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Editor’s note 
 
The original collection from which I took these writings was eclectic, confusing, disorganized, 
and unclear about the beginning and ends of specific pieces. I have done my best to separate or 
group together pieces that fit and flow well, or are about the same philosophy. Some of the short 
pieces that were similar or had a smooth transition were combined. 
 
Due to evolution of the English language, I have taken the liberty of adding in various 
punctuation marks that were not in the original writings, for the sake of clarity and grammatical 
correctness. 
 
I have assigned titles to the untitled poems and writings.  



Introduction 
 
Mary Hambidge’s writings were assembled into a book titled “Apprentice in Creation.” When I 
started reading the book, I was met with a combination of pleasure and discomfort: Pleasure 
from the writing and lyrical expression of ideas, discomfort from the way it was organized. I 
couldn’t tell which writings went together, so I didn’t know where to start. I didn’t realize Mary 
Hambidge even wrote poetry until I started flipping through the book. Some of the quotes were 
actually by other people, but were still included in the collection. The whole thing was simply 
vague. 
 
Through my 2012 summer internship, I was given the privilege of re-assembling the writings 
into a more usable form. The communications director will now be able to use these writings by 
simply opening a document, looking for the write style/genre/topic, and quote something 
appropriate.  
 
As an editor, many of the works seemed poorly thought out, incoherent, or confusing. This is 
probably because Mary was famous for grabbing whatever paper was laying around and 
scribbling an idea out quickly, and then losing it, only to remember it and re-write it down later. 
This is probably why so many of her writings are incredibly similar. Because of this, I’ve 
selected only the best of her writings, the most clear, cohesive, and well thought-out, to include 
in this collection. 
 
As a writer, I found I had to re-read many passages because they seemed unreadable. After I 
caught on to Mary’s writing style it was easier: but when I copied these writings out, I added 
punctuation to more clearly articulate her ideas.  
 
And as an artist, I found her works incredibly inspiring. Pictures and music and dances started 
churning in my head, and as soon as I started working on this project, I found I couldn’t stop 
working on my own artwork as well.  
 
I hope Mary Hambidge will continue to inspire and excite future artists, and that this document 
will aid in the process. 
 
 
  



Poems 
 

Nature 
The Bird  
Oh thou great and wondrous bird 
With huge flat wings that dip and soar 
Against the cloudless blue! 
 
What do you seek in this uncertain searching flight? 
The same as I? 
The Truth that lies beyond this mystery of blue? 
Or is it only some poor victim of your hunger’s need? 
Have you some soul that seeks 
The truth and beauty of an unknown God? 
Or do you know and are you sure? 
 
 

Flood 
Deep within us is a pathway of light, 
And when we find the seed or nucleus, 
There is an explosion, 
Like the bursting of the seed, 
And then a flooding of light. 
The self is flooded, 
The world, the whole universe, 
And all becomes one and one becomes all.  



The Lost Tongue 
Original Title 
 
Their language different – 
Not speech they understand – 
Vibration still the only tongue they know. 
Speak love, and quick! 
From out the deeps of depthless eyes 
Come shining lights 
That only love can draw. 
 
When love vibrates in singing joy, 
Touch flower, or earth or tree – 
And see how quick the answer is – 
How sweet the perfume that comes forth – 
How rich the warmth that meets your touch – 
How glow the colors rare! 
 
And yonder bird, that sings high in his tree – 
Pause, listen to his song! 
Send forth God’s essence from your soul 
And let it mix with his – 
Until in one great flight you soar with him 
Into the ether of light and sound! 
 
So once was man until he thought –  
and now in words he speaks from kind to kind – 
and so it shall be – until in highest thought 
he reaches back to grasp at last God’s first Great Law – 
Then forward shall he go, full armed! 
With spear and shield of wisdom 
Into a world of Beauty as yet unseen – except by few. 
 
 

Balance  
What is architecture but the balance 
Between the horizontal and the perpendicular? 
What is weaving but the balance 
Between the horizontal and the perpendicular? 
These two basic functions of man and woman 
Are governed by one basic principle: 
The law of proportion in nature. 
 
 



God and Man 
God is Born 
Whenever there is perfect union, God is born. 
When dark meets light in perfect union God is born. 
When the horizontal meets the vertical in perfect union, God is born. 
When man meets woman in perfect union, God is born. 
When all the races meet in perfect union God is born. 
 
 

Worship 
With the hands man achieves worship of God through work. 
Through daily living man achieves worship of God psychologically. 
Through dedication of everything to God man achieves spiritual wholeness. 
 

