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My dear F riends,

C hristm as has come and gone. My fam ily had a lovely Xmas, for my nephew brought 
his whole fam ily, two little  g ir ls , his wife and her M other, to spend the day with us 
h ere , I always think that Xmas is m ore a ch ild ren’s festival than a grow n-ups'. I can 
rem em ber when I was a little  g irl trying to keep awake so that I could see  F ather Xmas 
putting gifts in my stocking. N eedless to say I never succeeded. I hope you a ll had 
ju s t as nice a C hristm as tim e,

I have been thinking about "sp iritu a l slogans" again. As I do not keep copies of my 
L e tte rs  I expect I som etim es rep ea t m yself, f know that I once w rote a.bout th is. What 
m ade me think of them was that one has been haunting me recen tly . It com es from  the 
Book of Isaiah , 26, 3: "Thou w ilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind is  stayed on 
th e e ." And there  is another one from  the Bhagavad Gita that I often think of. It is 
v e rse  27 of the ninth d iscourse: "W hatsoever thou doest, w hatsoever thou ea test, 
w hatsoever thou offerest, w hatsoever thou givest, w hatsoever thou doest of au ste rity ,
0  Kaunteya, do thou that as an offering unto M e." It rem inds m e, as I believe I have 
said  before, of little  Saint T herese  of L isieux. She says in her Autobiography that 
she used to offer a ll she ate  to the Saints, if it was very nice she offered it to Our 
Lady. If it was unpleasant she would say to h e rse lf , "T his is a ll for you, T h erese , "

T here  is  yet another saying from  the Gita which often occurs to m e, "Abandoning a ll 
du ties, come unto Me alone for she lte r: so rrow  not, I will deliver thee from  a ll s in s .” 
Does th is not rem ind  us of the w ords of the Lord C hrist: "Come unto m e, a ll ye that 
labour and a re  heavy-laden, and I w ill give you re s t .  Take my yoke upon you and learn  
of m e, for I am m eek and lowly of h eart, and ye shall find r e s t  unto your souls. " I 
think that both Sri K rishna and the C hris t spoke as em bodim ents of the un iversal Spirit 
of Life. F o r the man who has become one in consciousness with a ll life and a ll living 
things, knows p erfec t peace and perfect joy.

1 often read  again the book; which is  my favorite of all I ever w ro te , "The Way of the 
D iscip le ."  And there  I describe  as far as I am able, the ancient qualifications for 
Initiation into the G reat Brotherhood of the Perfected  Men. I like best to call Them 
the "Perfected  M en," for that is ju st what They a re , I think it is  be tte r than to call 
Them  M asters  o r Adepts. It: puts Them m ore in line with ourse lves who a re  a ll of us 
not yet p e rfec t in many ways! The im perfections of human nature  never upset m e, even 
the w orst. The daily papers today showed a p ictu re  of the re -cap tu red  tra in  robber. 
They said  he sm iled  and was quite cheerful. I liked his face. He has a devoted wife 
and th ree  little  g ir ls . I rem em ber once quoting in these le tte rs  the case I w ell rem em 
ber of a bru tal m u rd e re r who was condemned to death. He had a little  daughter who 
sim ply adored him and whom he also  adored. Poor little  girl! I used to wonder what 
happened to her in the end. People som etim es exclaim  to me with h o rro r about some 
deed or c rim e . They expect me to be equally horrified . But nothing h o rrifie s  me. 
Perhaps the n e a re s t to that s ta te  of mind can be provoked in me by cruelty  to a child
or an anim al, because they a re  so defenceless. But for me such a thing as "sin" does 
not ex ist. As again i have m entioned before, the re a l  definition and meaning of the 
w ord "s in " , as is explained by D r. Hasting in his "D ictionary of the Bible," is 
"m issing  the point, " stepping out of the s tra ig h t road  which is destined to lead us to 
conscious im m ortal life.

"Som ewhere the w earies t r iv e r  winds safely to the s e a ,"  w rote the poet Swinburne. So 
som ew here, som etim e, even the w earies t soul which has w andered fa r , w ill find its 
way back to peace and joy.
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I rem em b er that one of the Q ualifications codified by the Lord Buddha for en trance into 
the Brotherhood of the Perfected Men was U p a ra t i , a S anscrit w ord generally  tran sla ted  
as " to le ran ce ."  But I call it  "Letting peopIeToe’what they a r e ."  That is  pretty  difficult 
for the people who have a passion for reform ing o thers. Perhaps to a certa in  extent we 
may help a child to develop certa in  c h a rac te ris tic s . But a lready  in th e ir teens they a re  
p ast moulding. We m ust le t life and life 's  experiences do that now. Only the o ther day 
som e one com plained to me about an old person  whose ways very  much annoyed h er. I 
told her that no one could possibly change a person  who was over 80. And I rem em ber 
an elderly  husband who had m a rrie d  a giddy young wife, hoping to "mould her c h a ra c te r ." 
"My dear m an ,"  I said , "you could have tried  that when she was six , not when she was 
s ix te e n ." I expect the best thing to do is to let people be what they a re  , and to love them 
all the sam e. I rem em ber a confirm ed drug addict saying ju s t that. He told the re p o rte r  
who interview ed him that only one thing could save a drug addict, and that was for some 
one to love them . W here would they be o therw ise?

The com plem entary qualification to Upara ti is  T itksha, som etim es tran s la ted  as 
"endurance ,"  but which I have callecT'r Letting even is be what they a re . " the sam e attitude 
of mind to events as to people. The g rea t Indian sage, Sankaracharya, d escribes it as 
"Endurance of a ll pain and sorrow  without thought of re ta lia tio n , re jec tion  o r lam en tation .” 
D ear me! Don’t we a ll know the people who a re  always complaining o r moaning about 
things that annoy us m ost. Big sorrow s have a certa in  nobility about them which lends 
dignity to the su ffe re r. But what did old Job say about it? "Man is  born unto sorrow  as 
the sparks fly upw ards, (job 5: 7) The "Sparks" a re  our im m ortal selves always seeking 
to re tu rn  to that Source from  which they cam e on the g rea t evolutionary journey.

Talking about sin I m ust quote, as far as 1 can rem em ber it, the w ords of that very  
sw eet old Saint, the Lady Julian of Norwich. She was what is  called  an anchoress, which 
m eans that she lived in a little  cell built onto the w all of a church. She developed what 
is called  " in te rio r  locutions," in which the see r seem s to d iscou rse  with God. She was 
very  troubled about the sin  of the w orld, so one day, she w rite s , "1 asked God for sin , 
and God showed me that th e re  was no sin , but that for every pain we suffered here  we 
should in heaven have added g lo r ie s ."  And God showed her that in the end a ll would be 
well.

I feel su re  it: w ill, too, for "God" is  Life, and Life is Love.

Your affectionate friend,

C lara  M. Codd
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