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CHAPIER" 1.

WHEN WE WERE YOUNG

I WAS born the eldest of ten girls, my father
being an Inspector of Schools for part of Devon
and Cornwall, so I grew up in North Devon, the
land of Drake and Frobisher, the country of
‘girt Jan Ridd.” I passed the first twenty-three
vears of my life in a lovely old house and
grounds, the dower house of the famous
Chichester family. 'The dining room was
panelled, the back-stairs were old oak, the
kitchen had a concrete floor and large stoves,
and there was ample stabling for many horses.
The house was reputedly haunted, and many a
story have I heard from servant girls and
grooms, but all I personally contacted was the
sound of mysterious footsteps at night. The
garden was a continual delight. Someone had
planted specimens of many uncommon trees. I
remember a cedar of I.ebanon, and a line of
lovely copper beeches. The house was set so
low, below a river bank, that occasionally flood-
waters invaded our ground floor, and always
it was damp. Of course we had no bathrooms
or electric lights. Bath water had to be carried
up to the rooms by maids and oil lamps shed
their benign light everywhere.

In those days servants were cheap and
plentiful, and most of them stayed with us for



years and were often sisters from the village.
They were all imbued with native superstition,
believing in witches and warlocks, and consult-
ing such on many occasions. My father and
mother hunted a great deal. My mother was
half-Ttalian and I can remember her quite
uncommon beauty; she was the reigning toast
of the hunting circles of North Devon.

We little girls never went to school or
college. We had a succession of governesses
who never stayed very long, and whom, for the
most part, I never loved. My father sometimes
left us running wild in our beautiful garden with
no one to teach us for long periods of time. He
himself had roving blood in his veins, having run
away from school when he was fifteen and gone
to sea before the mast for some years. Conse-
quently he still had many nautical expressions.
He was the youngest of fifteen children and my
mother was the youngest of seventeen. What

families they had in those days!
We had no particular religious education. I

can clearly remember knowing nothing much
about God until I was about seven years old,
when I heard my mother tell our young and
handsome governess that she thought the chil-
dren ought to be taught some religion. “ Come
along, children,” said our young governess,
taking down the Bible; and without comment
she read us the story of the Crucifixion. I
thought it a quite horrible fairy story, and was
much nonplussed on being told that I was a
wicked child “for it was all true”! When at
last the orthodox truths of the Christian Church
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began to enter my consciousness, the sun of life
was put out for me. I suppose I was a sensitive
child, for T began to be unable to sleep at night
for thinking about how many people would have
to go to Hell. For some reason that I expect
psychologists can explain, I was always quite
sure that my father and mother would find their
way thither, and what could I do to save them?
Our grounds were in two parishes, so every
Sunday morning we walked a mile and a half to
one church, and in the evening about the same
distance to the other. Those were the days
when the squire ruled the roost, and the days
of hour-long sermons during which I waited for
the relieving “and lastly, dear Brethren”. If the
squire got too bored with the parson’s sermon,
he would open his gold watch with a very loud
click! I remember there was a great gulf fixed
between the inhabitants of the little town of
Barnstaple and the surrounding “county”; they
would not be seen speaking to each other. Home
again, my father made us spend the whole of the
Sunday afternoon learning by heart the collect,
epistle and gospel of the day. Learning these
long passages of scripture was really quite a feat
for a small child, but now I am glad that it
happened, for it has given me, in my lecturing
years, a great command of the Christian
Scriptures. 1 remember being confirmed by the
saintly old Bishop Bickersteth of Exeter. The
ceremony made a very profound impression
upon me, and for days afterwards I felt in
another world. :

I grew up and ‘came out.” Everyone ‘came
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out’ at the yearly ‘fair ball’ in September,
when a three-days’ fair was held in Barnstaple.
But I was never a success in the social world
when young. My mother, so distractingly pretty
and gay, completely overshadowed me, who was
an abnormally shy girl, unable to say a word to
most people. Besides, I was always thinking
about other things, about God and sin and pain,
and why things were as they were, and what it
all meant. Not that I ever told anyone this, for
no one would have understood.

One thing 1 always feel grateful to my
mother for. She took us religiously to every
concert and every theatrical performance. My
music master was a famous West of England
conductor and composer, Dr. Harry Edwards.
Every year he produced some great oratorio, and
for a time my mother and I sang in his choir.
Later on I also played the violin in his orchestra.
He was a wonderful conductor with such a sensi-
tive ear that he would stop a rehearsal and tell
some member of the orchestra that he had
played a certain note out of tune. Taking part
in his concerts year after year, I became
acquainted with many well-known artists like
Gervase Elwes and David Bispham. I remember
on one occasion we were giving a performance
of Sir Arthur Sullivan’s ‘ Golden ILegend’, a
work, to my mind, of singular beauty. The open-
ing chorus of devils and angels is a very tricky
piece of work, and the sopranos missed an
important lead. I do not think anyone in the
audience recognized this, but our conductor
leaned forward and stuck out his tongue at us.

8



Never shall I forget the thrill of playing in a big
orchestra. To this day I feel an answering
response whenever I hear an orchestra begin its
preliminary tuning up. And how I loved the
theatre. I shall always remember the excite-
ment of seeing Wilson Barrett in the ‘Sign of
the Cross’, and the forever and incomparably
delightful Ellen Terry.



i
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LIFE IN GENEVA

I HAVE already mentioned my childish
sufferings on the score of hell, sin and pain.
They tortured me so much that one day, when I
was about fifteen, feeling greatly daring, I
decided to throw God overboard, thinking that
even the devil could be no worse than He was.
The family took my declaration of independence
and atheism calmly. I think religion did not
mean very much to them either. But this deci-
sion sent me on the search. My father had a
good library in which I spent my days browsing.
I first discovered Sir Walter Scott when I was
only ten; later I discovered Thomas Carlyle. I
look on these two as the great educators of my
youth. The one taught me the religion of being
a gentleman, and the other fired my soul with
revolutionary zeal and idealism.

I prowled around second-hand bookshops,
and one day discovered a little book, full of
spirit-photographs, called The Living Dead,
which I bought for sixpence and took home. I
can remember my joy as I read it. “I knew,” I
said to myself, “ that we lived after death.” A
whole new world opened out before me, and just
at that psychological moment I made the
acquaintance of a daughter of the great piano-
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forte manufacturers, the Collards, and she
invited me to stay with her in L.ondon where,
being herself an ardent Spiritualist, she took
me around to many a séance and spiritualist
church. I must say that this did not fill my need.
I longed for more than to hear a medium declare
that someone on the other side wanted to “ tell
Mary I am happy.”

Soon after this my father, who had been a
semi-invalid for years and consequently would
not allow us to bring many friends home, passed
over, and my mother, now tremendously reduced
in circumstances, decided to take us all over to
Switzerland to live. We settled in the lovely
town of Geneva, by the shores of L.ake I.éman.
My little sisters attended the Ecole Secondaire,
and I set to work to earn money to help out the
family’s sustenance. Never having been to
school or college, I had no particular qualifica-
tions. But I spent all the days teaching English,
playing accompaniments, teaching music, and
for a short time, posing for artists as a model,
never in the ‘all-together’ but as a costume
model. My experience as an artists’ model
taught me many things. The rule was to stand
for three hours upon a ‘ throne’. FEvery quarter
of an hour we had one minute’s rest, every hour,
five minutes. I found myself becoming unaware
of my own body, almost as if it belonged to
someone else.

My first post teaching English was in answer
to an advertisement for an English teacher for a
Pensionnat des jeunes genms. 1 walked five miles
and found a French Seminary for young Ger-
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mans who were to learn commercial English.
The Head Master evidently wanted me. When
I explained that I knew no commercial terms, he
said he would give me a book of Pitman’s and
I could teach them how to write letters out of
that. He grabbed at me for my accent, he said.
So for some months—until alas! the director
failed and could not pay me—I taught young
Germans about ‘ Yours to hand’ et cetera. I
remember particularly one young man who had
a boy f{friend in Germany with whom he
exchanged rings and undying vows. He
explained to me that in Germany men friends
give each other rings like a husband and wife.

I taught many little children, but the French
fathers of most of them would suggest that I
run away with them for week ends! I could
always save myself by pretending not to under-
stand. The artists were a far more decent crowd
than the fathers. I take off my hat to them.
Not only did they always treat me with a kind
of impersonal respect, but they were humanly
kind, too. One day, when a spell of posing for
three hours had done me in, the artist bolstered
me up with port wine.

Then I used to play accompaniments at grand
parties. I remember going to the house of the
Russian Princess Besabrasov, whose husband
was a military man of sinister reputation. She
always had four different kinds of plum-cake
when I came, for she said that English girls
always liked plum-cake. One day I saw an
advertisement for an accompanist for a travel-
ling concert party. I replied and was engaged
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to travel with the party all over Switzerland
and part of France. Anagent arranged the tour.
We arrived at some watering or sports place,
were put up by the hotel managers, generally
in attics, and allowed to give a concert to the
guests, taking a collection afterwards. Some-
times we took a good collection. Then I was
paid five francs a day. If we took next to
nothing, I was not paid. But I never minded.
I enjoyed myself with vagabond artists, who
were endlessly kind and generous to me. I smile
when I look back, for although they were abso-
lutely promiscuous, anybody sleeping with any-
body, they were very careful over my morals
and took tremendous care of me.

The soprano was a Russian with a voice like
a nightingale. On one occasion when we were
performing at St. Moritz, I saw a tall and most
distinguished man suddenly rush forward and
clasp her hands. It was one of the Russian
Archdukes. Never will T forget him. He was
the embodiment of ‘race’. Never since have I
seen so distinguished and aristocratic a face. I
felt there was a kind of camaraderie between
all Russians, no matter what their social stand-
ing, when they met in foreign parts. The
soprano’s husband was our tenor, a very sweet
and stately Spaniard. I had a great love for
him and still have. He was the only one of our
company who never indulged in promiscuous
intercourse, and was flawlessly faithful to his
wife, although she treated him abominably and
had no morals whatever. I asked him one day
how he stood it. He looked at me with a kind
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of noble simplicity and said: “ When one truly
loves, one loves forever.” Dear Senor, I wonder
what happened to him and whether he ever had
the happiness that very surely he deserved.

Geneva, of course, has always been the refuge
and the meeting place of all nations. When we
arrived the air was still resounding with the
assassination of the Empress of Austria. In a
flat above us dwelt Prince Louis Napoleon, a
dear, simple, poor old man, quite alone in the
world except for his dog and his housekeeper.
Not far away lived the exiled Karagjorgjevic
family. When the news came through of the
murder of King Alexander and Queen Draga,
the new King Peter gave a grand party before
he left for his kingdom.

How lovely Geneva was ! The water of the
lake, as it flowed through the sluices at the
bridge, looked in the sunlight like the blue of a
dragon-fly’s wing. In the distance the snow-
capped mountains looked sometimes like un-
earthly ghosts, though I liked best the Juras on
the other side because they turned violet and
blue in the evening.

We soon made many friends, again, of all
nations. ‘There was a Dutch family who
visited us often. Like many of the Dutch, their
proportions were vast. The eldest daughter
would come to see us on a bicycle which almost
disappeared from view when she got on it. I
remember hearing a little street gamin exclaim
as she rode off one day: “Tiens ! that joint is
too large for the dish.”

The leader of the youth of the flotsam and
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jetsam of English society there was a lively boy
called Guy Hake. His mother was a fascinating
person for she had known the Rossetti family
intimately and Lord Tennyson as well as Alice
Meynell and Francis Thompson. I would always
get her on that theme if I could. Guy was a
lively spark ! Under his leadership we besieged
stage doors and concert halls in order to get
celebrities to write in our albums, or to give us
flowers. I thus acquired the signature of
Sarasate, and kept for many years a yellow rose
given me by Sarah Bernhardt. The divine
Sarah ! Shall T ever forget her. The grace, the
poise, the utter loveliness of her and her golden
voice. On the stage her art was so completely
like nature that she made every other actor look
a “ham.” I remember how we all besieged the
stage door to get her signature in our books.
She came slowly down the stairs on the arm of
her impresario. She must have been nearly
sixty years of age then, but she looked about
thirty-five. She would not write in our books,
but instead gave each of us a rose from her
bouquet. But what will remain with me always
was the lovely smile with which she gave me
the yellow rose, which now I have consigned
reluctantly to a fiery grave. I remember, too,
Coquelin Ainé, and how 1 thrilled to the
romanticism of Cyrano de Bergerac.

Then, on the way home, led by Guy, we
would go completely wild. We would surround
a fat gendarme in a ring, pretending not to let
him through. He generally played up to our
game, remarking that the English were all mad !

15



Here in Geneva I met for the first time Ameri-
cans, and was fascinated with the way they
freely referred to ‘ Gard.” One day I remarked
upon their ‘ American accent,” only to be told
that I had an English accent and that they all
spoke as the Pjlgrim Fathers spoke. One
American, a plump, genial widow, was a great
friend of mine. She had four lovely little boys,
and one day I came across her youngest striding
into a man’s shop and choosing with great
aplomb the material for a new suit for himself.
When I remarked to his mother that he was
surely too young to choose his own clothes, she
replied: “ Good gracious, Clara Codd, he will
have to paddle his own canoe in life, and the
sooner he begins the better.” What a wise
mother, I have thought in after life.

There was a three-day carnival once a year to
celebrate the time when an early-rising old
woman, attracted by the clatter of some geese,
surprised a scaling attack by the forces of the
Duke of Savoy, and upset her pot of boiling
porridge upon the head of the first soldier and
gave the alarm. The whole town then goes
wild, quite wild. Everybody puts on fancy dress,
generally that of pierrot, and a mask, and goes
out into the streets where long lines of people
join hands and sing and dance. One is supposed
to leave one’s doors open and to give refresh-
ments to any who may walk in. Down the
Coraterie the university students walk, kissing
every girl they meet.

The English colony had a chaplain. He came
to call on us very soon. He had a trick of paying
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’

very short visits and then suddenly getting up
and saying he must be off. So we nicknamed
him ‘old getting-off.” We had among our
friends not only many Irench, but Dutch,
Russian, Yugo-Slav, German, and Scandinavian
men and women. I remember a handsome Yugo-
Slav who often accompanied me. In those days
we first lived at a little village called Chéne-
Thonex, about four miles from Geneva. To
get there we used to take a steam tram, and it
would puff through the streets of Geneva on
rails like a train, ringing a loud bell to warn us.
It was not at all alarming, it went too slowly
for that, but one day when I quite carefully, but
slowly, stepped out of its way, the Yugo-Slav
exclaimed: “ Sang-froid Anglais.”

I remember a German doctor who was a very
dear man. His fine face was crossed by five or
six big slashes, the result of duelling at Heidel-
burg. We knew a noble French family who
seemed to like to talk about finance and economy
best of all. We had in Chéne-Thonex a French
landlord who had fought in the American civil
war and therefore knew a little English. He
played the violin very much out of tune and
once, in order to stop his unwearying perform-
ance, I suggested that he should sing to us
instead. “I cannot sing,” he replied, “I have a
sickness in my gorge.” His plump little wife
was a faithful housekeeper, and Monsieur always
referred to her in English as ‘ my woman,” which
after all is the literal translation of the French
‘ma femme.’

Quite near us in Chéne-Thonex was a little
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farm, let to a Breton family. How they worked !
They seemed to live for nothing else. On
Sundays, after mass, the young son would sit,
all dressed up in his Breton finery, on the edge
of the well, saying nothing, doing nothing. His
mother always dressed in the traditional French
black or blue cotton. Then there was our jolly
Swiss butcher, who also made wine from the
crushed grapes. Often when I was buying the
family joint, he would turn to bend down to
some little girl, buying meat for dinner, and
address her in all sorts of queer endearing terms
like ‘mon petit chou.’ The butcher and his
wife invited us to the first pressing of the grapes,
which consisted in boys and girls, with their
clothes well pulled up, jumping up and down on
the grapes in huge vats. Coming back from
shopping sometimes I would meet the saintly
old curé of the parish, who always insisted on
carrying my market basket.

Our little house was at the foot of Mt. Saléve,
and often we made excursions on foot up to its
summit, where the view was wonderful and
where one could lie on short turf covered with
sweet-scented flowers. Especially I remember
the tiny wild cyclamens and their lovely
fragrance.