Beginning of Man 
Last night a strange sensation came to me: 
I seemed to be a mass of granite rock – 
I strove to lift up arms and legs – 
But weight I was – 
Nor could I free myself  from stone.  
I moved, but still as rock, in angled mass. 
In outlined form of man I saw myself 
But man I could not be. 
 
I struggled, stove but there I lay – 
With weighted moves I toiled and longed 
But mass enchained. 
I felt rock’s roughness, grains,  
And yet within  knew polish, form and soul to be – 
Then sudden, as I knew that there was mind 
With mighty move I rose from rock – 
And I was—Man! 
 

*I am 
Original title 
 
I am the sea that fish swim in – 
I am the fish. 
I am the earth that seeds spring from – 
I am the seed. 
I am the air that birds fly in— 
I am the bird. 



 
I am the fire that purifies – 
I am the water that fructifies – 
I am the rock and the  
Plant and the tree, 
I am all things, Oh Beloved, 
And I am one with Thee! 
 

I am my Destiny 
I am the Weaver of Eternity – 
I am Eternity.  
I am the Earth 
And the Earth is my Warp. 
I am the Light 
And the Light is my Woof 
And forever I am weaving 
The Great Fabric of Eternity. 
 
From my being I spread out the Earth  
And establish my Warp. 
From my being I shoot forth my Rays 
And create my woof. 
And the Warp is my Warmth 
And the Woof is my Light 
And the fabric is my Life 
That I weave. 
 
I am the Great Horizontal – 
I am the Earth and the measured. 
I am the Great Perpendicular – 
I am the Light and the Measureless. 
I am the two  
And two are One. 
I am the Warp and I am the Woof – 
I am the Weaver. 
 
I am my Destiny! 
 
 

The Voice 
I am the voice of my people! 
I come like fire. Like water I go. 
I burn away the dross. 
I bring forth new life. 



I love my people! 
Oh God great is thy power! 
And great is thy Law! 
 
I saw a great Light! 
You are the children of Light, oh my people! 
Let your Light lighten the world! 
 
 

Beauty 
Color 
Color is the projection of divine essence. 
Color is the spirit of science. 
Color is not form. 
Color is divine essence. 
Color is not of form. 
Color is of content – 
It is that from which form is born. 
 

The Way is Beauty 
First a passionate desire –  
My soul cried aloud 
“Oh, God tear away the Veil!” 
And the Veil was torn 
I became one with the One 
There was no more I 
The truth wa revealed to me 
In man and in all things 
I knew the true from the false – 
In my agony I cried aloud 
“God show me the way!” 
And a voice answered and said 
 
“The Way is Beauty 
The light that lightens the way is love.” 
 

Rhythm 
The warp is the perpendicular of the sun. 
The woof the horizontal earth. 
Together they work and play in perfect 
Rhythm into a great design. 
  



 

Peace and Beauty 
Oh beloved mother Earth 
And dear father Sun, 
Together you give such peace and beauty 
  
Work through me I pray you 
To help me make this peace and beauty reality 
  

Reaching for the Stars 
Reaching for the stars, 
I stumbled on a sack of wool, 
And inside found the Golden Fleece! 
 

Colors of the Soul 
The soul is a jewel of beauty. 
 
The colors which make its white light of truth  
Are the violet of love 
(love is the red of passion and the blue of reason), 
 
The green of justice 
(the blue of reason and the yellow of understanding,) 
 
And the orange of strength 
(the red of passion and the yellow of understanding). 
 
In its voyage through life the soul collects  
Barnacles of envy, jealousy, greed, 
Narrowness, smallness, and doubt. 
These are merely excrescences 
And not a part of the jewel itself – 
Only obscuring for a time its true light 
Which shines for those whose vision can pierce through to its beauty. 
 
So that this light or fire may not die 
The light of the sun of which it is a part 
Shines always on it. 
The soul collects the fewest of these barnacles 
Sooner mingles its light with the light of the sun 
And comes to the state of peace and joy 
 
Which is the beginning of Life… 



 
 

Life and Love 
Come and Go 
Into the world of silence and love, 
Of golden light and perfume rare 
 
Into the world of rhythm and song, 
Come, let us go 
 
 

I See 
I have the gift of second sight.  
I see into the past. 
I see into the future. 
I see the destruction that could 
Come if we let it. 
I see the beauty that would evolve 
If we mold it. 
 
 

The Beginning  
In the beginning was vibration. 
And vibration whirled around and spread out horizontally and settled into an area. 
And then energy swirled around and stretched into a line. 
And the line was drawn to the area and Divine Form was born. 
And in this meeting were all the elements of truth, beauty, wisdom, and love. 
 

