who perceives the growth of the new knowledge as the earliest dabblers in 
the experiments of the laboratory saw the system of knowledge now attained 
evolving itself out of nature for man's use and benefit.  

 

II 

Doubtless many more would experiment in suicide, as many now do, in 
order to escape from the burden of life, if they could be convinced that in that 
manner oblivion might be found. But he who hesitates before drinking the poison 
from the fear of only inviting change of mode of existence, and perhaps a more 
active form of misery, is a man of more knowledge than the rash souls who fling 
themselves wildly on the unknown, trusting to its kindliness. The waters of 
oblivion are something very different from the waters of death, and the human 
race cannot become extinct by means of death while the law of birth still operates. 
Man returns to physical life as the drunkard returns to the flagon of wine, - he 
knows not why, except that he desires the sensation produced by life as the 
drunkard desires the sensation produced by wine. The true waters of oblivion lie 
far behind our consciousness, and can only be reached by ceasing to exist in that 
consciousness, - by ceasing to exert the will which makes us full of senses and 
sensibilities.  

Why does not the creature man return into that great womb of silence 
whence he came, and remain in peace, as the unborn child is at peace before the 
impetus of life has reached it? He does not do so because he hungers for pleasure 
and pain, joy and grief, anger and love. The unfortunate man will maintain that 
he has no desire for life; and yet he proves his words false by living. None can 
compel him to live; the galley-slave may be chained to his oar, but his life cannot 
be chained to his body. The superb mechanism of the human body is as useless as 
an engine whose fires are not lit, if the will to live ceases, - that will which we 
maintain resolutely and without pause, and which enables us to perform the tasks 
which otherwise would fill us with dismay, as, for instance, the momently drawing 
in and giving out of the breath. Such herculean efforts as this we carry on without 
complaint, and indeed with pleasure, in order that we may exist in the midst of 
innumerable sensations.  

And more; we are content, for the most part, to go on without object or aim, 
without any idea of a goal or understanding of which way we are going. When the 
man first becomes aware of this aimlessness, and is dimly conscious that he is 
working with great and constant efforts, and without any idea towards what end 
those efforts are directed, then descends on him the misery of nineteenth-century 
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cannot answer the question "what am I?" The Buddhist ascetic holds a fan before 
his eyes to keep away the sight of objects condemned by his religion. But he 
thereby gains no knowledge, for that part of him which is affected by the 
improper sights has to be known by the man himself, and it is by experience alone 
that the knowledge can be possessed and assimilated.  

The book closes gloriously, with some hints that have been much needed. 
Too many, even of the sincerest students of occultism, have sought to ignore that 
one-half of their nature, which is here taught to be necessary. Instead of crushing 
out the animal nature, we have here the high and wise teaching that we must 
learn to fully understand the animal and subordinate it to the spiritual. "The god 
in man, degraded, is a thing unspeakable in its infamous power of production. 
The animal in man, elevated, is a thing unimaginable in its great powers of service 
and of strength," and we are told that our animal self is a great force, the secret of 
the old-world magicians, and of the coming race which Lord Lytton 
foreshadowed. "But this power can only be attained by giving the god the 
sovereignty. Make your animal ruler over your self, and he will never rule others."  

This teaching will be seen to be identical with that of the closing words of 
The Idyll of the White Lotus: "He will learn how to expound spiritual truths, and 
to enter into the life of his highest self, and he can learn also to hold within him 
the glory of that higher self, and yet to retain life upon this planet so long as it 
shall last, if need be; to retain life in the vigor of manhood, till his entire work is 
completed, and he has taught the three truths to all who look for light."  

There are three sentences in the book which ought to be imprinted in the 
reader's mind, and we present them inversely:  

"Secreted and hidden in the heart of the world and the heart of man is the 
light which can illumine all life, the future and the past."  

"On the mental steps of a million men Buddha passed through the Gates of 
Gold; and because a great crowd pressed about the threshold he was able to leave 
behind him words which prove that those gates will open."  

"This is one of the most important factors in the development of man, the 
recognition - profound and complete recognition - of the law of universal unity 
and coherence."  

 

 

 

About the Author 
 

Mabel Collins is remembered today, when at all, as being the author of the 
spiritual work Light on the Path. Few people realise that she was a prolific author, 
penning at least 46 books. She wrote a number of articles, some of which were to 
form the basis for her books and was also a fashion correspondent for The World, 
writing a regular column. Most of Mabel's novels are romantic sensation fiction. 
In later years her experiences in the occult and theosophy were used as a basis for 
her fiction writing.  

Mabel’s name pops up again and again in theosophical histories. Yet no one 
knew much about here – in fact I have seen it written that her life was a complete 
mystery. Like many of these mysteries the information is there as soon as you 
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begin to look. Mabel Collins was an instrumental figure in early theosophy but 
owing to the disputes she was involved in she has more or less disappeared from 
the history books. She was an author, a medium, a theosophist, the lover of Jack 
the Ripper, a fashion writer, an anti vivisection campaigner ... the list is a lot 
longer than that of most people’s achievements. 

 

Source: Wikipedia/Mabel Collins Biography 

 

http://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Mabel_Collins�

	Cover
	Through the Gates of Gold
	Contents
	Prologue
	THE SEARCH FOR PLEASURE
	About the Author