One day we heard of a deep valley in Savoy,
which bordered the canton of Geneva where
thousands of daffodils grew; so early one
morning we set off for the twenty mile walk.
At the last lap of the journey we asked the way
of a diminutive French boy. He not only told
us, but accompanied us part of the way, dis-
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coursing very ironically of atheism and socialism.
He was but nine years old, yet he talked
cynically and learnedly about the stupidity of
believing in any god. We came back late that
night, very footsore and weary, bearing huge
bundles of golden blossoms. I noticed at once
the difference between the clean, well-ordered
Swiss and the poverty-stricken, dirty Savois.
Not far from home we came across the junction
of the blue Rhone and the grey Arve. The Arve
is really melted glacier and for several yards
the grey and blue waters do not mix, but flow
side by side.

Then I once spent a month in the beautiful
Jura mountains. I answered an advertisement
which asked for an English teacher. When I
got there I found it was put in by an inn-
keeper’s daughter who was to marry a university
professor. Feeling herself inferior to her future
husband in culture, she decided she would learn
English. The inn was high up in the mountains
in a lovely spot. Every night we had soup and
bread and cheese at the plain wooden table in
the inn, and then sat out in the rays of the setting
sun at the inn door, and chatted to all the
passers-by. We were surrounded by vineyards,
and when gathering time came, labourers from
all over, even France, came to gather the grapes.
They were put up in the cow-shed, sleeping in
the cows’ byres. I was told that to sleep with
the cows was an infallible cure for tuberculosis.

For the most part, ordinary doctors did not
then live up in the Swiss mountains. When a
villager was sick, a ‘ wise woman’ was called in.
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I knew one of these well. She was a little,
refined peasant woman who lived by herself and
rarely spoke to others. She would get up before
dawn to pick some of her herbs, for they had to
be picked with the dew on them. I should think
now that such women are probably psychic, for
this one had wonderful, dreamy eyes, and
apparently diagnosed her patients by psychic
means, taking their hands and passing into a
trance state. I heard of a young woman who
was reputedly a great seer, so one day I went
to visit her. I was anxious then to know in what
way I could succeed in life and earn a better
living. I arrived at her cottage one morning
and found the seeress cooking the dinner; how-
ever, her mother took over for her, and she sat
down and went off into a trance. I asked her
my question and she seemed familiar with such
questions for she began to murmur: “No ! Not
a lady’s maid, not a shopgirl, not a nurse, etc.”
Suddenly she paused a few minutes, then she
said: “Oh ! I see you, you are on a big plat-
form and there before you are very many
people.” %

I became quite excited. “ What am I doing,”
I asked, “am I an actress?”

She laughed scornfully. “You an actress,
certainly not.” _

“What am I doing then?” I asked.

She slowly shook her head. “I cannot tell,”
she replied, “ but it sounds to me like the music
of Richard Wagner.” Long years afterwards I
recognised what she had heard. One could well
describe Theosophy psychically as “like the

20
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music of Richard Wagner.” One other prophecy
she truly told me, too. “I see you,” she went
on, “on a long, long road, always alone, always
alone.” And it is true that I have never married.
The séance over, her mother came in and brought
her back to normal consciousness by fanning
her vigorously. ¢

The month over, I went back to Geneva,
taking up again my usual round of lessons and
little jobs. I never was paid more than one
franc an hour, and I remember one German
woman who had four dear little nieces living
with her, beating me down to 75 centimes. 1
loved those little German children, though their
aunt kept them in gingham clothes with their
hair very tightly plaited in pig-tails. Sometimes
I had fashionable young ladies who were sup-
posed to learn -English, but were too lazy to
learn. They would rather employ the time telling
me about their hats and their beaux. But for
honesty’s sake I would try to get them to say
it in English. I once had a post at a Pensionnat
des Jeunes Demoiselles. 'There were three
nations represented here, English, German and
French. I could not help noticing the free atmos-
phere of the English and the Gestapo habits of
the German and French, who seemed always to
be spying on each other. I remember a word
I heard eternally there, the word ‘convenable.’
That summed up everything.

Often in the evening we would sit, when we
had moved into a flat in Geneva, on the Quat
des Eaux-Vives, and watch the ghostly Dent du
Midi fade into night. And often there we would
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see English and German visitors. One day I
saw an English papa followed by quite a large
little family. He was telling them information
which was certainly not correct for he pointed
to my sister, and said “ Look, children, there is
a typical French girl.” There is a curious thing
about learning a language. When I went to
Switzerland, I had a schoolgirl acquaintance
with the grammar of the French tongue, but it
was nearly three months after arriving that
suddenly one day I found myself understanding
what was being said around me. I suppose one’s
ear must become accustomed. In the end I
found myself even thinking in French.

What concerts I heard there, what wonderful
plays. For 50 centimes one could get into the
gallery for the best concerts in the world. Of
course, we had to line up to get in and a French
crowd has not the same orderly instinct to queue
as an English crowd, so when the doors opened
a free fight ensued. I had a very tall sister who
towered above most of the crowd, and the
French people would ask her what it felt like up
there, and how did she enjoy the fresh air? I
also had a very little sister who generally got the
best seat ahead of us, by squirming round all
the people’s legs.

As a family, we were always very musical
and one of my sisters played the violin well so
we got friends who played other instruments
to come and play quartets and quintets with us.
This disturbed a French doctor who lived just
over us; he would send down messages like
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this: “Dr. Cs compliments, but have the
English ladies got the devil there.”

I remember so well our little Italian maid,
Aurélie. She was a tough little girl of sixteen,
her father being an Italian labourer who had
come over into Switzerland in search of work.
She was very hard-working and very lively.
She soon adopted the whole family, and would
sit with us in the evening, knitting stockings,
and telling us all sorts of tales of her homeland.
Of course she was a Catholic and she told us
that the priest did not approve of her working
for an English family. We soon saw why. She
was, when she came to us, a mass of supersti-
tions. She solemnly told me one day that if she
did not do what Monsieur le Curé told her to do |
he would turn her into a black pig, yes, indeed,
he would ! Had he not done that to her grand-
mother? Another time I brought home a round
loaf .of Swiss bread and put it down on the table
bottomside up. Aurélie shrieked and ran into a
corner and hid her head. “ Aurélie,” I said,
shaking her, “whatever is the matter with you?”

“Oh !” she replied, “M. le Curé said that
when the bread is upside down the devil is in it.”

As well can be imagined, living with us she soon
got free of many of her superstitutions. In the

end, she one day said to me, “ Je m’enfiche de M.
le Curé.”

What was more shocking was that some-
times she would come home from confession
shaking her shoulders angrily. “ Sale béte,” she
would mutter. On enquiry I found that the
priest had been suggesting improper things to
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her. She had a lover, of course, a stalwart,
handsome, young Italian workman. She pro-
fessed to be deliciously afraid of his jealousy.
She would say she could not go out because he
was waiting to kill her for he thought she had
looked at another man. But I could see that
she was thrilled to the marrow to have such a
jealous lover. I have seen the Italian workmen
suddenly throw down their bricks and fly at each
other with long knives, so perhaps Aurélie really
had some grounds for her exaggerated, but
delightful fear. To our surprise she learned
quite a good deal of English merely from listen-
ing to us. The first intimation we got of this
was when one day she shook her finger at my
mother, saying: “ Madame, you very naughty
girl 1”7 On another occasion a tall, thin Pole
came to call on us. We were all out and
Aurélie, trying to describe to us who he was,
said: “ He had no meat in his pantalons.”’

They were happy days in Geneva, in spite of
very short and straitened means. For the first
time in life I came into contact with all sorts and
conditions of men, and learned to be free and a
friend of all that lives, instead of the proper,
little caste-ridden Victorian that I was in the
beginning.
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€ HEATP T E REGICT T

FIRST CONTACT WITH THEOSOPHY

IN a flat overhead of us lived an Austrian lady
and her daughter. Madame von Pachten was
of the old school of Austrian ladies. When she
married she had several hundreds of each under-
garment made in white linen, duly embroidered.
Fven when we met, her daughter was still wear-
ing some of her mother’s original trousseau. The
mother was an intellectually curious lady. She
went to every concert and meeting and lecture,
and often took me with her. She never joined
any movement, but liked to hear them all. I
went with her gladly. Thus, one day she asked
me if I would like to hear the Theosophists. A
little time before, I had seen Geneva plastered
with big advertisements announcing that a Mrs.
- Besant would speak, but I never thought of
going as I remembered hearing my mother and
governess discussing Mrs. Besant when I was a
little girl of nine. At that time I had asked
who Mrs. Besant was and our governess replied :
“Oh ! she dresses in white and doesn’t believe
in God.” Now, when Madame von Pachten

asked me to go, I thought: these must be those
queer people who dress in white and do not

believe in God. It sounded quite exciting.
There were in those days four Theosophical
25
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Lodges in Geneva, which then formed part of
the French Section of the Theosophical Society.
They all met in private homes, and the big Loge
Dharma met in the home of the Russian Consul,
Count Prozor. It was there that Madame von
Pachten took me. They met weekly for a dis-
cussion session and at the first meeting of the
month the public was allowed to attend and
listen, but not to join in the discussion, not being
members. I discovered afterwards that the
French are such perfectionists that they will not
have any lecturer who is not first-class. Con-
sequently most of their meetings were in
discussion form. An English meeting, trying
this procedure, would probably become dumb,
but not a French one ! I have often seen the
President trying to produce order by ringing
a little bell.

The second time we went jo Madame
Prozor’s home we found a large body of people
in the big drawing room and a great air of
excitement around. “ What is happening?” I
asked.

“Don’t you know?” they all replied,
“Colonel Olcott is coming.”

Now that meant nothing to me. I did not
even know who he was. Presently Madame
Prozor, a very magnificent looking lady with
white hair piled high on her stately head, came
into the room and with her a short, broad,
American gentleman with wonderful curly
white hair and beard. I wondered if he were a
little vain of his hair and beard, for he wore
them a little long. Also with Madame Prozor
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came a lovely little boy with an aureole of red-
gold hair. I afterwards learned that this was
the little clairvoyant, Maurice Prozor, who
helped the famous seer, C. W. l.eadbeater, with
the pictures of the human aura in his Man,
Visible and Invisible.

Most of the French ladies on the Colonel’s
appearance began to curtsey to him as one does
to Royalty. He looked surprised and as if he
did not quite know what to do. Then he made
up his mind. He passed down the row of bowing
ladies, patting each on the head and calling
them ‘mon enfant’. He commenced to speak in a
chatty, informal way: his manner very simple
and unassuming. First he told of his life with
Madame Blavatsky, and of the apparent marvels
and miracles which took place in her presence.
He told one story which I have never seen in
print: A Polish diplomat came to call on * H.P.B.
(as he fondly termed Madame Blavatsky) and
wore around his neck a scarf which the Colonel
greatly admired. “ Would you like one, too?”
asked Madame Blavatsky; “ there is one sitting
on your shoulder.” And from his shoulder he
drew down the exact replica of the scarf the
Pole was wearing !

Here some of my readers will jib! But
patience, please. In after years I learned the
rationale of this achievement. In the literature
of the Fast it is called the power of Kriyashakti,
which means the power of concentrated thought
and will. H.P.B. herself has described its tech-
nique. The trained seer pictures with his
imagination every detail of the object he desires
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to create. This forms a simulacrum in the plastic
matter of the subtle mental world around us,
and into that mental mould the seer, by his
trained will, calls the free atoms and molecules
in solution in the air around us, and the object
materializes and becomes visible.

Now what reaction did all this produce on
me, atheist, agnostic, socialist that I was? I
never doubted the truth of the Colonel’s words
for one mstant. He was so transparently
genuine, honest and sincere. But the crowning
moment of the evening, for me, was when he
went on to describe five of the Adepts, or
Perfected Men, whom he had personally known,
not in any psychic or trance condition, but with
open eyes and touch in this physical world. He
described an Egyptian Master, the Hungarian
Prince, the Greek of Crete, and the Sage of
Rajputana and his brother, the gentle Kashmiri;
these latter two being the Indian Adepts who
were the inspiration behind the formation of
the Theosophical Society. Two of the stories
the Colonel told that night can be found in his
Old Diary Leaves, yet never will I forget the
thrill of hearing him tell them first hand. One
night, soon after the founding of the ‘ Society’
by himself, Madame Blavatsky and a few other
people, in a shabby little flat in New York, he
had been sitting up late, attending to accumu-
lated correspondence, Madame Blavatsky,
having retired, when he thought he saw
something white out of the corner of his eye.
Turning his head he saw a magnificent. Indian
standing in the room whom he immediately
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recognized as the Adept whose portrait he had
seen. 'The Master sat down and began to talk
to him, but all the time the Colonel kept wonder-
ing whether he were asleep or awake ! Evidently
the Adept divined the thought in his mind, for
after some time he rose, and taking off his
turban with a smile, placed it on the writing
table and disappeared. The Colonel went to
bed, amazed at what had happened and the first
thing he did in the morning, was to run into the
sitting room to see if the turban were still there.
It surely was, and-may be seen to-day in the
museum at the international headquarters of
the Theosophical Society, at Adyar, Madras,
India.

But the tale which touched me the most
deeply, indeed the fragrance of it is with me

to-day, was his account of the visit he paid with
Madame Blavatsky and two other people to the
sacred Shrine of the Sikhs, the Golden Temple
in Amritzar. As is usual when a foreigner visits
a temple in India, the priests come forward to
garland them or to offer them a flower. A tall
priest stepped forward and offered the Colonel
a rose with a smile and a blessing in his eyes.
To the Colonel’s surprise and joy, he saw at
once that it was the Adept who is a Kashmiri
Brahmin, and who lives over the borderland not
far from Shigatse in Thibet. “ The touch of his
fingers,” writes the Colonel in his diary, “ sent
a thrill through my whole body, as may well be
imagined.”

My heart gave a tremendous leap of joy
and awe. Life changed miraculously for me
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from that moment onwards and forevermore.
“I knew,”] said to myself, “that there were
those who knew what life means, where it is
going, and what is its goal.” Then and there
I registered a vow, that never would I rest until
I had found that Blessed One and learned of
Him the true meaning of life. I went home that
night ‘walking on air’. I hardly noticed the
people in the streets, for in my heart an immense
joy sang. I had come home at last after long
wandering. I had found the beginning of the
way. One did not need to die to solve the
mystery of the universe. It could be found here
and now.

I suppose I must have looked ecstatic and
impressed, for before the meeting broke up that
night an elderly lady approached me and asked
if I would like to join her beginners’ class. Thus
for a year after that memorable meeting I went
every Thursday to Mlle. Taillefer’s flat, where a
moving population from every nation gathered
to hear the principles of Theosophy expounded
by an old English Quaker who had lived in
Geneva most of his life. He afterwards married
Mlle. Taillefer. Some time later, the Prozors left
Geneva and were transferred to Weimar. ILong
years afterwards I found that the pretty
daughter of sixteen who had sat on a table and
swung her legs during the meeting was once a
relative of mine in a former life; and that in
the Colonel, without knowing it, I had beheld
my son of ancient days.

Soon Mlle. Taillefer suggested that I should
join the Lodge. I remember my first appearance
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at a regular ILodge meeting. M. Gos, the famous
painter, made me sit by him, but brought my
heart to my mouth by suggesting during the
discussions that I should now contribute to the
subject ! I used to walk home between two
bosom friends who later became the two chief
officers of the newly-formed Swiss Section of
the Theosophical Society, Mlle. Stéphanie and
Mile. Brandt. They were both very large and
stout, but infinitely kind, and always called me
* la Petite Anglaise.’

Sometime after that my family returned to
England and settled in Bath, Somerset. Here
began for me a new phase of life, which had
very momentous consequences.
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CHAaPrTER TV

EDUCATION AND SOCIALISM

FOR some months I took at first a post as
governess to the little nine-year-old son of Sir
Hercules Langrishe in Ireland. They lived in
an old Abbey, Knocktopher Abbey, near Kil-
kenny. Sir Hercules was the local Master of
Hounds, but when the hunting season was over
he spent his time visiting friends. My little
charge, Terence, was a lovely little boy. In
spite of his liveliness—I used to groan at his
habit of coming into my room at five in the
morning to bounce on my bed and to ride-a-cock-
horse on my knees—he was constitutionally
unable to do or say an ungentlemanly thing.
He was quite one of the most charming children
I have ever met. He would ask me gravely each
. morning what dress I was going to put on, and
. then he would gather a tiny posy to match it.
He had a tiny pony cart in which he would
drive me all over the country. His mother
seemed more or less a recluse, an ardent
Catholic, and as there was no one in the Abbey
unless Sir Hercules returned, Terence and 1
became good companions, having no one else.
He taught me to play billiards and the good
looking Irish footman would come to watch us
play. On one occasion I brought off a marvellous
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cannon. “A fluke! A fluke!” shrieked Terence.