Immortal Perfection 
Perfection is all that is immortal. 
It is the divine residue, 
The extracted essence 
Which drawn into life 
Creates more life. 
All that is left 
Is merely the fertilizer 
To find this extracted essence. 
 

Following 
I knew I must go on 



Always following the vision 
Within and in front of me, 
No matter what the consequences, 
Seeing always beauty, immortal, 
Eternal that nature steadily 
Relentlessly pursues— 
Knowing that in life 
There is no death, 
Only the everlasting rebirth, 
The ebb and flow being pulled back 
And always reaching forward 
With the hope of rising 
Higher and higher. 
 

Dust 
But I sleep not beneath the sod! 
Only the soluble part of me, which is but dust, 
Returned to earth, at last dissolved, transmuted, 
And from this dust of me will lilies grow. 
But the I that is the Self of me 
Will join the life that was and is 
And ever will go on. 
 
For life is drawn to life and death to death. 
Life springs immortal from the dead 
And rising, leaves behind that little dust 
From which fair lilies grow. 
The winged Soul that leaves the dust 
Is my immortal Self that cannot die, 
But will again be mingled with immortal life 
 
And I shall be reborn and born again, 
Until at last I rise supreme 
Beyond birth and death. 
  



Writings 
 

Become 
Through love I enter into the being of all creatures. I enter into the being of a bird. I am a bird. I 
enter into the being of a tree. I become a tree. I enter into the being of my threads. I become 
animate within the animate. I understand the being of thread. I draw out the beauty, the being of 
thread. In all things is beauty. In us is beauty. The divine acts as a magnet which draws it out. to 
become highly sensitized the sense of beauty must not be dulled or suppressed. It must become 
highly responsive to every vibration but so strong and flexible it bends but cannot be broken. 
 

Reunite 
Call it what you will. Call it the sun and the earth, mind and emotion, light and dark, line and 
mass, positive and negative. Humanize it, as did the Greeks, and call it Dionysios and Apollo, 
creation is always the balance between two forces in life, the male and the female.  
 
In unity or the absolute these forces are one. For the purpose of opposition, because it is only in 
opposition that matter is created, these forces separate. Through their separation, form is born, 
and through the artist’s act of creation, the forces reunite. 

Synthesis of Nature 
Man is the synthesis of nature. He is the rocks and the trees, the earth and the sky and the seas. A 
part of his being are the beasts of the field and the birds of the air. They are bone of his bone and 
flesh of his flesh. All are kin. They are in him and he is in them. 
 
Man is the synthesis of nature. He draws all nature into himself and by the power of mind 
transmutes and lifts it up into spirit transcendent. 
 

Imitator 
Flowers express pure beauty with the least physical encumbrance of anything material. They are 
pure color and design. Their residue is but a breath, a little ashes. Their brief moment of mortal 
existence is luminous, all light and color and perfume.  
 
Birds have the most perfect equipment for functioning with the least excess baggage. Almost 
everything not needed for flight is eliminated – a perfectly proportioned and balanced skeleton 
with just the right amount of feathers for protection and flight. The bird’s physical mechanism 
for song is without limitation. Song pours forth without restriction. 
 
Of all creatures, man is the most encumbered. Why? Each creature is equipped to fulfill his one 
particular function whereas man is the synthesis of them all. He can walk on earth, burrow in the 
earth, fly in the air with mechanism, swim in water. But in all his expressions man is encumbered 
and limited. He cannot express pure sound because of his lack of perfect breath and mental and 
emotional control. He cannot fly without complicated mechanism or achieve great speed on the 
earth without mechanism.  



 
In all physical expressions, man is an imitator of nature… What then has man in greater 
proportion than all other creatures? The power of the mind and spirit.  
 

Reborn 
How can man know of the heavens until he knows me, the Earth? I catch within my bosom the 
rays of the Eternal Sun. Man must reach the eternal through me, the humble. Through his feet 
resting on me, strength is given him to lift his eyes to the eternal. His strength and my strength 
are one. To him I give my strength and I take it away. Without my strength he droops like the un-
watered plant, curls up and falls, and I absorb him into myself that I may receive new life and so 
he may be born again. I am the every loving and the ever cruel. Him from whom I do not 
receive, I will take, even to the last drop of life, that others may be born of me. I live by death but 
through death I become immortal and I am the servant of immortality. 

The Law of Beauty 
The object of all life is the striving toward the ideal or perfection … thought life has to follow 
the law of matter, and also the law of mind: both tending toward perfection, both held by a law 
which is the same and yet different. 
 
