THE  MAGUS


Out of the land of Nu there came a great magician who traveled throughout the country performing wondrous works. And where so ever he would pitch his tent, a crowd would gather to behold his miracles.


And this is what he would do:


Holding out his right hand, he would instantly produce objects of the most startling beauty, and the very next moment, with his left hand, he would instantly annihilate them.


At first, the people who saw were awestruck, but then, they grew angry, saying: 


“Why do you do this? What purpose does it serve to create such beautiful things—only to destroy them?”


The mage only stared back at them. But upon seeing their anger grow, he spoke thus:





‘What is created, is not begun.





 What is destroyed, is not ended.





 Such as it is, such it is.





 This is all.





 This I celebrate.’


And he packed up his tent and wondered off again, performing his wonders for all those who would see. And those who saw looked upon him as a god, who had somehow become insane.
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