“No sir,” interjected the footman chival-
rously, “ Miss Codd did that on purpose. I saw
it in her eye.”

Before I had been there long, I discovered
that Terence was clairvoyant. One day he said
to me: “You know, Miss Codd, I can get in
behind your eyes and tell what you are thinking
about.” And the extraordinary thing was that
he could! I did not encourage him very much,
for I felt his mother would strongly disapprove,
but he told me off and on some wonderful things.
He evidently saw the fairy world of Ireland, for
he would tell me of the people he saw, some very
tiny and others so very big. He described their
costumes, which sounded mediaeval to me, and
he said a very striking thing. He told me that
he could not quite describe everything because
there were colours that he had never seen before.
Now I knew that the psychic plane does possess
added colors, so this convinced me that he was
actually seeing that plane.

The newspapers there always arrived about
three in the afternoon, so what was my astonish-
ment when one morning Terence bounced on to
my bed and told me some news that I certainly
had not seen in the papers, something like the
fall of Port Arthur, for the Russian-Japanese
war was then on. I asked him how he knew.
“Oh!” he replied, “when I woke up this morn-
ing I saw the newspaper on the ceiling, so I
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read it.” Again I knew that this was what is
technically called clairvoyance in space.

I, myself, one night was awakened by a most
weird and terrible crying. I suppose I was
hearing the call of a banshee. The house was
reputed to be haunted and my room was far
away from the other rooms. So to still my fears
I took one of the eight dogs, a long-haired
terrier, to bed with me each night and he slept
on the foot of the bed. Of course that meant
fleas, but I preferred fleas to ghosts. The maid
deputed to look after me was the sweetest, purest
little Irish maiden in a nation of unsophisticated,
pure-hearted girls. Sir Hercules one evening
made her dance an Irish jig for us all. I also
remember the cow-herd, O’Shaughenessy. He
was again of the unspoiled, other-worldly Irish.
He was miraculous with cows. He knew them
all and loved them and they knew and loved him.
No one could approach his skill with sick beasts.
He certainly did not belong to this world. Other
ignorant Irish were very cruel to their animals.
I have noticed that cruelty to animals is more
prevalent in Catholic than in Protestant
countries, perhaps because they are taught that
animals have no souls. Often have I seen men
returning from gatherings in their little donkey
carts, roaring drunk, and beating their poor
little donkeys with hammers. And to my horror
I heard of a sensitive horse belonging to my
employer who had too tender a mouth. The
grooms were talking about how they would have
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to sear his mouth with a red-hot iron! What
horses have to suffer from men.

While I was in Ireland I evolved a capacity
to write poetry. Perhaps it was the mystic
atmosphere of Ireland which brought this about.
I had not been there a month before one day I
awoke with a full-fledged poem in my mind. It
was called ‘To my lover, the second day I
loved him’. From this a long string of love
poems grew, and I put them together under the
title, ‘A Lover’s Rosary’. Years later Mr.
Clifford Bax read these poems and he gave me a
very striking definition of a true poet: “ One
who has an unusual nature and capacity to give
it fine expression.” T'erence, finding that I loved
poetry, as my birthday approached, got his
mother to send to London for a copy of
Rossetti’s poems for me.

The time came for me to leave Ireland.
Terence was to go to a preparatory school in
England. T visited the villagers to say good-
bve. One incredibly dirty old lady, who spent
her days sitting on her door-sill smoking a clay
pipe upside down, appeared to think it was
extraordinarily dangerous to cross the sea and
promised she would make many prayers to the
Virgin for my safety. I crossed from Cork on a
cattle-ship to Bristol. It was loaded with live
pigs who kept up a squealing all night. Thus I
came home again to Bath, and decided I had
better find local work there.

Having become a member of the French
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section of the Theosophical Society, I now had
to make the acquaintance of the FEnglish
members. I wondered if there was a Lodge
in Bath, and found there was. On announcing
my intention to vist them, my mother said: “I
thought you had forgotten all that silly rubbish.
However, if you insist on going, then I am going
with you to see that no harm happens to you.”
I think my mother thought that a Theosophical
meeting was a kind of spooky séance.

We found a little meeting of not more than
twenty-five people listening gravely to Mr.
Bernard Old, a younger brother of the famous
Walter Gorn Old, who was a leading disciple of
Madame Blavatsky, and the well-known
‘ Sepharial ’ of astrological fame. In after vears
Bernard told me how his mother commissioned
him, then a vouth of seventeen, to accompany
his brother to Avenue Road as a watch and a
guard! H.P.B. was very charming to him, told
him he would be a good Theosophist and the
only one of the three brothers to remain faithful
to the work, and one day told him details of his
immediate past°life, even to the name he bore
then. He had been a country squire in the reign
of King Charles I, and had fought for his king.
Under Cromwell, his estates were confiscated,
but he got the bulk of them back again when
Charles IT ascended the throne.

To my astonishment, my mother, after the
lecture, borrowed a Theosophical book and sat
up the whole of the ensuing night reading it. It
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was C. W. Leadbeater’s The Other Side of
Death. 'That was the beginning of my family’s
coming into the Society, too. The last sister to
stand out against it married a Theosophist!
At that time I was teaching daily two little
boys. The older boy was seven, but it is the
younger, who was five, whom I shall never forget.
Charlie, the younger, was virgin soil. How
should I set about teaching him, I, who had
never been, myself, to either school or colleger
I hit on what proved to be a magnificent idea. I
would just let Charlie teach me how to teach
him. The results were slow at first, but ulti-
mately became truly amazing. Before a year
was out, Charlie could read any book not too
difficult. (I never taught him his letters. He
recognized words at sight.) He could do mental
arithmetic up to division of money sums, and
play the piano quite intelligently. What is more,
he loved his lessons. He would come bounding
down from the nursery with alacrity when I
came. His.mother told me that he taught his
teddy-bear when I had gone. Ilis baby powers
of concentration were phenomenal. He gave me
a lesson there. Once I asked him a mental
arithmetic problem, and he was so long in reply-
ing that I thought he had not heard and repeated
my question. “Oh! Mith Codd, Mith Codd,”
he wailed in his baby lisp, * don’t do that. Now
you’ve made my head all woolly.” T left him at
the end of the year to help the Woman’s Suffrage
Movement under Miss Annie Kenney. I came
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back a year later and Charlie’s mother asked

me over for the day. How I wish I had not -

gone. Charlie had had an ordinary governess
for a year, and ah ! the change. Gone was the
light and radiancy of mind and spirit. My little
wonder was dulled, his joy and brightness
extinguished. To this day I cannot think of it
without pain. But Charlie had showed me what
could be done with intelligent and idealistic
teachers. What a change could come over the
face of this earth in one generation were this
possible. I am reminded of a remark of Alex-
ander Dumas: “ I wonder why there are so many
charming and intelligent children and so few
charming and intelligent grown-ups. Education
must be responsible for it!”

During this time I looked forward eagerly to
the Theosophical I.odge meetings on Monday
nights. We soon became one of them and dis-
cussions and talks were so fascinating that we
generally did not break up until late at night.
The moving ‘spirits in the Lodge were two
maiden lady friends, Miss Fox and Miss Sweet.
We nicknamed them the Manu and Bodhisattva
of the T.odge, which being interpreted means the
Ruler and Administrator, and the Teacher and
Priest. 1 was looked upon as the very voung
thing of the IL.odge, and the President patronized
me in a very kindly way. She took me one day
to'a meeting in the North, at Harrogate, to meet
Mrs. Besant. That was a memorable meeting
for me. I saw a tiny, little lady dressed in a
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white silk sari, with curly short, white hair,
and child-like, earnest eyes. Her eyes were the
most striking thing about her. People will tell
vou they were blue, but they were golden, the
tawny yellow of a lion’s eyes, deep, direct, full of
candour. I remembered then Colonel Olcott’s
description of his own first meeting with Annie
Besant in the drawing room of Madame
Blavatsky in I,ondon. H.P.B. had told him whom
she wanted him to meet, and when Mrs. Besant,
fresh from a docker’s meeting came into the
room, full of fashionably attired people, in her
short skirt, thick boots and red scarf, he was led
up to her. “When I took her hand, and looked
into her eyes,” said the Colonel, “ she looked at
me with the eyes of a noble child.” That was
ever characteristic of Dr. Besant and also to a
certain extent of her great co-worker, C. W.
Leadbeater. There was always a lovely child-
likeness, not childishness. Perhaps it is the hall-
mark of greatness. In such a one the ‘scattered
powers of the soul’ are gathered in, orientated
towards a long, impersonal aim. Hence a
beautiful simplification ensues, a singleness of
heart which is surely the truest purity.

My mother had a tiny spare room which she
offered the I.odge for visiting lecturers. In that
way I became acquainted with several interest-
ing people, among them the late A. W. Orage,
editor of The New Age, and the Rev. Conrad
Noel, the Socialist parson. Mr. Orage, indeed,
was partly responsible for my becoming a
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lecturer myself. The IL.odge meetings in Bath
took place every Monday; at the neighbouring
town of Bristol every Tuesday. Iecturers often
stayed with us for the two nights. In this way
I saw a good deal of Mr. Orage. He was then
a handsome, lithe, young schoolmaster, very
sure of himself and full of dare-devil spirits, with
no reverence as far as I could discover for God,
man or devil. IHe carried his lectures in a small
note-book, each page of which held the précis of
a lecture. 1 had been reading papers to the
[.odge, and was due to read one after he had
left. IHe was highly scornful when he heard
that I was going to read it. “ You will never
learn to lecture like that!” he said. When I
told him, of my nervous fears of extempore
speaking, he jollied me out of them, declaring
that I must have the courage, et cetera. So,
buoyed up by his encouragement, I marched
down the Lodge next week determined to say
my piece and not read it. For five minutes all
went well. Suddenly it dawned on me that the
Loodge officials, whom I knew well, were all
looking at me. Stage fright seized me, and
every idea I ever had flew from my mind. I was
reduced to explaining to the audience what had
happened, and spent the rest of a miserable
evening trying to decipher the rough copy of
what I had meant to say, which fortunately I
had brought with me for safety’s sake. I think
the gods were having sport with me, for the title
of my talk was “On Facing the Situation.”
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Alack! Alack! how easy it is when one is young
to be humiliated. But now I laugh as I remember
it, and dear Miss Fox wrote me a kind letter
saying that they all appreciated ‘ pluck’. I did
that more than once in other fields. The power
to speak came to me suddenly when I was
released from prison, perhaps because a burning,
vital experience broke down my inhibitions. But
of that later.

I had to persuade my mother to put up the
Rev. Conrad Noel. By this time I had become
an ardent Socialist and had joined the Social
Democrats, led by Mr. Hyndman. I often heard
him speak. He was a wealthy man of good
birth and handsome appearance who put himself
and his money at the service of the working
classes. I did not like him, I do not know why.
His emotions in front of an audience ran away
with him. T have heard him say that they would
call on soldiers to turn round and shoot their
officers. I much preferred the quiet little Mr.
Clynes of the Independent Labour Party. But
the greatest orator of the Labour Party that I
have ever heard was the late Prime Minister,
Ramsay Macdonald, with his beautiful face and
his passionate sincerity. Perhaps he was not a
statesman of the first water, but he had courage,
faith, integrity. I remember when I first heard
him at a joint meeting of the then three parties
in the Albert Hall in I.ondon to deal with the
subject of unemployment. First came Arthur
Balfour. How I detested him. He struck me as
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a typical upper-class Englishman, knowing
nothing of life, nothing of how the other man
really lives, being witty and flippant at other
people’s expense. Sir John Simon, for the Liberal
Party, was far better. A clear, forceful speaker,
he was a lawyer all through. ILast came Ramsay
Macdonald, and my heart for the first time
responded. He knew how the underdog lived;
he had himself known poverty and helplessness
and despair.

Yet, if I am honest, I am bound to state that
my experiences with the Socialists were dis-
illusioning. Ever since I was ten years old I had
glowered over the wrongs of the poor and the
weak. Now I belonged to a great political party
and I faithfully attended the weekly gatherings
of my working-class friends. The first shock
came when we were discussing the ideal state of
the future. I had been listening to the violinist,
Jan Kubelik, and I asked what part artists would
play in that future. “ We shan’t have them,”
my working-men friends told me “they aren’t
any use.” No use! Beauty no use! I know
that no Socialist would say that nowadays, but
they did talk like that then.

One day I found the company looking
bleakly at each other. The secretary had
absconded with their funds! Other things
occurred. One of our best speakers was

a master workman who could have made an
excellent living. Yet he preferred to let his

wife keep the family by maternity nursing.
Another was a handsome workman of the
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intellectual type. ~A wealthy woman joined our
ranks, and soon the two were always together.
One day they disappeared, and when I asked
what had happened to them, was told with the
frank brutality of the working man that they
had gone to Southampton and he was now a
‘kept man’. ’

All this sounds as if I were out to discredit
my late associates. I.ooking back at it after
many years I can see that honour, integrity, self-
sacrifice are bred in the bone and can never be
hastily assumed. Many a leader has them not
and there lies the chiefest danger to the modern
world, for it is lack of real intelligence and moral
strength in the world’s leaders to-day that con-
stitute its greatest menace. The rule of the
Best—if only we could achieve it ! Not neces-
sarily are they to be found among those of good
birth or with much money, though the old
criterion of good birth is far preferable to the
vulgar standard of mere money. The true
aristocrat of ancient days had a background of
noblesse oblige. 1 have yet to find a similar
background of graciousness provided by mere
money. How cruel money can be! I have seen
it so often.

My working-men friends at the Socialist
centre were, of course, always coming up against
my Theosophy. In after years, a thin little man
told me with tears in his eyes, that he thought
Theosophy was the spiritual side of Socialism,
but for the moment my Socialist friends did not
see it like that. Greatly daring, I suggested that
they let me tell them what Theosophy was, so a
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weekly class was organised of ten men. I would
tell them of Theosophy, while the other men
played draughts and smoked. Of course, they
argued with me very much and I do not think
I produced a very great effect upon them, except
for one of their number. He was a delicate-
looking jobbing watch-mender, a silent man
whom most of the other men rather laughed at.
One night he offered to walk home with me, and
on the way he told me how he had been born
naturally psychic. Finding that other people
did not see what he saw, he consulted doctors
who all told him that he was under the shadow
of insanity. That night I had been describing
the human aura and the characteristic meaning
of the radiant flashing colours of it as seen by
clairvoyant vision. The cloud on his conscious-
ness lifted. He knew then what it was he saw.

That man was poor and more or less
uneducated, but he was truly a ‘ nature’s gentle-
man’. Years afterwards he became one of our
best Theosophical lecturers, married a gentle-
woman above him in social standing, and
finally, before his death, had the inexpressible
honour of becoming a pupil of one of the great
Adepts. :

If my class never did any other good it
found him.
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CHAPITER V.

SUFFRAGETTE ACTIVITIES

I HAD always been aware of the disabilities
imposed by society on women, so when I began
to hear of the exploits of the Pankhursts my
heart thrilled in response. Presently I heard
that Miss Christabel Pankhurst, accompanied
by Miss Annie Kenney, was going to address
meetings in the large towns of England to
awaken the country to the recognition of
women’s demands. They came to Bath, and
knowing my interest the local people asked me
to help steward at the meeting. Miss Pank-
hurst was a clear and incisive speaker. Iven
to-day she still retains her wild-rose complexion
and her keen and rapier-like gift of repartee. No
heckler stood any chance with her. She could
always turn the tables on him, sometimes to
such an extent that I have seen men literally
foaming at the mouth with impotent rage. We
may wonder these days how such feeling could
have been aroused over the issue, but there are
no instincts so deeply rooted and hostile to
attack as those of religion and sex.

Miss Pankhurst did not appeal to me in the
way that her companion, Miss Annie Kenney,
did. The little Lancashire mill girl, then small
and slight, with a wealth of goldenish hair piled
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on her head, was truly, as Shelley would have
phrased it, ‘ a spirit of fire and dew’. Her most
striking features were her eyes, large and blue,
so blazing when she spoke with an inner mystic
light that they dominated her whole being, like
twin stars of the first magnitude. To Annie I
gave my heart and I am happy to say that I am
her friend to this day.

" I heard that the Women’s Social and Political
Union (we always called it the W.S.P.U.) had
divided the country into districts, and put an
organiser in charge of each. Annie was
appointed to the south-west district with its
headquarters at Bristol only ten miles away.
At the close of that meeting I waited for Annie
and asked her if she could make use of me. I
remember her laughing at my impulsiveness, but
she asked me to give her my name and address.
Then one morning I got a letter from her asking
me to come over to Bristol for my summer holi-
days. She could not offer to pay me, that was
the Union’s business, but she could put me up,
if T did not mind sharing a large double bed with
her. I went at once upon an adventure which
proved to be a turning point in my career.