Back of life is law, back of law is God, or mind. Matter is the expression of law, law is the 
expression of God, and the perfect coordination between these two is beauty. All life, plant, 
animal, man, comes from one great source and to one great source returns, born again and again 
into a higher development according to the degree of progress in its previous stage. The higher 
man develops, the more is he able to express the beautiful mind, soul, and body. Primitive man 
has no knowledge of the beautiful, only a subconscious striving toward it, akin to the plant or 
animal from which he has not long emerged. 
 

Dionysios 
The hands are like a tap to turn on the creative stream that connects the heart and the head, or the 
earth and the sun. These two great forces were personified by the Greeks as Dionysios and 
Apollo. This creative flow makes a spiral world always going higher, always increasing in 
breadth, onward and outward.  
 
  



 
 
 

Beauty Born of Truth 
Just as the little seed planted in the earth slips off its sheath and emerges into a flower, so the 
soul casts off the outer garment of material things and comes into being. Just as the flower gives 
out its perfume and beauty to mingle with all the beauty of the world, so the beauty created by 
the human being joins all the other beauty of the world. No beauty can be born except that 
conceived in truth. 
 
 
 

The Vision 
Once I had a vision. I became one with the universe. I saw life as one great and perfect whole 
with all the parts related by a law of beauty, symmetry and order. I seemed to be suspended in 
eternity. I lost consciousness of the world. When I came to I was changed. I experienced both an 
ecstasy and a torture – Ecstasy in the beauty that had been revealed, torture in the throes of its 
revealment and realization. 
 
 

Forward 
Matter is static, spirit is dynamic. Matter goes round in a circle creating and recreating anew but 
spirit as it develops goes on and on like the spiral toward that eternity without end. It cannot 
retrace its footsteps and it cannot go back. Spirit must go forward. Only matter can go back. 
 

The Essential 
Those who take a pessimistic attitude towards conditions today are not using their inner vision to 
see the cosmic trend. In the grand spiral movement, we are now going through the process of 
involving, moving from the outside in. In this moving worn out conventions are thrown off like 
an old garment and only the essential is kept. 
 
 

Music of the Spheres 
This morning I waked up with such a feeling of love for the whole world that it seemed to 
expend my whole being so it reached out to the universe, like a great entry of sunlight. When we 
love the world we want to give, give all we have, share the inner beauties we see. 
 
This feeling of love in us seems to be God and it touches the God in others till it appears to be a 
great vibrating circulatory current that sets the whole world quivering in harmony. Something 
like that would create a music like the “music of the spheres” that Pythagoras heard. It is some 



such contract that puts us in touch with those who have gone, and those who are to be so that 
there is no past, nor present, no future but all is one, one space, one time, one spirit. 
 
Oh what a great and glorious brotherhood of humanity and yet each is a separate unit making one 
divine pattern, complete in itself and yet necessary to complete the whole. 
 

Caesura 
In development there is a caesura, a pause, a moment held in perfect balance to renew breath for 
progress in higher development. This is the difference between the circle and the spiral, between 
the physical and the spiritual, the mortal and the immortal, between mind and matter, between 
the conscious and the unconscious. In the ideal unattainable there is life, in the ideal attainable 
there is death. One glimpse of the immortal is a leaven to leaven the whole. Both the attainable 
and the unattainable are necessary – one for the service of God, the other for humanity. Both are 
necessary for an asymmetrical balance.  
 

Question 
There is one question not answered. If we are all struggling to get back to unity, the center, the 
absolute, why did we come from it in the first place? If by coming out of it we are not taking 
something back to it, why be born at all? 
 
 

The Eyes of my Soul 
The peace of God fills my soul; a great light floods my whole being. The way is lighted: if only 
the eyes of my soul will never be dimmed to the light! 
 
I know now that to lose one’s faith in humanity is to lose one’s faith in God. Humanity is God. 
Life only is God, and humanity is the highest expression of Life. I seem to talk much of God but 
I feel him so strongly and yet I wish there were some new terminology to use for him. 
 
My feeling is only to express him through work but so few can see him that way, they must have 
words. Words mean nothing to me, work, visions, everything. Can words, no matter how 
beautiful, ever express him as music, color, images?.. Yes, words can express him if the words 
are right. Anything can express him if it is right, true. Nothing is too humble to be laid at his feet. 
 
Oh, how great and glorious such a God! Every day I am thrown into a new wonder, a new 
ecstasy as his beauties are revealed to me. The great soaring flight of a bird, the divine patterns 
on his wings, bring tears of joy to my eyes. 
 
