
FOREWORD 
 

 
Anyone who wants to escape from the culture of despair that seems to have overtaken 

America in recent years can do no better than to read this book. In his famous 1978 

Commencement Address at Harvard University, Alexander Solzhenitsyn attributed this 

despair to the West’s “spiritual exhaustion”. More and more people are recognizing that 

this exhaustion is not serving our society well—to say the least!—but its cultural barons 

give us no suggestions as to how to extricate ourselves from it. This book does just that, 

and it does so by weaving a tapestry from judiciously selected passages in the vast corpus 

of Frithjof Schuon, whom I join the editor in regarding as the spiritual prophet of our 

time par excellence. The easiest way I can explain my side of that estimate is to address it 

personally.   

 Early in life I realized that what I most wanted was to understand the ultimate 

nature of things—God, Truth, Reality, the Big Picture, the Infinite, whatever we choose 

to call it. Next came the realization that, since there is no commensurability between the 

Real and the unreal, I could accomplish my objective only by taking Revelation seriously 

since this is the way in which the Real makes itself known to human beings. So I turned 

my attention in that direction—to Revelation as it appears in all the great religions, for 

they were all set in motion by revealed Truth. But this brought me to an impasse: the 

problem of the one and the many, as philosophers call it. Truth, capitalized, has to be 

single—“Hear O Israel, the Lord thy God, the Lord is One”—whereas the world’s 

wisdom traditions (as I have come to think of them) are incontestably plural. They are 

alike in many respects, but they also contradict one another on important points. How 

could I uncompromisingly affirm the singularity of the Real and at the same time believe 

that all the authentic religions have stemmed from its single Source? To put the matter 

starkly, how could I believe in “Revelations”—using the capitalization to validate their 

ultimacy—without dropping the word’s plural ending? The standard way to finesse that 

problem is to change the capital “R” to lower case when speaking in the plural, but the 

deeper I moved into the profundities of the wisdom traditions, the more singular their 

presiding Truth appeared.   



 I am not sure that if I had been left to my own devices I could have ever solved 

this problem, which would have meant knocking my head against its wall for my entire 

career. Frithjof Schuon rescued me from that fate. I will not steal the thunder of the book 

in hand by saying how he cut the Gordian knot and squared the circle, to mix my 

metaphors. It is enough if I say that when his position came into focus for me—it took 

some time, for though passages in his writing are so inspiringly beautiful as to make the 

reader interrupt his reading and pause to pray, others are as difficult as any passage in 

philosophy one can name—I realized that I was in the presence of a metaphysical genius, 

a man who was doing exactly what I was trying to do: to honor equally religion’s 

breadth, embracing its manifold historical expressions, and its vertical height, anchored in 

the One Living God. And he was doing it with a flair that I could only admire from a very 

great distance. I apprenticed myself to Schuon and will keep on doing so for the rest of 

my life. 

 It remains for me to say in closing that in the translator and editor of this 

collection Schuon has found the perfect amanuensis. No one alive understands his 

outlook better than James Cutsinger, and in this labor of love he does a remarkable job of 

making Schuon accessible to a much wider audience than this exceptional writer has thus 

far enjoyed.     

                                                                            

        — Huston Smith 

 