I found one or two other girls there, out
upon the same adventure as myself. Miss
Kenney was organiser and leader, and an
excellent one at that. I have never known her
lose her temper or her mnerve. She was
marvellous at dealing with refractory or nerve-
wracked workers. She was not one of those
administrators who try to do everything them-
selves and to keep a finger in every pie. When
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she chose a helper and gave him work to do she
trusted him absolutely and never interfered.
Often did she say to me: “ The business of the
organiser is to make the others work, not to do
it all himself.”

I afterwards became her second-in-command
and chief helper, but to begin with she sent me
out on the job of chalking pavements. The
press refused to accept our advertisements, so
no other recourse was left open to us, but to
write advertisements on the pavements. I
became quite an adept at quickly chalking up a
notice before a policeman or an indignant
passer-by could stop me. The junction of the
trams at the Tramways Centre afforded excel-
lent cover for a few moments. I am bound to
say that I was more often attacked by women
than by men. I have more than once been pur-
sued by a shrieking woman, much to the
embarrassment of her accompanying male
relatives.

Then once a week, we held an ‘at home’ in
the Victoria Rooms, Clifton, at which questions
would be invited and tea dispensed. Miss
Kenney presided, and the gallery. was generally
full of men students from the Bristol University,
who considered us fair game and came in large
numbers for the sport of heckling us. We
generally scored, for young men are not often
very quick in the uptake. In spite of the dis-
approval of many of them, the audience would
cheer when we got the better of an argument,
and their sympathy was always aroused if we
were too badly heckled. I have always noted
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that about a British crowd. They have a
tremendous sense of fair play and sympathy for
anyone ‘put upon,’ and a witty rejoinder sets
them into roars of good-natured approval. Some
of our organisers were noted for their wit,
notably Miss Mary Gawthorpe. At an election
meeting, when all sorts of unpleasant objects
were being hurled at intervals upon the plat-
form, a stupid-looking young man who had been
hugging a decaying cabbage suddenly threw it
upon the stage. Miss Gawthorpe picked it up
and said meditatively: “I thought that young
man would lose his head presently.”

By this time I was with Miss Kenney for
good. When the holidays came to an end we
did not want to part. So I resigned my post as
little Charlie’s governess, and Miss Kenney
asked a wealthy woman sympathizer to give me
10/- a week for passing needs and I continued
to share her big bed. Occasionally I woke to
find Annie trying to throttle me! In her dreams
she was still fighting battles. But sometimes,
as we lay in bed, the mystical side of Annie’s
character got its chance. She would ask me to
tell her about Theosophy, especially about the
Adepts, the * Masters of the Wisdom.” When we
got out in the morning, she would say: “ Come
on, Clara, I’ve no time for the Masters now.”

Besides the weekly ‘at home’ we held open-
air meetings in different parts of Bristol and in
the surrounding districts almost every night.
The usual procedure was to procure a lorry and
on this improvised platform commence a meet-
ing. Perhaps we had to say, “We are here .
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under the auspices of the Women’s Social and
Political Union ” several times before the crowd
began to assemble. Miss Kenny’s handling of
an open-air crowd was masterly. She had a
¢ gamin ’ quality which charmed them at once.
“Now you men,” she often began, treating them
as a homely Iancashire lassie would.

I was nearly always deputed\ to sell “ Votes
for Women ” at the lorry’s tail, but she tried to
make us all speak. I remember my first attempt
on a lorry. I did not know that one must pitch
one’s voice low in the open air. So before I had
been talking five minutes, some small boys on
the outskirts of the crowd, sang: “Pip! Pip!
Miss ” in a high squeaky voice. I am afraid that
was the end of my speech for the time being.
Miss Kenney again took charge.

We always wore the colours of the Union,
violet, green and white on a baldric across our
chests with the legend: ‘Votes for Women’
inscribed along it. This was the insignia of our
order and we would not be seen without it;
though the very sight of it to some people
seemed to have the same effect as a bad smell!
I remember once walking down Black Boy Hill
in Bristol when a bunch of choirboys streamed
out of a church. As soon as they saw me they
set up a chant: “ Votes for Women! Votes for
choirboys!” Little rascals! Another time we
were driving away from a meeting at the Bristol
docks when a ragged little fellow of four or five,
with a glorious mop of golden curls pursued our
carriage yelling furiously with his baby fist
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clenched on high: “ I don’t believe in it! I don’t
believe in it.”

Another form of propaganda was by means
of a shop. We would take an empty shop in a
central position and fill it with our literature.
I was often the custodian of the shop, “ because,
Clara dear,” said Annie, *‘ you don’t look like a
suffragette.” Interesting people came into our
shop. The days were filled with discussion and
persuasion. One day a pretty, fair-haired boy
strolled into our shop; he had known Harry
Pankhurst, Mrs. Pankhurst’s young son. He
was a précieur and Annie had no use for him,
but he found a more sympathetic listener in me.
I found he wandered over the country in the
company of a renegade clergyman in a relation-
ship best undescribed. Apparently this man
was acquainted with the darker forms of magic.
The boy described to me what they did in lonely
country churches where the clergyman might
have obtained a temporary °guinea-pig’ job.
Also he told me of the headquarters of this kind
of thing which exists, or used to exist, in Paris.
I have since met other people who have known
of it, too. There they would perform the dread-
ful Black Mass and the equally disgusting Mass
of Isis. The boy told me he was scared and
wanted to get away, but all my persuasions
could never get him to summon up sufficient
courage. One night he turned up at my mother’s
house in Bath and implored her to take him in
and hide him, if only for one night. My mother,
hardly knowing him, could not see the point and
refused. I deeply regretted that when I heard,
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for I have never seen or heard of him since, and
I still have a book he lent me awaiting him.
Open-air meetings were now becoming far
from safe. A group of hooligans grew up in
Bristol, especially on the docks side, to whom
suffragette-baiting became what Jew-baiting is
in some countries to-day. So Miss Kenney hit
on an expedient. She would send two of us to
begin a fake meeting, thus attracting the rough
crowd. Meanwhile, a little further away, she
would begin the real meeting. When the vouths
discovered this they would at once rush over,
but by this time there was a solid wall of
reputable citizens and they could now do little
damage. I was this sort of decoy on more than
one occasion, but on the last I was in danger of
my life. The ire of the gang had become
aroused. Angry at the ruse that had been
played on them they rushed back again to
wreak vengeance upon us. They hemmed me
up against some railings, to which I clung lest
they trample me underfoot, and tried to tear my
clothes off me. I appealed to a solitary police-
man for help, but he merely gave me a
frightened, sardonic smile and never stirred.
Suddenly I felt a blunt instrument bruise my
back. Someone had tried to stab me through
the railings. I broke away and raced up the
darkening streets. The yelling crowd pursued
me, stopping to pick up mud and offal from the
streets which they hurled at me. Soon I was a
mass of mud and filth, running like a panting
hare, for I did not dare to stop. Frantically I
tried to detect a tram stop, but was unable to
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see one in my haste. Thank God! an unknown
man became my saviour. As a tram slowly
rounded a corner, he leaned over and with great
skill and strength hauled me on to the moving
tram. I was safe! But I did not dare to go
inside the tram. FEveryone would have crept
away from my unsavoury appearance. That put
an end to decoy meetings. Miss Kenney would
not risk them any more.

The day came when Christabel Pankhurst
sent orders for a big demonstration to be
organised on the Bristol Downs, a high and
lovely expanse which on Sundays rivalled Hyde
Park with its stances and speakers. By this
time, Mrs. Despard had left us and our com-
mittee was replaced by a dictatorship. As a
fighting unit this was immeasurably superior
for a committee can never fight. On the downs
we had many platforms in the shape of station-
ary lorries. Christabel sent us a speaker for
each one and besides the' speaker, each lorry
~ held one or two local notables who were willing
to be identified with us. Vast crowds collected
and milled around. I particularly remember the
Birmingham organiser who was one of the
speakers; I forget her name now, but she was so
pretty and fresh. Afterwards we trailed down
to Bristol with all the accoutrements on the
lorries and with the accompanying crowd yell-
ing sympathy or curses as they felt disposed.
The usual hoot was, “ Go home and darn your
stockings.” T could never see the appositeness
of that favourite remark.

We could always get a meeting if we went
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to a certain square, because it was the favourite
haunt of men out of work, and they were only
too willing to listen to anything. I remember
once going out with a young suffragette, Vera
Wentworth, to get a meeting in the crowded
streets of Bristol. With magnificent aplomb,
Vera strode up and down the street ringing a
large station bell she had procured from some-
where. Alas! nobody would listen to us that
day, so I suggested the familiar square. Sure
enough, we soon had a dense audience. They
pressed nearer and nearer until I had a man’s
chin resting on each shoulder! All at once a
man said: “This is all very interesting, but
what I want to know is where we came from
and what life means.” Here was my chance. I
embarked upon a Theosophical lecture. The
stillness that came over that deeply attentive
crowd of poor men was very impressive. With-
out a sound they listened to me describing the
meaning of life and its goal. I have often
thought since, we sin against the multitude in
believing that all they want is amusement and
appeals to their baser side. The spiritual hunger
of man is more deeply-seated and more per-
sistent than any other instinct in him; and how
often, how cruelly often, he receives stones
instead of bread!

The work I disliked most of all was canvass-
ing Mr. Birrel’s constituency when a general
election was drawing near. One would knock
at a door and ask if one could see the ‘lady of
the house.” On one occasion an unhealthy looking
vouth opened the door to me. “ What!” he said,

“our old woman? Just let me catch her!”
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GIH AN P DB ROV

BREAKING UP CABINET MINISTERS
MEETINGS '

THE policy of the Union now developed into
concentrating attacks upon members of the
Cabinet, as being much more responsible than
ordinary members of Parliament. It was our
boast that we women destroyed only property
and not human life, and that we never hurt any-
one as much as we hurt ourselves. (Under
British law offences against property were
much more heavily punished than offences
against persons.) The fighting arm of the
W.S.P.U. was not large in numbers, though the
Union had more than 70,000 members. Most
of these, while sympathizing with and support-
ing us, could not risk personal danger or loss on
account of husbands, mothers and children. So
the daring deeds were done by a very few. There
was a Youth Group in the W.S.P.U. who called
themselves mysteriously the Y.H.B.s. lLater I
discovered this stood for the ‘Young Hot
Bloods !

Miss Pankhurst sent Miss Kenney notice of
a big Liberal demonstration which was to be
held in the Swansea Opera House one afternoon
in honour of Mr. Lloyd George. That must be
broken up at all costs. Could Miss Kenney find
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volunteers, as Headquarters could. not spare
many? Annie could only find two, an artist,
Miss. Walters, and myself. Christabel could
only spare us four. Six was hardly sufficient,
but we must do our best. Annie sent me over
to Swansea to get the six tickets. Agents were
very wary by this time as to whom they sold
tickets, but the agent let me have them without
a word. But how my heart beat till they were
safely in my hands.

The great day came, and the professional
four arrived from London. Miss Kenney
explained procedure to the two tyros. Miss
Coe, an experienced member from I.ondon, was
to lead off. She would say something to show
that ‘votes for women’ was in our minds.
After that we were to go in rotation, nine
minutes apart, and were to watch the speaker
and say something really apposite. I was to
be number two, and “ Clara, dear,” said Annie,
“you haven’t a very big voice, so jump up
quickly on your chair and put your arm out so
that everyone will see you are protesting.”

We were instructed to go down in couples,
keeping well apart in case detectives should be
on the lookout for us. The tyros, Miss Walters
and I, went together. Our hearts were in our
boots with fright, so we tried to give ourselves
Dutch courage, not with whisky, but with very
strong coffee.

Arrived at Swansea we separated in fear of
detectives and I found myself placed early in a
waiting queue. Hence I got a good seat about
ten or a dozen rows from the platform on the
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ground floor. The Opera House was hung with
Welsh emblems and sayings, and two little plump
Welshmen on either side of me kindly trans-
lated them for me. They also told me with
great satisfaction in their tones that the
Suffragettes had been kept out that afternoon!
The band played the March of the Men of
Harlech. On to the platform came the Mayor
and other dignitaries, also the hero of the
occasion, David Lloyd George. The chairman
began to speak. Nothing happened then. Mr.
Lloyd George rose and commenced to speak in
his usual vigorous style. He may have been
speaking about six or seven minutes when
suddenly I heard Miss Coe from the back of the
hall shout: “And what about votes for women?”
Immediately pandemonium was let loose. Nearly
everybody rose to their feet. The audience
swayed hither and thither like a field of corn in
a gale. Shouts and yells filled the air. Mr.
Lloyd George was quite forgotten and he did
not like it. I could see him clearly from where
I sat. “I tell you what we shall have to do
with these women,” he muttered, * we shall have
- to put them in barrels and roll them down the
hill.” The fat little Welshman on my right said:
“Silly girl! There are a lot of dock-yard toughs
in here to-night. She’ll be killed.” Cheerful news
for me who had to go next! Tt must have been
a good ten minutes before order was restored
and the interrupter turned out.

Mr. Lloyd George now essayed to continue
his speech. I counted nine minutes as instructed
and watched for an opening. “The Liberal
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Party,” Mr. Lloyd George was saying, “ has not
had fair play.” Shutting my eyes (there are
many things one has the courage to do only
by shutting one’s eyes and forgetting all else) I
jumped up on my seat, stretched out my arm and
said: “Women haven’t had fair play yet.” I
sat down again not daring for a moment to
look up. The two Welshmen on either side of
me kept pounding my knees, shouting “ Will
you be quiet!” Yet I was the only quiet person
in the whole assembly. I felt as if I had put a
match to a powder magazine, for when 1 did
look up I saw a vast sea of faces vociferating
hate at me, and waving sticks and umbrellas
from the galleries above, shouting *Turn
her out.” Near me stood a steward, his face as
white as a sheet, in a pouncing attitude as of
one waiting to seize a wild beast. In front of
me sat a clergyman who turned around and
oround his teeth at me while his wife tried to
scratch my arms. 'There did not seem to be
anyone in the whole assembly with a sense of -
humour except one young man whom T de-
scried in the corner of a gallery convulsed with
laughter. The two old men on either side of
me began to shout, “ She won’t do it again.” So
I was left in. “Oh, how could you,” whispered
one old man to me, “to such a man!”

Word must have got around about the six
tickets, for I heard people: whispering, “ There
are only six of them. Wait till we get them all
out.” So at regular intervals, more uproars
occurred until all were gone and only T was left.
Then my conscience began to trouble me. Ought
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I, under these circumstances, to do it again, or
could I consider that I had done my bit? I came
to the conclusion that honour demanded I should
do it again. By this time Mr. Lloyd George,
feeling more at ease, was waxing flowery and
eloquent. ““ Friends,” he was saying, *the
Liberal Party will build the Temple of Liberty,
every brick in its place, every brick representa-
tive of some common interest.” I thought this
was so untrue anyhow, that indignation aided
my resolution. I rose to my feet. “ Sir, I said,
“you've left*out the woman’s brick.” Now I
received no mercy. Someone thumped me
violently in the back so that the word ‘brick’
shot out of my mouth as from a catapult. I was
hustled down the alleyway, shouted at by every-
one, pinched, pulled, pummelled, kicked, and
with my hat a ruin and my clothes pulled awry.
Indeed, I do not know what might have hap-
pened to me if a nice, big young policeman had
not stepped up and taken me in charge.

“You come along with me, Miss,” he said,
“I won’t let anyone hurt you.” He escorted
me outside where I was greeted with roars from
a vast crowd which had by then assembled in
the city square, drawn by what was happening
in the Opera House. ‘““ Here’s another suffra-
gette,” they yelled, “tell us all about it.”
Mounting a stone step I addressed an open-air
audience of vast dimensions, while we sold
every available copy of “Votes for Women” like
hotcakes. When the time came for us to catch
our train back to Bristol the crowd accompanied
us to the station like a triumphal procession.
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The porters rushed out of the station crying
“What’s all this?”  “ Suffragettes,” shouted
the crowd back. Then at every station until we
changed trains at Cardiff they jumped out of the
train and surrounded our carriage crying
“Speech! Speech!”

Thus did we break up the great Liberal Party
rally at Swansea, or rather we just asked a ques-
tion and the meeting broke itself up. In vain did
the chairman shout “ Hush!” and try to produce
order. No one listened to him. I suppose it
was really a case of mass hysteria. By that time
all England was nervous of a handful of women,
for it was never more.



CHAPTER VII.