Such beauty, everywhere, all around me fills my soul with a song of joy. Sometimes I hear music 
in the hiss of a fire, in the roar of the waterfall, in no sound at all… 
 
 



The Essence of Life 
There is one essence, one that goes through everything. The vital growth in a tree has many 
branches and leaves, but through each one must stream this life, or death results. Now this life 
goes through everything, and its object is to express beauty or perfection. The more it 
coordinates with itself in expression, the more perfect will be the material manifestation. 
 
 

Patterns 
Man’s development occurs in pattern. First he grows in pattern – then he feels in pattern – then 
he thinks in pattern and finally creates in pattern. Pattern development is simultaneous with his 
own development. 
 
Primitive or uncultivated man is incapable of understanding the beautiful. Such an understanding 
is a revelation which can only come after a process of development, enabling the individual to 
arrive at a state of sensibility to see the beautiful, which is only visible by an inner light. 
 
The beauty sense is in birds, insects, bees… it becomes obscured in man with the awakening of 
thought power and comes again with the higher development of thought – a return to the 
elemental, a loss of the self in the world of beauty. People lose the sense of color and pattern as 
they develop, until they reach a higher development and a sense of the elemental again, a rebirth 
of nature.  

Flaming Heart 
Today, I looked into the flaming heart of a red sun flower. It came alive, it shot forth fire that 
seemed to consume me. It spoke to me and drew me into its flames. 
 
I can look into the heart of a perfect rose and the whole kingdom of heaven and earth are 
revealed to me. God make me worthy of this Beauty! 
 

Beloved 
Beloved, you do not speak in words. Your voice is the voice of light. 
 
Some say you are young in the consciousness of man. And perhaps you are because you play 
with nature in the joyous freedom of youth yet always with the wisdom of the ageless, the 
timeless. You rest upon the horizontal earth in violet shadow and complement it in perpendicular 
golden wheat. 
 
You lurk in a golden green moss and touch it with a simple pink flower. You are everywhere, in 
everything. You absorb all colors and reflect all in beauty. You understand only the language of 
love and truth.  
 
You rise to mighty symphony in the fall with glorious death of nature. You are born again in the 
spring with the simple music of the spheres.  
 



Even in what is called death, nature is beauty. It only withdraws into itself to rest and be born 
again. 
 

See 
Just as the little glow worm lights up the night, so every humblest thing is a light to lighten the 
way of our soul’s progress… God shows us the way. And if our eyes are open, we see. 
  
God speaks in every little thing of daily life, in the perfume of the flowers, the light of the sun, in 
the kindness of people and the peace of my soul. His divine essence pervades everything. Oh 
God with every breath I worship you and marvel at the wonders of your Creation! 
  
 

Inner Beauty 
All life is working towards a state of exaltation. One does not stay in this state but by means of it 
one is led into that world of beauty where one remains. Moments of ecstasy come when the 
divine inner beauty of things, of life, is overpowering. 
  

Emotions 
We speak of the heart as though it were the seat of the emotions…Rather, the heart seems to be 
that point which balances the emotional and the mental. It lifts up passion and draws down 
reason to a point where the two can be balanced and regarded dispassionately. This is the place 
of intuition and the balancing of instinct and reason. The degree of intensity of each of these 
powers, instinct and reason, regulates the resulting power of intuition.  
 

Great Plan 
The heart is that point where feeling and reason meet in proportion. There is the greatest 
strength, there where the stress and strain and greatest, where the downward pull of the passions 
or gravity are lifted by the upward pull of intelligence.  
 
When these two forces meet in purity, an explosion occurs and like a flash of light all is revealed 
–God’s Great Intention, the Great Plan. 
 

Craftsman 
When one says a man is a craftsman it should imply that he is also an artist, and to call anyone an 
artist should imply that he is also a craftsman. 
No one can be truly an artist unless he understands the inner laws of the materials with which he 
works. To understand these opens up a world of ideas which keep him from growing stale. 
Knowledge of one phase of his work leads to knowledge of some other phase, and such a process 
leads to an infinity of knowledge which produces harmony of the whole creation. This process of 
working has lost in our age which has developed into one of specialization. This is what made 
the Greeks so versatile. They were not satisfied to know one phase of their work but their 



intellectual curiosity made them always seek further. It is this wondering the how and why of 
things that made the Greeks and and craftsmen of the Middle Ages discover some of their most 
important “craft secrets.” 
 