ARREST

BUT bigger things were ahead. Christabel
thought that going to prison should not be left
to the London women only. She wanted volun-
teers from the country districts who, on their
return, would be able to ‘rouse the country.’
Imminent now was the much publicized ‘raid’
on the House of Commons. The authorities had
been strenuously searching for Mrs. and Miss
Pankhurst. They never found them. I can tell
why now. Many of my readers will remember
the irregular roofs of London. On a roof, lower
than all the surrounding ones, the Pankhursts
camped out in a little tent.

Christabel asked Annie to obtain local volun-
teers, who would come up to London to take
part in the raid. Annie tried hard, but could not
get one. Mothers and fathers and husbands put
insuperable obstacles in the way. As the time
drew near Annie’s face fell with disappointment.
“Never mind, Annie,” I said, “you can send me.”
She flung her arms around my neck with joy. So
on the eve of the great day I went up to I.ondon.
I did not tell my mother. She would have minded
too much. I went to a hotel and reported the
next morning for orders at the Headquarters in
Clements’ Inn. I found an air of suppressed
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excitement like a camp preparing for battle.
Mrs. Pankhurst and Christabel were in hiding,
so Mrs. Pethick I.awrence was in command. She
was not as cool as the other two. A huge map
of London was spread out. One by one Mrs.
Pethick Lawrence called us forward and told us
what we had to do. Suddenly she called me from
my corner, and also a girl from Manchester,
Mabel Capper.

“Now you two,” she said, “ I have a little job
for you.” She pointed out the door of the House
of Commons under Big Ben, just opposite the
Westminster Tube station. “ Now,” she said,
“how you will do this I leave to your own
initiative and judgment. The police will not let
you stand still a moment to-day. But you must
find some means of entering the House of
Commons by the Clock Tower door and make a
demonstration upon the floor of the house.” We
were dismissed.

It was 10 o’clock in the morning, and our
venture was timed for 8.15 that night. Already
huge crowds were milling all over L.ondon, out
to see the fun, for in addition to the advertised
Suffragette raid, the unemployed were also de-
monstrating. The police would not allow us to
stand still or to congregate in groups. 'The
stream of people drifted like a tide, directed by
the police, of whom there were an extra three
thousand drafted into London that night. We
found the House of Commons entirely sur-
rounded by police, standing shoulder to shoulder,
while most of the House was out on the terrace,
presumably to see the fun. Opposite Big Ben
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the police were lined up in two double rows each
side of the way from the Tube station and again
across that pathway were placed three single
rows. As soon as anyone but a member of Par-
liament arrived at the Tube station he was put
to the right or the left, outside the double cordon
of police. Mabel and I held a council of war.
Clearly we would not be allowed to linger there,
so we finally marched down the station as if we
were going somewhere, and perceiving in a dark
corner what looked like a pile of huge mail-bags,
we secreted ourselves behind them. There we
crouched in semi-darkness until the.fateful hour
drew nigh. Many people came and went; I
remember seeing Mr. Clynes arrive.

As the hour of our assault drew near, we held
another council of war. “It is clear,” said Mabel
Capper, “ that we shall never be able to get near
the Clock Tower door. But we must do some-
thing ; we cannot show the white feather. When
8 o’clock comes I will walk up as if I had just
arrived by train, and let the police put me outside
the barrier. Five minutes afterwards, you come
up and walk straight at the transverse barriers.
Of course they won’t let you through, but mean-
while I, who am used to open-air speaking, will
get up on some railing and exhort the crowd to
break through and rescue you.”

I never saw Mabel Capper again until I met
her late that night in Cannon Row Police Station.
She went and left me to the worst five minutes
of my life. I was so frightened that I was almost
sick. But as always, when one must do a thing,
one seems to rise above oneself, and a curious
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poise took possession of me. Was it that, I
wonder, which made a queer thing happen? I
shut my eyes and walked straight at the three
rows of police. To my astonishment they
opened their ranks and let me through! Who
they thought I was I cannot imagine. My heart
began to beat violently. I would be able to do
it! I would be able to do it! And so I would
have if it had been only the police, but as I was
trying to find my way in the bowels of the House,
I ran into three housemaids coming out to see
what was happening and they chivied me out
again.

Then a young policeman came up. “ What’s
all this?” he asked. I felt terribly foolish, and
could only reply that I wished to see Mr. Asquith.
“Aw! come off it,” he said. I vaguely remem-
bered that somewhere there was an ancient law
which ruled that no one could be driven away
from a certain distance around the people’s
house. So mustering as much dignity as I could
I told him that he had no right to drive me away
and that I would refuse to move. Whistling to
another policeman, the two men seized my arms,
one on each side, giving them a peculiar twist
which almost forced me to walk on my toes.
In this undignified position I was marched to
Cannon Row police station where I found
numbers of my compatriots already arrested.
On the way, of course, I was the butt of very
rude remarks, but crossing one street a young
man watching raised his hat with as solemn an
expression as if I had been a funeral!

They put us all in a billiard room and there
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we had to stay until the House rose, when Mr.
Pethick Lawrence came to bail us out. We were
to come up the next morning at 9 a.m., before
Mr. Curtis Bennett, the magistrate at Bow
Street. When I arrived I had to struggle through
a dense crowd. Inside the police court we were
called up in alphabetical order. As I was among
the Cs, my turn came early. Christabel flitted
about cheering us. She and her mother had been
arrested the previous evening.

By this time I was so tired I hardly knew
what was happening. I found myself in the dock,
with cameras clicking all over the court, and the
young policeman who had arrested me looking
extremely sheepish as witness. Mr. Curtis
Bennett was venerable and white-haired. He
told me that he would bind me over in two re-
cognisances of £60 each to come up for judg-
ment if called upon. “ What does that mean?”
I asked.

“Well, you see,” he explained kindly and
slowly, “ it means that you must find two friends
who will consent to pay a fine of £60 each if you
do this kind of thing again within a vear.”

“Oh! I answered, “I am sure I could not find
anyone to do that.”

His manner changed at once. “Oh! very
well then,” he snapped, “ one month.”

I was condemned and immediately removed
by the Bow Street jailer to await transportation
to Holloway Gaol. Christabel had then sent
down orders that all were to ask for a remand.
So seven of use went a week ahead of the others.

The Bow Street jailer appeared to be very
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much distressed. “I can’t bear to see all you
ladies like this,” he complained. IHe was very
good to us. He let our friends load us up with
bananas and chocolates, and send telegrams for
us. I sent one to my mother: “ Do not expect
to hear from me for a month. Just off to prison.”
I heard afterwards that on receipt of the news
one of my sisters burst into tears and the other
laughed. The Archdeacon called to com-
miserate with my my mother on her daughter’s
disgrace, but he did not know my fiery-spirited
mother. Although she hated Suffragettes, she
drove him from the house.

The day wore on, and at about 4 o’clock in
the afternoon the ‘Black Maria’ drew up at
Bow Street for us. The coach consists of a
double row of tiny cells with a policeman seated
on a chair between. I think the coach had no
springs, for when seated with the little door
against my knees, my teeth nearly shook out of
my head. Our jolly fat guardian was a kindly
soul. In with the seven of us were a few demon-
strators from the procession of the unemployed
of the night before, to be dropped on the way at
Pentonville Prison. As soon as we started our
policeman said: “ There’s a pore chap ’ere what
’asn’t ’ad no breakfast. Would any of you ladies
like to ’and ’im out somethink?” 'Through the
little gratings in our doors poured bananas and
biscuits and chocolate. Certainly the man got
a large breakfast, but whether it was a healthy
one may be doubted.

I was in the cell next the door. My spirits
were still high. Round my neck hung a scarf
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with colours of the Union and the words ‘ Votes
for Women’ printed on the ends. Seeing my
opportunity I squeezed my fingers through the
grating and let the scarf float out at the back
of the Black Maria; I was rewarded by a few
cheers from the outside. At first our policeman
pretended not to see what I was doing. Then
he pulled it in. “ Come, he said, “ none of this
‘ere,” and he tied the scarf around his own neck
in a large bow. I never saw it again. I wonder
if he kept it.

At Pentonville, we let out the male prisoners,
and the kindly policeman patted the breakfast-
less man on the back. “What you want,” he
said, “is a good sleep. They’ll look after you
all right in there, me lad.” By this time evening
was falling, and as the light faded, so did our
spirits sink. We drove under the portcullis of
Holloway Gaol and a sinister gloom oozed from
the very walls to greet us. We were first put
in a dark, damp underground cell and handed
tin mugs of particularly greasy soup. One by
one, we were called out, taken into a large room
with a big fire burning and wardresses attend-
ing, and standing on a sheet, we were made to
take off everything we wore. FEven combs were
not allowed us, only hair-pins. Clothed in a
short, coarse, unbleached chemise, stamped with
broad arrows, we were then weighed and a
description of our eyes, hair and teeth, et cetera,
written down. Then we were told to go and take
a bath and our belongings were rolled into a
bundle and put into a docket hole where they
remained for the month, so it can be imagined
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what they looked like when we put them on
again!

The bath was apparently only a hole in the
ground, fed from the bare ends of pipes. A kind
of scrubbing brush was there to wash with, and
a short gate, showing feet and head, with no
lock, shut us in . A prisoner was detailed to put
the prison clothes on our gates. She was a big,
fat, jolly woman, evidently aching for a chat.
Everywhere in the prison notices were affixed
“ Prisoners must preserve silence.” To speak
was a crime. The clothes were so queer I hardly
knew how to get into them. They were un-
bleached cotton and unironed. Petticoats and
skirts had broad pleats on a straight band made
to wrap around any size waist. Being in the
Second Division, the dress was green. We wore
an apron made of a blue checked duster. Another
duster was worn around the neck and yet
another was tucked into our belts as a handker-
chief. It had to last a week. On our heads we
wore white calico caps with tape strings. Stock-
ings were coarse like a man’s golf stockings,
with red stripes going round and round.

It was the corset which puzzled me. Surely
nothing like it has been seen outside the Ark!
I ventured to ask the big, burly prisoner how
you got into it. For a moment the attendant
wardress had gone for something. The prisoner
saw her chance of a ‘crack’. “ Well, dearie,”
she said in the terminology of the East Fnd,
“’ow long are you in for?”

“A month,” T replied, “how long is vour
time?”
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“Seven months,’
done two on ’em.”

“What did they put you in for?” I queried.

She ran out for a moment to see whether the
wardress was returning, then came close to me.
“ Nabbing a ticker, dearie,” she said in a hoarse
whisper, “I wouldn’t ’ave done it only I was
boozed at the time.” The wardress then appeared
and I was shown a huge flasket of shoes from
which I was told to choose a pair which fitted
me. They semed to be a species of clogs. Just
then a wild, hysterical fit of laughter greeted my
ears. Another Suffragette on the same errand
was there and the sight of me dressed like a
Dutch doll was too much for her risibilities.

We were then taken up to the clean and com-
paratively airy remand cells in a newer part of
the building. I have, however, seen cells in the
older parts of the building where women lived
in semi-obscurity. The tiny cell had one window
covered with ground glass through which noth-
ing could be seen. It could not open and air
came through a ventilating shaft. Furniture
consisted of a bed of three planks propped
against the wall, a wooden stool, a corner shelf
on which stood a straw mattress rolled up and
sheets and blankets, unbleached, with red stripes
and broad arrows all over them. On the top
rested a Bible, a hymn book and a little book
on hygiene in the home.

Here was my home for a month. I was so
tired that I was only too glad to fall into bed,
hard as it was. Lights were turned off from the
outside at 8 o’clock.

she sighed, “an’ I've only
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CHAP I EER VILL,

PRISON

THE day began in prison by the lights being
turned on from outside at 5 a.m. Soon a pail
of cold water was put into one’s cell with a scrub-
bing brush and some brick-dust and rags. With
these the cell floor, the plank bed, and the stool
were to be scrubbed and the little tins shone with
the brick dust. Then breakfast came along,
which consisted of a mug full of tea poured from
a huge tin with milk and sugar already mixed
in it, and one little loaf of a very coarse brown
bread, baked in the prison. Breakfast and tea
were always the same each day, tea consisting
of another brown loaf and a mug of strong
greasy cocoa. The dietary for lunch was hung
printed on the wall, and rang changes for three
days. Thus one day it would be a tin of soup,
with a potato in its jacket and a plain boiled
carrot; the next day it would be two slices of
cold New Zealand meat, with again the potato
and perhaps an onion; the third day it would be
haricot beans and bacon.

For the benefit of the Suffragettes the prison
doctor invented a vegetarian fare for those who
desired it. When I heard of it I applied. This
allowed a small pat of butter in the morning,
and for lunch it rang the changes as follows: first
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day, the potato, a carrot, a hard-boiled egg and a
mug of hot milk ; second day, the potato, the egg,
an onion and the milk ; third day, the beans with-
out the bacon, the potato and the milk. This was
really quite good food. The only drawback was
that the potato was quite often so black and full
of ‘eyes’ as to be practically uneatable, and the
egg was often bad. Still the milk was always
rich and good.

Our bedding was rolled around and stuck in
the corner shelf while the board-bed was set up
against the wall. I found the wardresses were
very particular about how this was done. A
prisoner was brought in to show me. The cell
had a slate and this was used to roll the sheets
and blankets around so that their red lines
showed outwardly like a stick of peppermint.
I always did it beautifully because there was so
little else to do.

The first day in prison is always spent in
solitary confinement, which means that one sits
in one’s cell all day with nothing to do and
nothing to read except the Bible; to meditate, I
suppose, upon one’s sins. That first day was
only broken by the arrival of the chaplain, with
many attendant wardresses. He was a kind,
little Irishman with a receding chin. He began
telling me how shocked he was to see a woman
of my up-bringing in such a position. Then he
noted down that I could read, write, et cetera,
and finally asked me what religion I professed.

“Well,” T answered, “ the family is Church
of England.”

“And what are you?”
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“A Theosophist,” I replied.

“ Good heavens!” he cried, “whatever is
that? Is it one of the new fancy religions?”

I afterwards instructed him about ‘astral
bodies ’ etc., and he used to become so interested
that it aroused the curiosity of the wardresses,
who would put their heads in to see why he was
staying so long. But, alas! I am afraid he dis-
cussed my remarks with the assistant chaplain,
a much more virile person, who always preached
to us on Wednesdays, for this gentleman would
'suddenly bring out statements in his sermons
such as “some people would tell you Buddha
was as good as Christ.”

Our little chaplain had one bee in his bonnet.
He was convinced that all crime was the result
of drink. Hence he preached every Sunday about
the ‘ great dragon of drink.

Chapel took place every day at 9 a.m., and
to be deprived of it, where alone we heard the
other women’s voices, was considered a great
punishment. We stood at our cell doors with
our numbers pinned on. From my entrance I
had become no longer a person but ‘ No. 9’, and
so was always hailed by the wardresses. The
order was given to march and we filed down
to chapel. Here we were overlooked by ward-
resses seated on high seats. We tried the trick
of speaking to each other through a hymn tune.
For instance, while the prison was singing
¢ Abide with me’ we would chant to the tune,
“How are you feeling? Never say die, keep
your spirits up,” etc. But the wardress in charge,
a slow, stupid, but good-natured girl, discovered
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this. She always treated us like a lot of naughty
children. “Now, now,” she would say, “you
mustn’t do that. Just you stop it.”

I always knew the new prisoners in chapel
because they often wept, and sometimes I would
hear them during their first night hammering
the door and calling. I do not wonder, for one
feels like a rat in a trap. One girl whose cell
was beneath mine kept hammering and crying
to such an extent that at last a wardress opened
the door. ‘“Now whatever’s the matter?” she
enquired, “ what do you want?”

“I want my mother,” sobbed the girl.

“Fancy calling me for that!” answered the
wardress, slamming the door.

Poor child! caught in the gin of a brutal,
uncomprehending social system. I used to
wonder in prison what good it could ever do
anyone. All responsibility is taken off one’s
shoulders, all human relationships, all human
ties broken. One becomes a number, living a
life nicely calculated to destroy all self-respect,
all initiative, all hope. I would imagine that
after a long term of imprisonment a man’s in-
telligence would become so numbed that he
would be more defenceless than a baby when he
finally left. I had my principles to uphold me.
What of those who had none, who were like
stupid, brutalized, bewildered babies? I looked
at their faces in chapel. None looked wicked,
only stupid. There came a day when a red
screen was set up in the gallery of the chapel.
A murderess was attending chapel.