Hands 
For a complete development it is necessary that each individual is master of some technique 
which requires the expert use of the hands. The proper coordination of brain and hands seems to 
have a remarkable effect in producing a more perfected coordination of part to the whole 
throughout the entire human system.  
 
Working with the hands for perfection develops in a person  the love for integrity in work, 
honesty, and a love for the beautiful. Not just working with the hands, but working with the mind 
and the heart directing the hands. No work is worthwhile that is simply mechanically done in 
with the hands—Fine craftsmanship and great art can only come from love and intelligence. 
 
Technique comes from experience, art from the blending of love and intelligence. Art cannot and 
never will come from mechanism, industry, or greed. The only thing that mechanism and 
industry as to teach us is what it cannot do. That teaching is negative and some people have to 
learn that way. But positive teaching must come from the awakening of the creative mind. 
Creative development comes by a slow Nature process, mechanical achievement through 
speed… Skill and Slowness is not necessarily a sign of perfection. But this speed must be 
developed, not forced. 
 
 

Perfection 
It is not in the fruits of the work that we must take satisfaction, but in the working towards 
perfection.  
 
Never work for money. If you do then you are the servant of money. It controls you. Work for 
perfection. God is perfection. Therefore if you work for perfection you are dedicating yourself to 
the highest. Dedication is all that matters. Nothing half-way will do.  
 
When the end is perfecting, there is never an end, for perfection is never reached. A new end is 
constantly coming into view, leading man on and on to a higher ideal. Thus man finds the 
immortality of life. Death is but an appearance. It seems to be the end but it is only the 
beginning. When man discovers immortality within himself, life has a reason, a purpose—the 
only raison d’etre (reason to be). 

Process of Perfection 
We cannot escape from work, no matter how many push button gadgets we may devise. We 
cannot go around work, we must go through it. There is no escape. Our only escape is our 
attitude towards it—to enjoy every task as a step on the road to perfection. It is in the self-
discipline of making a work pleasure that it becomes more perfect and making it more perfect 



becomes more pleasure. No matter how we try to avoid them we must go through the process of 
perfection. It is only by these processes that we ourselves are perfected. 
 

Handcrafts 
The Handcrafts are vitally needed today because they alone can bring about the balance that has 
been thrown off by industry and overproduction through mechanism. I am not offering the 
Handcrafts as the ultimate hope of salvation. They are only instruments to be used and they can 
be misused, just as the machine has been misused, without a law of balance and perfection to 
direct them. But at this point in our development, they can be the means of bringing about the 
vitally needed balance in our practical living…  
 

Hands and Feet 
What we do with our hands and feet is almost as important as how we think. […] it is only 
through honesty and integrity that the work can become truly creative and a high offering to the 
Creator. The machine cannot do our creative work. It can be our servant, never our master. It 
cannot think, it cannot love, it cannot create. And what are we without creative activities? 
 

Creative Life 
In creative life, there is no drudgery. Only thinking makes it so. Warmed by love and inspired by 
hope of perfection, all work becomes potential art. It is lifted above the commonplace higher and 
higher, work and worker rising together. 
 

Truth and Ideals 
The quest for Truth is in the living of daily life. Both for men and for women, it is the same, but 
in reverse. For women, it is to make the simple things of life beautiful, for men, to make the 
beautiful things of life simple. When these two ideals meet, balance is reached and a whole new 
life is achieved. 
 

Spirit 
The mind has to be fertilized by the Creative Spirit. Just as the seed planted in the warm earth 
brings forth its fruit, the soul of man planted in the soul of the crafts develops his creative spirit. 
 

Expression 
Art is the expression of a people’s mind and soul. It will naturally be the result of these. A piece 
of Greek pottery shows the mind of the Greek people. It has the freshness, the vitality of first 
youth with the finish and perfection of maturity. 
 
Our minds and souls, therefore our art, have lost this original quality or character, but we cannot 
regain it by going back to other peoples. We must go back to the prime force: nature. 
 



Personality 
Personality is transient, character is permanent. That is the difference between a great artist, and 
a great personality. The great artist contributes something of permanent value to life. The great 
personality while it lives gives interest and pleasure. One is interpretive, the other creative. 
 

Humble 
We are but brass to be hammered into shape by the Great Designer, we are but clay to be molded 
into form by the Great Former. Until we become as humble as the humblest raw material, so that 
we are one with it, are dissolved in it, it cannot speak to us, we will not know the infinite, we will 
not become the infinite. In being humble we become Gods. In being Gods we become humble. 
 
 

The Great Artist 
Why do we not see that God is the Great Artist, that our creative minds are our God minds? It is 
only when this is opened, freed, that people attain direct communion with divinity. It is like a 
stream which is dammed up and stagnant, and needs to be freed of refuse to receive fresh life 
from the prime source. Our man-made conventions are the refuse clogging up the divine 
source… 
 
If beauty, and not the reproduction of the species, is the object for which all nature is striving, is 
it not then true that all life seeks to become one with the divine? Is not God the Great Artist and 
is it not by creating that we become most like him? 
 
How can we better explain the struggle of primitive man to imitate nature with his early carvings 
and drawings? The urge to create and develop in creation is natural, instinctive in man, drawing 
us ever forward towards becoming one with the Great Creator. 
 

Little Buds 
The little buds, lured by the sunshine and the song of birds, with the faith of innocence, came 
out. Now the cold hidden blasts of a deceitful, vicious winter wind have killed them. Is there an 
analogous law in nature to that human nature?...the pure, innocent souls who give their law, their 
faith, to a material world which does not understand, which interprets it in terms of its own 
ugliness and destroys it with its blighting blasts or makes it withdraw within itself, there to hide 
till, under some protecting sun it emerges again to beautify the world… 
 

Spiral Evolution 
Every so often in the spiral evolution there comes a period when life is sloughing off the old 
dead accretions, the accumulations of wrong thinking of static conventions. These have become 
hard, crystallized. They must be scattered so that the new life may come through. Such a period 
is now taking place. 
 



Illuminations 
I experience two illuminations, one to the beauty of life as God has made it, the other to the 
ugliness of life as man has made it. Both fill me with a great joy, one as something to be attained, 
the other as something to be overcome. If beauty were easy there would be no happiness in 
achieving it. It is the struggle that forms creation. 
 

Mechanism 
Mechanism has stultified our creative genius. Mechanism has developed mass production and 
inventiveness but not creative genius. What do I mean by creative genius? 
An ideal of perfection. 
 

Static Element 
The static element in science is mechanism.  
The dynamic element is creative growth. 
It is greed which makes science mechanistic. 
It is love which develops it creatively. 
 

The Machine 
The machine is man’s attempt to imitate God’s inner law which functions as perfectly as a 
machine, the difference being that the machine is governed by mechanics, law by mind. The one 
moves in a circle; it cannot progress. It must ever return in on itself. Mind moves constantly 
forward constantly progressing out in a spiral. 
 

Message 
In the middle of the night I was seized with emotion. Suddenly within me a still small voice like 
the voice of a little child spoke through me, saying over and over, “I have a message for my 
people, I must speak to my people, I have a message for my people…” 
It grew fainter and fainter and finally it died away, leaving me torn with emotion. 
 
 

Synthesis 
To the Greeks, Man was the measure of all things, the very synthesis of all nature. 
Created by the upward pull of the sun and the downward pull of the earth, and the counter-pull of 
the horizontal, all balance is centered in man. 
 

The Press of Life 
The human spirit is like the wine of the fruit. 
Only the essence is extracted and consumed by man. 
The husks return to their mother earth. 
 



The human soul goes through the press of life. 
Its body returns to the earth. 
The essence or spirit 
Is drawn back to the divine source from whence it came. 
 
 
 
  



Quotes 

I wonder at many things today, more than all at the phenomenon of color. Of all natural 
phenomena, color is the most intoxicating and in it lies the secret… 
 

I believe in the divinity of man and the immortality of his soul, therefore I believe that creation 
will triumph. 

God is found not in churches or books, but in the heart of a grain of wheat, in the seed of a blant, 
in the soul of man. 
  

The instincts of the earth must be lifted up to the intuition of the mind. Instict is of nature, 
intuition of God. It is feeling directed by intelligence. 
  

Emotion is the force that impels the mind into the world of intuitive reason. 
  

Color, music, perfume – these are the lighter vibrations of life. They are closer to the inner 
center. 
 

I see the whole thing in terms of cosmic order which will come out of the chaos. 
 

The earth trembles and in a great burst of light I am carried aloft on the wings of ecstasy… 

The experience of oneness, of a unity from which we all spring, is the only focus which can 
bring about the Brotherhood of Man and destroy dogma, prejudice and racial discrimination. 
 

To reach the state of Oneness every part of one’s being must first be in a state of quivering 
sensitivity. The complete conscious state of oneness is not of deadness but of such intense 
aliveness that it appears as absolute stillness 
 

Beauty is the potential perfection in all things. 
 

Man is merely an atom of God, containing within himself all that is God, but only as a part of 
him. God is the Great Artist and to be godlike is to be creative. The creative mind is the highest 
development of mind that man can reach. 
 