After the first day of solitary confinement
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" work was given to us in our cells. It consisted
at first of making the bags which the postmen
carry. It was hard work and tough on our
fingers. The work wardress perambulated the
prison with a prisoner in attendance. She was
a good  woman, kind and sweet and humane,
and let me talk to the frail little prisoner who
carried the work. This one had been condemned
to five months’ imprisonment for pawning two
shirts, for the making of which she was paid
sweated wages, to get food for her children.
Now her chief fear was for those little ones
whom she was not allowed to see after her con-
demnation.

“What will happen to them?” I asked.

“Oh!” she replied, “I expect the neighbours
will look after them.”

And that I have always seen, the charity of
the poor to the poor. It far surpasses the easy
charity of the rich.

But all wardresses were not like this one.
Some of them were fiends incarnate, shouting,
vulgar viragoes, not fit to have charge of human
beings. My particular wardress was a thin,
voung Cockney who conceived a real affection
for me, as I for her. I thought prison had not
affected me, but towards the end of the month,
I found my nerves giving way. Without a
minute’s warning I could not prevent a flood of
tears. This upset my kind wardress. She looked
about for something to cheer me. At last she
found it. “ Well, T must say, Nine,” she said,
in her Cockney voice, “as ow you do fold your
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bed something beautiful. I've been telling them
all down the ward about it.”

What am I reduced to, thought I, that that
should cheer me up? But it was the kind thought
which cheered. After I left prison I sent her a
little silver-backed prayer-book, but the chaplain
returned it saying that the wardresses were not
allowed to receive gifts from prisoners.

The matron was a wicked woman. I don’t
know when I have met a worse. She was every-
thing that Dickens describes so often. Unlimited
power had made her into a fiend. If a prisoner
crossed her in any way, she would turn white
and scream like a fiend from hell. She had her
favourites and used them as spies. What a hell-
hound she was!

Fveryday we were sent into the prison yard
for an hour’s exercise. Between the gloomy
buildings two large paved circles were let into
the yard. Those with long legs were placed on
the outer circle, the little women upon the inner.
We were kept seven feet apart so that no con-
versation was possible. A wardress at each end
of the circles saw to this. “March!” one would
say, and off we went around and around.

“Reverse!” another would say at the end
of half an hour, and we would walk around the
other way.

I remember when first the other remanded
Suffragettes appeared in the exercise yard. The
prison clothes are much of a size and absolutely
shapeless. Tall Miss Wentworth-Shields had a
skirt nearly up to her knees. Tiny ‘ General’
Drummond, the wee Scotch lady who was the
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London organizer, even with tucks taken had to
hold up her skirts. Of course she was put on
the inner ring, and appeared to have what looked
like the spur of a cock sticking out from behind
each leg. I determined when near her on the
other circle to see what it was. The prison
stockings were far too large for her, so the heel
stuck out half-way up her leg!

For mental food we had the prison library,
brought round in a flasket twice a week. The
literature was of the mildest order. I took out
a bound volume of The Strand, and discovered
several pages missing. Thisaroused my curiosity.
By dint of much deciphering through inky era-
sures in the index, I found what had been eli-
minated : stories of prisoners’ escapes and excit-
ing episodes like that.

The governor of Holloway Gaol was a thin,
nervous little military man. Occasionally he
came around, attended by the matron and a bevy
of wardresses. Theoretically a prisoner had the
right to see him and complain if she wanted, but
woe betide the prisoner who ever took advan-
tage of that right. Her word would never weigh
against the word of an official, and the matron
would take it out of the unfortunate prisoner
afterwards.

Every now and then we had a kind of state
visit from a Magistrate and a Member of Parlia-
ment. When this occurred wardresses were
extra particular about the cleanliness and order
of our cells. I remember the Matron telling me
to be sure and curtsey nicely when they came,
but I inwardly swore that no power in heaven
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or earth should make me curtsey to anyone.
Along came the tall, thin Magistrate and the fat,
bovine-looking Member of Parliament, shoved
their heads in my door, asked me if I had any-
thing to complain of, and departed without wait-
ing for an answer. One day the young doctor
came and stared at me. He also asked me if I
had anything to complain of, and again did not
wait for an answer.
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Myself when young.



CEETEAS DR [ bR ESIEX

I LEAVE PRISON AND THE W. S. P. U.

BEFORE I leave prison, I must describe a
great riot which took place one night. For a
time we were allowed to sit for an hour in the
prison corridor, and do our work together with-
out speaking. One afternoon someone surrepti-
tiously passed me a piece of lavatory paper on
which was scribbled, “ When the wardress gives
the orders for the return to cells, refuse to move
and demand the Governor.”

The hour came to an end, and the slow, good-
natured wardress who was in charge told us to
go up to our cells. No one moved. ““Oh, come
now,” she said, in her motherly voice, “fold up
your work nicely and go upstairs.” Again no
one moved, and the poor wardress began to
look quite nonplussed. Suddenly behind me a
voung Suffragette burst into violent sobs. That
decided me. I rose to my feet.

“I do not know what this is all about,” I
said, “ or for what reason we are demanding to
see the Governor. For my part I am going to
my cell, and if any of you feel like me, you had
better do the same.” Six or seven rushed after
me and we reached our cells.

Then began a fearful pandemonium down-
stairs. The Matron was fetched. She shrieked,
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raved and stormed. No result. The Governor
sent word that he refused to come, as we could
always see him at nine o’clock in the morning
each day. At last Male Warders were imported
from somewhere, who carried the resisting Suf-
fragettes to their cells. To this day I do not
know why Miss Wentworth-Shields originated
the idea, but Mrs. Pethick Lawrence explained
to me afterwards that all these things were done
“to embarrass the Government,” though it did
seem to me that the only people embarrassed
were wardresses doing only their duty.

Next morning only one cell door was opened
for chapel — mine. “ Come along, Nine!” said
my wardress in honeyed tones. I attended
chapel alone. During the morning a magistrate
arrived and all the delinquents were had up
before him. They all received sentence of three
days’ solitary confinement on bread and water.
Miss Wentworth-Shields, being the leader, was
sentenced to five days. The ones who had fol-
lowed me were merely deprived of chapel for
three days.

But this is where I learned to know the
depths of the matron’s perfidy. She came to my
cell later, on her face the sliest, vilest smile.
“You've got something to tell me, haven’t you?”
she said. It was some time before I could con-
vince her that I had nothing to tell her, and
would not play the part of a spy.

Although the days dragged fearfully the first
week of prison, as time went on I grew accus-
tomed to the solitude and quiet, and the time
went more quickly. I used to wonder if possibly
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there were a war and we knew nothing of it. The
day came when my term was up. Seven of us
were to be released that morning, leaving the
prison gates at 8 a.m. The chaplain came to
see me, as was his duty. “Oh, my dear girl,”
he said, “ do give up that dreadful Theosophy.”

Outside the gates a crowd was waiting, with
a band and a big brake labelled ‘ Mr. Asquith’s
Prisoners’. At the gates my mother and sister
appeared, having come up from Bath to greet
me. Weall got into the special brake and moved
off accompanied by police and headed by a band.
What we all looked like I cannot venture to
describe. Prison had turned my skin a kind of
buff color and the clothes we wore had been tied
in a tight bundle for a month!

We arrived at a hotel where Mrs. Pethick
I.awrence and officials were waiting to welcome
us. A breakfast was spread, and at each ex-
prisoner’s plate a wee brown roll was placed to
remind her of the prison bread. An army of
reporters sat on one side. Mrs. Pethick Law-
rence made a fine speech and we all had to try to
reply. But it all seemed a dream to me, and I
must here set down the record of a very curious
condition of consciousness which I found to be
mine on leaving the silence of prison for the
noisy, outer world again. It lasted several days
before it finally faded away. Nothing seemed
real. T felt T was all the time looking at a cine-
matograph show, at painted people upon a
painted picture. I did not wish to talk. I had
got used to silence. I could not eat. I had
become used to so little in prison.
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Chrisabel and her mother were left behind
for a much longer term than ours. During
exercise time Christabel continually broke the
regulations by running after her mother to kiss
and hug her. Hearing this from us, Mrs.
Pethick L.awrence was incensed. She rose to
her feet with impassioned fervour. She exhorted
us to go and tear down the walls of Holloway
with our bare fingers. She would appeal to the
Home Secretary, only she knew he would not
receive her. Who else would try? T jumped up.
I would. “This child shall go!” cried Mrs.
Pethick Lawrence, with the dramatic intensity
which always characterised her.

She gave me a sovereign for expenses, and
told me to take a cab to the House of Commons,
to try and see the then Home Secretary,
Viscount Gladstone, son of the famous William
Fwart Gladstone, and ask him to give orders
that the Pankhursts should be allowed to meet
and speak.

Off T went to the House of Commons. A
fat policeman met me. Yes, the Home Secre-
tary was there, only he could not see anyone.
He was far too busy. I sent up my card. The
policeman came back with a refusal. T sent it
back again, writing on it: “I have just come
out of prison this morning. I must see yvou.”
Presently, after some time, I saw a tall, elegant
voung man sauntering down the stairs with an
expression on his face as if he were going to
get rid of an importunate female, but when he
saw me his countenance miraculously changed.

“Oh, my dear girl,” he said, sitting down
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beside me, “have you only come out of prison
this morning? How dreadful! Have you had
any breakfast? I am sure you ought to have
something to eat.”

I assured him that I had breakfasted, and
went on to tell him what I wanted to see Lord
Gladstone about.

“I don’t disapprove of votes for women,”
he told me. (He was Sir Robert Harcourt.)
“T am sure all my factory girls would vote for
me.”

We got on very well. “TIl tell you what
we will do,” he said, “Tord Gladstone is very
busy this morning. He has to receive a depu-
tation of Licensed Victuallers about the Licens-
ing Bill. You go away and have a good lunch,
and come back at 2.30 and I will take you up to
see him myself.”

At 2.30 T was back again and Sir Robert
conducted me up long and winding stairways
till I found myself in a smallish room, con-
fronting Viscount Gladstone, Sir Robert Har-
court and the Permanent Under-Secretary, Mr.
Troupe. With the exception of Sir Robert,
they looked tired, weary, dull men. I sat on a
sofa and addressed the three. What I said, I
do not now remember, but the outcome was
good, for TLord Gladstone sent immediate
orders to Holloway that Mrs. and Miss Pank-
hurst were to be allowed an hour’s exercise
together, and during that time they were to be
allowed to talk.

The next day I went back to Bath, where
Annie Kenney had arranged a meeting in the
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Guildhall for me on coming out of prison. That
meeting was entirely broken up by an organized
band of hooligans, who obtained entrance, I
feel sure, with the connivance of the authori-
ties. Neither Annie nor I could make ourselves
heard. In vain did Annie implore them to be
Englishmen and sports. A very ugly spirit was
clearly gathering. ‘The chairman whispered
that he could get us out the back way. Annie
went, telling me to follow her. But my pride
(perhaps my vanity, who knows?) and fighting
spirit were aroused. I felt I would rather die
than give away before such scum. “No!” I
said, “I am going out the front way and be
damned to them!”

Annie was wiser than I was. Never shall I
forget the mob that surged round me. They
were mostly boys and youths, but they had lost
every vestige of human expression. They
seemed to be dominated by a kind of evil
‘group-soul’. Every eye was glassy and
vacant, every mouth round with the same booing
ing sound. I can understand from that ex-
perience the problem of mob violence, and how
it is that respectable citizens find themselves
participating in a lynching. Demos can be a
great and ugly god.

Soon I was back in Bristol, taking up things
again. Christabel must have approved of me,
for suddenly an offer came from the supreme
command for me to go to London to be trained
under ‘General’ Drummond as an official
organizer. During my training T was to be
paid £2 a week. How pleased and proud Annie
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was! I was to leave for London in the new
year.

But as the time grew nearer, more and more
insistently a warning voice spoke within me.
“No! No! No!” it said, and my heart grew
heavy with doubt and presage. At last it
became so clear that I had to follow it. The
day before I should have gone I telegraphed
Christabel Pankhurst that I was very sorry,
but I was not coming after all. I was returning
to work for Theosophy. Annie wept when I
told her. Even my disapproving mother could
not understand why I was giving up what was
a magnificent opportunity for what seemed a
whim. But still something spoke within me:
“ Not that way. That is not your way.”

So I went back to teaching and to the Lodge
in Bath. How tiny and dull did the meetings
seem after the tremendous élan of the great
fight. But my heart was at peace. I knew the
way would open up. I knew my life’s work
was coming. And six months afterwards it did.
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CH B FUTER X
I BECOME A THEOSOPHICAL LECTURER

THE Theosophical Society in England was
then a much smaller affair, both in numbers
and prestige, than it is now. For a long time it
had been led and dominated by that eminent
Greek and Coptic scholar, Mr. G. R. S. Mead.
He was a fascinating lecturer with his leonine
head and cultured manner. The FEnglish
Society’s headquarters in those days were in
Albemarle Street among dignified clubs. It
was very like a man’s club itself then. There
was a comfortable smoking room, full of deep
leather armchairs, where Mr. Mead, Mr.
Faulkner, Mr. Kingsland, Mr. Wells (an ex-
Catholic priest) and many others gathered.

I remember my first Theosophical Conven-
tion. It was a very stormy one. Colonel
Olcott had just died, nominating Mrs. Annie
Besant to be his successor. The Colonel had
been made President-Founder for life, and he
alone had the right to nominate a successor.
All other Presidents thereafterwards are elected
every seven years by the votes of the whole
Society and are nominated by the members of
the General Council consisting of every
National General Secretary and a few other
notable officials. T heard many times after-
wards of the extraordinary happenings which
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had taken place at the International Head-
quarters of the Society at Adyar, India, just
previously. Having the right to nominate his
successor the dying President was much exer-
cised in his mind as to whom he should thus
choose. A powerful party in England, headed
by Mr. Mead, wished him to nominate Mr.
Bertram Keightley, an old student and co-
worker of Madame Blavatsky. The Colonel
himself thought Annie Besant a better choice
on account of her fine presence and powers of
speech and her tremendous devotion to the
work.

The tale I heard afterwards from two eye-
witnesses of the occasion, Mrs. Marie Russak
Hotchener, a great personal friend of Colonel
Olcott, who was present at Adyar where the
dying Colonel lay, and his nurse, Miss Renda,
was substantially as follows (I think I have
remembered correctly). The Colonel suffered
from a bad heart which necessitated his sitting
up supported by pillows night and day. Mrs.
Besant was also at Adyar, but that afternoon
had gone in to Madras, seven miles away, to
take a meeting. The door of the Colonel’s
room opened and three magnificent looking
men walked in. Miss Renda recognised them
at once from pictures she had seen. She said
that the Rajput, always called the Master
Morya, went to one side of the bed. (I must
here interject that few people know the real
names of the Adepts which are words of power,
so we know them by pseudonyms. ‘Morya’ is
the name of the princely dynasty this Adept
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once belonged to.) Although the Colonel was
not supposed to move, at the sight of his be-
loved Guru, he jumped out of bed to salute him
in the Indian form of salutation to a superior.
The Master put him back into bed while
another, the Kashmiri Brahmin, called by his
Thibetan pupils, ‘ Koot Hoomi,” went around
to the other side and fluffed up the pillows.
The third, the Egyptian Master, Serapis, stood
guard at the door.

Of course, both Mrs. Russak (as she was
then) and Miss Renda had to leave the room,
but through the door they heard a good deal
and Mrs. Russak wrote down everything which
is now preserved in the archives of the Society
in Adyar. Answering many of the Colonel’s
doubts and questions, the Adepts told him that
in their opinion his own intuition was right
and that Mrs. Besant was the best person to
lead the Society after his death. How right
were their words, as later events proved.

The Colonel was so overjoyed at this blessed
meeting that before he died he wrote a letter
to be sent to every Theosophical Lodge in the
world telling them of this and of his joyful
nomination of Mrs. Besant as his successor.
Reception of that letter was very mixed. By
this time many years had passed since the days
when the Adepts were continually appearing at
Adyar and elsewhere to help with their advice
and approval. Many members said and
thought that either Mrs. Besant had engineered
this herself, although she was away in Madras
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at the time, or that it savoured too much of an
ordinary spiritualistic communication.

When the copy of the Colonel’s letter
reached our little Lodge in Bath our president
read it to us. “I suggest,” she said, “that we
do nothing about this. It sounds to me like
just another spiritualistic message.”

This was too much for me; in spite of my
usual shyness I sprang to my feet. “ What,” I
cried, “do you mean by that? Have we not
always wished that our Masters would come
again to us physically as they used to do in
the old days, and now when it happens that is
all you have to say.”