Once we see the unity and continuity of life, life begins. It is the creative way, the way of the 
creator. 
 

The instincts of the earth must be lifted up to intuition of the mind.  Instinct is of nature, intuition 
of God. It is feeling directed by intelligence.  
 

Emotion is the force that impels the mind into the world of intuitive reason. 
 

The Sun from his center throws his light and heat upon the Earth. His warmth spreads out to the 
horizons. He sends his rays perpendicularly upon the Earth. And with his heat and his light he 
draws his cosmic plan. 
 
 

The Handcrafts are to work what meditation is to religion, the slow process of thinking and 
doing through to the center. 
 

The crafts are to the mind what the soil is to the plant. The crafts are the soil from which must 
grow the arts. 
 

The crafts are the very roots by which the vital sap mounts into the higher branches of human 
activity. 
 

True art is never the expression of one’s personal experience through the personal, but of the 
personal experience through some impersonal channel. 
 

To do his work—not to try to reveal himself—is the work of the artist. To be, to do as the bird, 
the flower, that is the mission of the artist. 
 

The permanent, the eternal, in everything is what we must strive for. To cultivate the vision to 
see this and then the ability to attain it, this is the object of life. 
 

Beauty in all expressions then has this quality of permanence; true beauty is the same yesterday, 
today, tomorrow. 
 



The sun may shine one day, the skies may rain another, the colors may be bright or subdued, but 
underneath the law is true to itself and to these various expressions of it. 

 
We never reach Heaven by getting off the Earth. We reach Heaven by understanding the Earth. 
 

The function of art is to express beauty here on this earth. The moment it attempts to express 
here the beauty of another world, it ceases to be art. 
 

The beauty that is divinity was revealed to me. This is the reason of life. This is the object of the 
human soul—to see this beauty and to strive to make it manifest in every creation of the human 
brain and hand. 
 

Man progresses in spite of machinery, not because of it. 
 

Creative life can never evolve from something which has not within itself the germ of creation. It 
cannot develop from mechanism and industrialism. It must be centered in life itself. 

I pray God give us the power to free man’s creative genius from the shackles forged by man’s 
human greed. 

The productive genius of mechanism is fighting against the creative genius of man. We must not 
let it conquer or we shall be thrown back into the Dark Ages. 

The real lovers of the world are the creators of the world, the artists. A new kind of creative 
world is coming into being.  

Our people need the slow rhythm of the earth, the natural rhythm of growing things. 

I’d rather be one little cog in the wheel of truth than the entire wheel in a machine of lies. 

When you have made a mistake, it is in the past. If you dwell on it, you go backward; if you look 
upon it as adding to your experience, you put it behind you and you go forward. 

Mistakes are like the rocks in the path against which we stump our toes that we may be more 
clearly awakened to see the road ahead. 

Mistakes of the past can only be obliterated by the deeds of the future. 

It is not only necessary to have the faith to leap in the dark, but the faith that knows the light will 
come. 
 



The mighty oak is conceived in the darkness. But when it is born, it is born in the light. 
 

Just as the future oak is coiled within the acorn, so is each man’s true potential within him. 
 

Great things grow slowly but gather impetus as they move and, like the incoming tide, burst into 
breakers as they reach the shore. 
 

Outer beauty is the visible manifestation of Divine Law. Inner beauty is the Law itself. 
 

In instinct the law uses us. 
In intuition we work with the law. 
 

Competition is natural to the ignorant, 
Cooperation is natural to the wise. 
 

Man’s cupidity transmutes idealism into materialism. 
Man’s divinity transmutes raw material into ideal form. 
 

A formula enslaves you. 
A principle liberates you. 
 

We do not have to destroy anything. 
Follow truth and evil will destroy itself. 
 

Fear is a symptom of some disease 
Faith is the symptom of some assurance. 
 

The man who has fear knows there is something deep within that is not right. 
The man who has faith knows the deep within that is right. 
 

Knowledge comes through necessity, 
Wisdom through love. 
 



If knowledge buys power, 
Wisdom brings peace. 
 

The way of profit is to take and demand, 
The way of love is to give and receive. 
 

The ignorant man desires education for power, 
The wise man for peace 
 

Fools learn by experience, 
Wise men by foresight. 
 

Fools learn through their own mistakes, 
Wise men through the mistakes of others. 
 

Man’s ego destroys only to rebuild. 
Man’s true self is creative, not destructive. 
 

Hate is the lowest ignorance, 
Love is the highest intelligence. 
 

There is no sin. 
There is only ignorance of divine law. 
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