I was backed by the secretary, Miss Fox,
and soon after that I found myself at the
ensuing I.ondon Convention, where a fearful
storm broke. The Vice-President, Mr. A. P.
Sinnett, told us very pontifically that he pro-
posed to take no notice, as to him it seemed
mediumistic. Mr. Kingsland got up and called
on the Masters to come forward and let them-
selves be examined °‘like any other pheno-
mena’. Mrs. Besant, whose hands were tied
since she was in the chair, asked to be relieved
of that post and then gave us a most impas-
sioned address upon the reality of our Masters,
many of whom she knew personally. She was
afterwards elected International President by
an enormous majority of the members’ votes.

Convention the following year was again
a scene of terrible turmoil. Mr. Mead had
nominated his own secretary as the English
General Secretary. (All national sections elect
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a General Secretary or President yearly.) An
opposing party who did not wish the great
Blavatsky Lodge under Mr. Mead to dominate
the Iinglish section any longer, nominated a
rather little known Quaker lady, Mrs. Sharpe,
daughter of the well-known silk manufacturers,
Courtaulds. Mrs. Sharpe quickly toured the
English Lodges, explaining all that was involved
in the proposed change and was elected by a
majority of six votes. Mr. Mead with nearly
the whole of the powerful Blavatsky Lodge, so
big that it could almost outvote the rest of the
section, went out of the Theosophical Society
and formed an independent body called The
Quest.

Under Mrs. Sharpe the Headquarters were
removed from Albemarle Street to a sunny flat
in New Bond Street at the top of a series of
flats and offices. ‘The new Executive Com-
mittee were now meeting there monthly and
at one of their meetings they considered the
proposition of a rather wealthy Birmingham
member who had promised £50 as the salary of
an organizing lecturer for one year, if the Com-
mittee would appoint one. Up to that point,
the Society in England had never employed
the services of a full-time, paid lecturer, all
work having been done by voluntary assistants.
Miss Fox of Bath was a member of the Execu-
tive Committee at that time and she it was who
suggested me as having had experience with
the Suffrage Movement, and feeling sure that
a Suffragette must know how to speak and
organize.
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I first heard the news that the Committee
had appointed me when I was in London for a
convention. Mr. Allen of Glasgow came out
of the Committee Room and took me by the
arm. “I am happy to be the first to tell you,”
he said. “that the Executive Committee has
appointed you the first national lecturer.”
(At first I was named the organizing lecturer.)

Deep joy, but also a certain amount of fear
filled my heart. How glad I was to be able to
work officially for what to me was a sacred
cause, but could I really do it? After all I was
not then a very good speaker and had only a
little experience. But I knew I must try. I
acted upon a principle which has ruled me all
my life. My heart had been dedicated to the
service of humanity through the Theosophical
Society from the moment that I heard Colonel
Olcott describe the great Adepts. I lived but
to do Their will in the service of men. If this
now presented itself, it must be Their will, and
so, in the long run, I could do it. I hid my
qualms and said I would try to fill the post.
Ah! how glad T am that I did. For it has given
me my life’s work and many, many, precious
experiences.

I set out on my first tour with only one
lecture properly prepared and with my shy dis-
position and youthful inexperience. But as I
went on my ability and power grew. In those
early days fifty was considered a large audience.
Later I was able to draw over a thousand, but
that was not yet. I found that I learned as I
taught. Never in all my life have I lectured
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without a further flash of insight being added
to my store. 1 had never been to school or
college, never taken a lesson in elocution, yet
by dint of ‘ trying it on the dog’ in the shape
of small audiences, I was evolving a successful
technique. Later I was told that I made most
successful use of the ‘ pause,” perhaps what an
actor would call ‘ timing,” and that I was adept
at appropriate quotation. The pause came
naturally to me for I found that without it an
audience did not have time to ‘take in’ what
was said. Instinct told me when, and how
long, to use it. Quotations were, I expect, the
result of dendrons growing to my brain cells.
If one pursues one branch of thought for a
long time, it invariably becomes co-ordinated
and inter-relationships are set up with kindred
subjects. I remember when this happened to
me in a very complete fashion. For years there
remained certain lacunae in my scheme of
thinking. Suddenly one day they filled up.
Fverything became one vast co-ordinated
whole. It was as if a great panorama
descended all around me and from this vast
background I took what was needed, generally
in response to the subconscious need of the
audience. I did not use notes. True, I would
put a connected frame-work of from three to
five or more headings upon a postcard, but I
never looked at it during a lecture, for I found
that to remove one’s gaze from the audience
for one second broke a sympathetic link, a
rapport, which had then to be re-established.
1 did not know this all at once, but I know
it now.
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At the end of six months I was fairly
fluent and assured, acquiring unconsciously
what is called the platform manner. Beginners
get stage fright from the fact that so many
eyes are focussed upon them. I can truthfully
say that now, unless very nerve-tired, I am
totally oblivious of the fact that a number of
people are looking at me, and probably remark-
ing my appearance. The same is true of seeing
one’s name in the papers, in newspaper inter-
views, on hoardings and so forth. At first I
was thrilled; now it cannot produce a stir of
interest in me, and I have never, as some
speakers do, kept a record of all my engage-
ments and press reports.

At the end of that six months the General
Secretary, Mrs. Sharpe, called me home. She
explained that although the salary of £50 for
the year was not exhausted, no more funds
were available to pay travelling expenses. I
had loyally tried to keep those as low as pos-
sible, accepting the hospitality of members in
whatever circumstances. I stayed with miners
in lancashire and acquired an enormous
respect for the men and women who live in
such discomfort. To put me up, the husband
and wife would probably give me their own
bed, themselves sleeping on the kitchen table
instead. There would be no bathroom, one
had to try to get clean in a tiny basin. If it
was winter time, my hostess would melt the
ice in my water jug with boiling water. Tea
was always made and just put on the hob. At
intervals my hostess ‘warmed up’ my cup from
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the mixture on the hob which might now be
black as ink!

But what dears they all were! A pathetic
love of learning moved many of them. I knew
a miner who had spent seven years of his life
working in the mines at night. He slept during
the day yet managed to acquire a big library
and to learn to play more than one musical
instrument. That same man once told me how
sometimes in the dead of night in the mines,
alone as a watchman, he could hear tiny feet
pattering and knocking, and the whisperings—
of the trolls, he thought.

On one occasion snow lay heavy on the
ground. I had only one pair of shoes with me
and the snow had peeled the soles from the
uppers. I was due at a meeting among the
miners. How could I go? The woman next
door offered to lend me her clogs, and in them
I went, finding them dry and warm, if inelastic
to the tread. The delight of the audience when
[ appeared in clogs was immense.

“Why didn’t you wear a shawl, too?” they
shouted, “ then you would have been one of us.”

Yes, the British working-man is the salt of
the earth, despite his prejudices and narrow-
ness. His sense of fair play, chivalry, his
genuine kindliness of heart cannot be excelled
anywhere in the world. Now, after so many
vears, having lived with so many different
nations, I can still say that kindliness is the
great characteristic of the British; they are
the most humane people on earth.
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CHAPTER X,
LIBRARIAN AT HEADQUARTERS

THERE being no funds to send me lecturing
any more, the Executive Committee made me.
the Librarian at our Headquarters, at a salary
of 30/- a week. That sounds incredible nowa-
days, but money went very much further then.
Anyway on that I lived with a sister who par-
tially supported us by typing. We had two
clean unfurnished rooms in Hampstead, and
beginning with two beds, we started house-
keeping. My £6 a month did not always pan
out, but mysteriously an extra job always
turned up if that happened, such as being
asked to look up something in the British
Museum, or a payment of a back debt suddenly
arrived. My duties did not end with the
library; I was responsible also for arranging
the lecture room for lecturers, notifying the
weekly speakers and chairmen, and buying for
the teas which were served every afternoon. I
used to buy cake by the pound on my way
down in the morning, learning by experience
how much was likely to be needed.

We had a most amusing old charwoman,
Irish Mrs. Duffy. In the afternoon she put
on a cap and apron to serve tea. Alas! She
had a habit of taking a drop too much. I
remember a dreadful afternoon when Mrs.
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Duffy sang loudly in the wee kitchen, and with
her cap terribly awry, carried in the trays at a
very dangerous angle. Between Mrs. Duffy
and the smart lift man, whose breast carried
many military medals, a relentless and never-
ceasing war was waged. Sometimes he would
_refuse to take her up, and I fear he bullied her
terribly. She would tell the fearful story to
me with many “ Ho”s and head tossings. She
had her inhibitions. Once she locked herself
shrieking and trembling in the kitchen because
an inoffensive foreign member, arriving early,
had tried in broken English to ask her some-
thing.

IFor eighteen months I remained Librarian,
and my knowledge of books was enormously
amplified, for we had, and still have, the best
and fullest library of occult and mystical
literature in the country. The former Librar-
ian, sweet, gentle Miss Melville, never dared
to insist on a proper registration of books
taken out, so I found there were some 400 books
missing when I took over. I put a notice in
The Vahan, as the journal of the English Theo-
sophical section was then called, and got back
seven! I also found scattered among the
books some that had belonged to Madame
Blavatsky, marked with annotations, witty or
serious, in her handwriting. These I put to-
gether in a locked case.

While Librarian I became a convinced
Baconian. I noticed that we had a number of
books on this subject and moved by curiosity,
I read some of them. It was Harold Begbie’s
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Tragedy of Sir Francis Bacon that finally con-
quered me. I have been a Baconian ever since.
Every day, two hours before the Library
opened, I had to come down to dust all the
books. Those who know London know what
I.ondon dust in open bookcases can be. Many
people, especially some young girls, would con-
gratulate me on the happiness of being able to
work for Theosophy all day. If only they had
such a blessed opportunity! Now, the task
of dusting books was a heavy one, so I asked
six young girls who talked to me like this to
come one day a week each for two hours in
the morning to help me dust the books. Will
it be believed that at the end of a month only
one of the six remained, and she would insist
on putting the books back upside down! I
think efficiency is a rare commodity, and far
more people talk than act in this world.
Interesting people came into the Library
sometimes; I remember particularly Mr. Shaw
Desmond, the writer, who rushed in one day
and said he wanted to join the Theosophical
Society because he could remember his past
life. He told a wonderful tale of a life as a
gladiator in Rome, but I think he has published
this in book form now. Another interesting
person who used to frequent our Library was
Clifford Bax, the poet. The last time I saw him
he had a beard, but in those youthful days he
was a clean-shaven man with lovely golden
hair and a drooping attitude like that of a
wilting lily. I liked Mr. Bax very much, in
spite of his ‘preciousness’, for he had a keen
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sense of humour. Mr. Cyril Scott, the composer,
was also a visitor occasionally. 1 afterwards
stayed for quite a long period at that house in
the South described by him in his Initwte
books, and I knew ‘Chris’ whose name was
Nellie Chaplin, very well indeed. I have been
present at some of their meetings, and have
a very good idea as to the various persons
represented in the Initiate books.

Another famous person who often came in
was Mr. Daniel Dunlop, the organizer of a
world-wide Federation of Electrical Engineers.
He was Irish to the core, and had once been
part of the famous Theosophical Group in
Dublin which had numbered among its ad-
herents W. B. Yeats and George Russell (A).
An ardent devotee of Willlam Q. Judge and
the youngest of his forty-seven disciples, Mr.
Dunlop had followed Judge when the latter
broke away from the main Society and founded
in America what was known as the Point
l.oma Theosophical Society now resident at
Covina, Californa. He could not get along
with Judge’s successor, Mrs. Katherine Tingley,
so he returned to our Society, though later he
left us again to join the Anthroposophical
" Society under the leadership of Rudolf Steiner.
That is quite a common practice in the Theo-
sophical Society; so many attracted by the
thought, drift in and out. A small proportion
can never leave it again; for them it is life and
eternity.

The Sunday lectures were always at 7 p.m.
Every week I reminded both lecturers and
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chairmen of the date and time. Yet on one
occasion Dr. Haden Guest, now Lord Guest,
the lecturer, did not turn up until eight o’clock,
and the chairman not at all. ‘The audience had
assembled and was waiting. What was to be
done? I gave a lecture myself, until Dr. Guest
hurriedly and crossly entered, he had forgotten
the time.

Once we had Raymond Duncan, the brother
of Isadora, to lecture for us. The retiring
Librarian, gentle and proper Miss Melville, was
then in charge. Shall I ever forget that occa-
sion? Raymond Duncan, his wife and child,
always wore, even in the l.ondon streets, hand-
spun garments, in the style of Ancient Greece.
Unforgettable was Miss Melville’s polite con-
sternation when she opened the door to a hand-
some man in a short Greek tunic, arms and legs
bare and with long hair flowing over his
shoulders! He talked to us about the diatonic
scale of nature and how folk music naturally
followed it. He described to us how the native
weavers of Greece brought about the patterns
in their material by following the rhythm of
the songs they sang. His lecture was very
interesting, but its effect was marred by the ill-
repressed giggles of some young people-in the
audience who could not conceal their amuse-
ment at the lecturer’s garb.

The Library, during the lunch hour, became
the resting-place of derelict actors and other
people down on their luck.  One heavy German
lady would come in, monopolise the whole fire,
and unfold enormous sandwiches from brown
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paper wrapping. Two actor friends, one very
tall and one very little, came in nearly every
day pretending they did not want any lunch.
I will not mention their names for the little one
is now a famous stage-manager, and the tall
one became a Bishop. But in those days they
often had not enough to eat. One day they
burst in together, laughing. On my enquir-
ing the cause of their merriment, one said;
“Well, we didn’t know whether we ought to
come in so much, so I said, ‘ Let’s go in and
ask Miss Codd about her soul!’”

The tall one introduced me to a friend, the
famous Mrs. Montague, who unwittingly killed
her child by excessive punishment. She was
well-bred and clever, but the hard and sinister
note about her made me sure that she was a
sadistic neurotic.

I met a lovely friend in the Library, a
beautiful woman who sang like an angel. She
had learned by the famous bel canto method,
and her voice was a deep contralto. She was
married to a Jew, and always told me that she
was glad as Jews are the best husbands in the
world.

A Jew who was an ardent Socialist used to
frequent our Headquarters. I could not help
disliking him at first. He seemed so dirty and
untidy, with greasy hair in ringlets, and always
grumbling about the people’s wrongs. One day
I said to myself that this feeling of mine was
not right. I must try to see the good points of
my béte moire. So when next he came in I
made myself greet him warmly. The effect was
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miraculous. He thawed at once, and used to
show me his good feeling by leaving half a stick
of chocolate on my desk when I went out to
lunch. When I left for India soon afterwards
he came to see me off, and on this occasion
gave me a whole stick.

Dr. Haden Guest, by then our new General
Secretary, had noticed that ‘Bozzy’ as we all
called him, and I, were always arguing. So
one day he announced that he had arranged a
debate between Bozzy and myself; I was to
take the side of ‘individualism’ (although
privately I did not approve of it) and Bozzy
the side of ‘socialism’ while Dr. Guest would
invite his brother, a Liberal lawyer, to come
and ‘adjudicate’ between us. The great day
arrived. Feeling generous I offered Bozzy the
chance to speak first. He accepted with alacrity
and walking over to where I sat, shook hands
with me, like a prize fighter entering the ring.
When the fastidious lawyer rose to ‘adjudi-
cate’ he said that it was impossible to do so,
since the two. speakers never touched each
other. One flew along in the sky and the other
crawled along on the ground, hence no meet-
ing-point was possible. But Bozzy afterwards
became a great and valued member of our
Society.

Of course we had some funny ones come
into our Library. I remember two clairvoyants
of sorts who would sit for hours, ‘getting
things’. Omne would say to the other: “ What
do you get?” 'This man claimed that he was
a reincarnation of Marshal Ney, so it can be
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imagined how he got teased when the first
world war broke out.. IHe thought that men
should not cut their hair, consequently he wore
his in a little knob behind.

It was a great day with us in the Library
when Mrs. Besant visited us. I remember her
asking me why I was looking after books
instead of lecturing. I could not tell her that
we had no money. “I would think,” she said,
“that the other life suited you best.”

One day she went to pay a visit to the Theo-
sophical Publishing House, some way further
down the road. We all trooped after her. An
old lady who was with me kept jumping her-
self and me ahead of the lines in front. When
I asked her what she was doing that for, she
whispered: “ Walk in the aura, Clara.”

Mrs. Besant would come over to us every
year or two. Her son Mr. Digby Besant would
2o to Marseilles to take her off the ship as she
was a bad sailor. I remember when the Execu-
tive Committee decided to take the big venture
of hiring the Queen’s Hall for her. As she
always came in the summer time, London
would be more or less denuded of many im-
portant people, yet the seats were sold out in
no time. I acted as steward, holding the
orchestra seats entrance, when she gave those
wonderful lectures about the Changing World.
It drew such crowds that mounted police were
in the streets. My door was stormed by people.
One woman burst into tears when I would not
let her in without a ticket. “I have come
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fifty miles for this,” she wailed. 1 wished I
could let her in, but I had no right.

Mrs. Besant had no chairman. She did not
care for chairmen. She came alone to the plat-
form, always dressed in white. She wore
beautiful flowing white silk garments, but I
know that she never acquired them herself. 1
think she did not mind what she wore. They
were usually made for her by wealthy friends,
who would commission her daughter to get an
old dress as a pattern, for Mrs. Besant had no
time to be fitted at dressmakers. She would
mount the conductor’s rostrum in the Queen’s
Hall, pull off her white gloves and begin.
Although so small (she was only five feet high),
she gave the impression of majesty and
strength. Such was the dignity and power of
that little lady that as she entered the audi-
torium the vast audience of over three thousand
people instinctively rose to their feet.

What was the secret of her power? Her
eloquence was undeniable — she and Gladstone
have been named as the two foremost orators
of the Victorian age. She had the old oratory
of that era, full of magnificent gestures and
flowing periods. Her diction was so good that
her lectures could be taken down wverbatim, and,
printed afterwards, would read like a Mac-
aulay’s essay. Indeed most of her books were
never written, but are lectures taken down like
that. Mr. Digby Besant would take the whole
front row in the Queen’s Hall, and then invite
friends to come with him. Once he invited me,
and as T sat there with him, looking up at his
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great mother, as she entered upon one of her
long paragraphs, he turned to me and whis-
pered: “You know, I am always a little afraid,
when mother embarks upon one of those long
sentences whether she will get safely to the
end.” He once wrote a charming little article
for a magazine, called What I think of Mother ;
in it he said that if he wanted to have a word
with her, he had to go and have breakfast with
her.

But it was not Annie Besant’s magnificent
oratory that kept an audience spell-bound. It
was her flawless sincerity, her immense whole-
hearted belief in her mission. After all, there is
no power on earth that can equal complete
sincerity in touching the hearts of men. The
ancient Indian sage, Patanjali, says that when
a yogi has become entirely true (and how many
men are really true all through?), his words
and his deeds become full of power.

I was there, too, when many years later,
Annie -Besant gave her last lectures in London.
She had already begun by then to fail a little.
Her voice was softer, and sometimes she would
forget just what she was saying. The last
lecture of the series had to be taken by Mr. Max
Wardall, Mrs. Besant having fallen ill. As she
talked to us then, such a strong feeling came
over me that never again would we hear that
golden voice defending the weak and the op-
pressed in Queen’s Hall. I said so to her
daughter.
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“Clara,” she answered, “1 have the same
feeling, and so I am. keeping my ticket as a
memento.”

Many other people evidently thought as we
"did, for Mr. Hannen Swaffer, the famous
journalist, who is now a great spiritualist,
wrote in the papers that as he listened in the
- Queen’s Hall to Annie Besant, he felt that he
was listening to the ‘swan song of a pro-
phetess’. And he also wrote that she was the
greatest and noblest woman of her century.

Well, they were great days, and I am so
glad that I was there. Another change in life
was approaching me. A wealthy business man
in Liverpool, who all these years since has been
my dear and valued friend, Mr. Joseph Bibby,
manufacturer of oilcake for cattle, had heard
me lecture during my late six months’ tour in
the North. He lived in a beautiful house and
grounds near Birkenhead; and all his eight
children, six boys and two girls, lived with him.
I never met a happier family. They never
quarrelled and when the sons married, they
built another house near their father’s. Two of
his sons were killed in the first world war and
another was badly wounded. Mr. Bibby was
a Lancashire man to his dying day, in spite of
his great wealth. His great delight was the
editing of his famous Bibby’s Annual. Many
will remember its outstanding articles and its
gloriously reproduced pictures. The articles
were his way of helping the Theosophical
Society, though he also gave large sums of
money, too. Sometimes I would go with him
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to picture galleries of all kinds to find pictures
to reproduce in his magazine. Because he
would accept no advertisements, he lost, so he
told me, a regular £1,000 a year on his
journal. But he willingly lost it because of the
good it did. It had a circulation all over the
world of about one million. As far away as
New Zealand did I discover Bibby’s Annual.

Mrs. Bibby was a frail, sweet little lady of
Quaker extraction. She confided in me one
day that Mr. Bibby had insisted on her destroy-
ing all his old love-letters to her, for she
started life with him in a working-man’s cot-
tage. But there was one she just could not
burn! She read it to me, saying, “ Dear
Joseph was always such a scholar.” I smiled
at the stilted, Victorian language, but darling
Mrs. Bibby pressed it to her heart. We heard
her husband’s quick steps coming upstairs.
She hid the letter quickly, for she said: “ He
does not know that I have kept this one.”

Often have I stayed at the Bibby’s home.
The first time I went there, the youngest boy
and girl met me at the train. I noticed they
were convulsed with giggles. At home Mrs.
Bibby said to me: “You won’t mind, but the
children were so funny. I asked them if they
found you easily, and they said, ‘Oh! yes
Mama, there was such a strong smell of fish
about.””

“Why aren’t you lecturing?” Mr. Bibby
would say to me. I could not tell him that there
was no more money to send me around lecturing,
though he must have known that.
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A new General Secretary was elected, Mr.
James Ingall Wedgwood, a young and attrac-
tive member of the famous Wedgwood family.
I knew him quite well because he had stayed
with my mother in Bath when she used to put
up lecturers. In those early days he was young
and handsome and full of spirits. I remember
his chasing my young sisters around the house,
flinging pillows after them. When he got tired
of that he would come into the drawing-room
to my mother and me and locking the door
against the teasing crowd outside, say: “ Now
let us have a little esoteric talk.” He was
psychic and would get so interested whenever
he caught sight of a thought-form. He had
a remarkably rich and winning voice. I could
have listened to his lectures for his voice alone,
though they were always original and interest-
ing. He chose very occult sensational titles.
Not always did his words live up to them so
I asked him one day why he chose such titles.

“Because,” he replied, “ you get the people
in by them, and once you have got them in,
then you can talk to them.”

Mr. Wedgwood told me that he wanted me
back in the lecturing field. Did I know anyone
who would help them out with funds? I went
to my friend, Mr. Bibby, and he, with Lanca-
shire perspicuity, said: “I think you ought to
learn something before you teach others, don’t
you?”

Now a wealthy Englishman, afterwards Sir
Charles Harvey, had built for Mrs. Besant on
the sacred ground of our Headquarters at
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Adyar, near Madras, India, a block of students’
quarters, and Mrs. Besant had announced that
she would throw these open to approved
students for a two-year course. The upshot
was that Mr. Bibby proposed to send me there
for two years. Oh! how thrilled I was, for
never had T dreamed that I would ever be able
to go to Adyar. Mr. Wedgwood wanted me to
stay and lecture in England, but I went to see
Mrs. Besant, who was then in ILLondon, and she
counselled me to go out to India at once. So
I set sail almost immediately, and thus another

door opened on the tremendous pilgrimage of
life.
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CHAPTER XI1.
ADYAR

TI—IIS was my first long voyage and my cabin
mate was a happy young girl. I have travelled
extensively since, but never once in all these
vears have I had an unpleasant companion.
The gods have been very good to me there. I
was a vegetarian, had been so for some years.
Not for any ‘occult’ reason, but because our
home in Bath had been near a slaughter yard,
and that finished me. I saw a drover kick
along a tired sheep whose legs bent under it
with fatigue. I do not blame the drover; he
had to get it there somehow. I saw a young
bullock rush out into the street, with his face
bashed in by an inexpert pole axe. The Jugger-
naut of to-day is our soul-less, mechanistic
social system, that places value on things and
possessions before the happiness of persons.
The struggle now is between two opposing
ideas of government: that the people exist for
the State, or that the State exists for the happi-
ness and well-being of its individuals. In ancient
India, the King was held personally responsible
for any crime, misery or want in his kingdom.

Being a vegetarian presented difficulties in
those days not experienced now when fresh
salads and fruit are carried and most ship’s
menus often include a vegetarian dish. That
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first voyage I existed on potatoes, turnips and
carrots, whose flavour I varied with Worcester
sauce, mustard, etc. But my unusual diet gave
rise to a very unpleasant happening on that
journey. To save my patron’s pocket I had
travelled second class. Opposite to me at the
table sat a Dundee woman, married to a Ger-
man jute manufacturer in Calcutta, with her
three flaxen-haired children ranging in ages
from twelve to eighteen. From the first she
seemed to resent my not eating meat, and used
to make unpleasant remarks about it.

Matters came to a climax in the Red Sea
where the whisky-drinking members of the
passenger list fell ill with fever, and the heat
was intense. One day a baby swallow fell on
the deck at my feet. Its poor little wings could
carry it no further. I picked it up and put it
to rest on my berth. The wretched little Ger-
man girl saw it, and crept into my cabin. Soon
she was walking about the deck with the bird
in a chocolate box, saying that she was going
to put it in a cage when they reached Calcutta.
I gently took the bird away from her explain-
ing that it was my find. Presently her mother
came out on deck and walked up and down
before me as I sat with some friends, calling me
names I had never heard before!

“Oh! Miss Codd,” said the sweet lady I was
with, “ do stop that dreadful woman.”

I rose to go to my cabin to escape such
vituperation, and was met in the gangway by
the eldest daughter, who asked me in angry
tones where that bird was, and when I refused

108



to let her have it, struck me over the nose with
a book she had in her hand. From behind me
the mother sprang and seized my hair, pulling
my head back, while she put her knee in the
small of my back, shouting that she was going
to scratch my eyes out. I squeezed them up
tight in case of injury, while the daughter con-
tinued to pummel my face with her fists. Sur-
rounding ladies called for help while a young
missionary with whom I had talked often, stood
by, white and shivering, without attempting to
move. I was saved by an Indian lascar who
dragged me away into his pantry and
tremblingly mounted guard in front of me.

“I not let them get at you, Missie,” he said.

By this time other people had come up and
the Captain was sent for. The ship’s doctor,
always three sheets in the wind, put ice on my
already swollen and discoloured face. The Cap-
tain at first tried bluster and threatened to put
us both off at Colombo.

“Captain,” I said, “ please look at me and
tell me whether you think I am that sort of
person.”

“No,” he muttered, while the Dundee
woman murmured something about my “airs.”
The final result was the complete boycotting of
the family and two of their men friends by the
whole of the ship for the rest of the voyage, and
I was warned by the First Mate never to travel
second class again because of the rough speci-
mens they often had.

When at last T reached my cabin, the cause
of the dispute, the tiny swallow, was dead. So
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next day a little Scotch boy, whose dialect was
so broad I could scarcely understand him, and
I held a funeral service for the little bird by
slipping it through a port hole in a little box.
Another brutal thing I saw the mother do was
to fling a little black kitten out into the ocean
after it had scratched in self-defence when her
voungest child was mauling it. - I wanted the
Captain to rescue it, but he laughed. I can
assure my readers that the kitten swam after
the ship for some moments. But when I
arrived at Adyar, I still had a yellow-green
mark over my nose!

Port Said was my first contact with the
Fast. The ship was at once infested with mer-
chants and {fortune tellers. A silly young
Foyptian was telling me such nonsense that I
told him to go away.

“Wait, Missie, wait,” he said. “1I fetch my
master.”

Presently a little man with a serene and
charming face appeared. He told me to dig a
pin in the Koran, and then, opening it, he pro-
ceeded to read my future. I have seen hun-
dreds of fortune tellers, and most of what they
said never came true, but the words of this one
did as I afterwards remembered.

We patrolled the town of Port Said, where
I bought a topee. Outside the shops the
vendors shouted their wares. One sweet shop
proprietor was shouting: “Turkish delight.
Turkish delight! Very good for the stomach
in the morning.” I went up to him.

“You. know you are telling lies,” I said,
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“you know it is very bad for the stomach any
time.”

He gave me a sweet smile. “Yes, Missie,”
he said, “but all in the way of business.”

We arrived at Colombo where I spent a
day and a night at the famed Mount l.avinia
Hotel, attended by charming little chamber-
maids, dressed in white lacy jackets and wear-
ing flowers in their hair. The men wore white
sarongs and had their hair piled up on their
heads with a big round comb. The Singhalese
are a small race with very neat little features
and are all Buddhists. I sat having tea, in the
famous hotel at Colombo, watching the palm
trees which had been almost blown over by the
sea winds. I rode in a rickshaw for the first
time, although I hated having a sweating
fellow-being pulling me in front. The next day
we went on to Madras.

We arrived rather late in the evening, and
I felt quite bewildered. I was not used to the
shouting, pushing coolies, trying to catch one’s
attention. But a kind young man got me a
carriage, had my box put on it in front, and
gave directions for the drive to Adyar. Night
was now falling, and my driver started off with
many whoops and yells. As is so often the case
in the East, the poor thin horse had never been
properly broken and my driver seemed to think
he could get him along with many yells and
arm-wavings. The carriage was extraordin-
arily ragged and broken down. I was appalled
by the skeleton-like appearance of the horses
and dogs, as well as the starved condition of
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the population. I learned afterwards that the
poor never have more than one meal a day, and
that is inadequate, and the animals only what
they can find. Perhaps Mr. Beverley Nichols
is right and one of India’s great problems is
over-population. However, I noticed one won-
derful thing at once, the ‘atmosphere’ of India.
A sensitive person cannot help feeling that he
is standing upon holy ground, upon the Sacred
IL.and of all ages and nations.

At last I approached the Adyar River, and
over the long bridge caught sight in the moon-
light of the red and white Headquarters build-
ing of the Theosophical Society. We turned
in at the gate and drove up to the students’
quarters, Leadbeater Chambers, as it was
named. There I found Miss Dixon, an Aus-
tralian nurse, who was in charge of the cham-
bers. She showed me into a room furnished
with a good wardrobe, chest of drawers and
a string bed, with a thin straw mat on it, and
then left me. Sinking down in the dark on the
string bed, I said to myself: “I am here! Iam
really here.” 1T tried to sense the keynote of
the place. An immense and steady peace per-
vaded it. Even strangers visiting us would
always remark on that, and I felt I was in a
mystic “ powerhouse” from which currents
reached unseen to every quarter oi the globe.

I awakened next day to the light and colour
of an Indian day. It was mid-October and all
activities were in full swing. Adyar at its
fullest accommodated about a hundred Euro-
peans and fifty Indians. These latter dwelt in
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their own fashion in an Indian village in the
centre of the compound called “ Vasanta
Puram,” which means “ Besant Village.” They
had an Indian restaurant, the Bhojansala,
which I have often visited, as 1 greatly prefer
Indian food to ours. Indian meals must have
six flavours, bland, sweet, sour, bitter, salt and
hot or pungent. FEven their fried potatoes
have little black savoury seeds in them.

The Europeans dwelt in different parts of
the compound, which was so large that it took
quite a long time to perambulate all of it.
There was the main Headquarters near the
entrance. It was a T-shaped building, greatly

- enlarged since the days of Madame Blavatsky,

and comprising a large lecture hall, the walls
decorated in bas-relief with the symbols of the
various great religions and a marble statue of
H. P. Blavatsky and her co-founder, Colonel
Olcott. The ground floor also comprised the
magnificent library, the Sanscrit part being
one of the best in the world. A learned German
scholar, Dr. Schrader, was then its custodian,
and he was assisted by a Dutch journalist,
Johann van Manen, who could speak several
languages, among them Thibetan. Mr. van
Manen had once been the editor of a Dutch
newspaper, and so had learned to turn the
night into the day. You could always find
him sleeping in the daytime, his bungalow
room piled high with newspapers.

Mr. van Manen gave me my first insight
into The Secret Doctrine. He held a class in
it every morning at 9 o’clock, and took enor-
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mous pains to bring illuminative and amply-
fying details from other sources. So thorough
was he that we spent several months over the
proem alone.

Upstairs was the ‘drawing-room,” seldom
used, and Mrs. Besant’s two little rooms, and
across the way, over the library, the Shrine
Room, the E.S. Room, and Mr. ILeadbeater’s
large room lined with books.

Let me describe the ‘Shrine Room’. It was
a tiny little room sandwiched between Mr.
ILeadbeater’s large, airy room, and the room
dedicated to meetings of the Esoteric Section.
Between this room and the Shrine Room were
beautifully carved sliding doors, which at meet-
ings were opened. No one was allowed to
enter the Shrine Room without authority, and
no servant ever entered it. We removed our
shoes at the entrance. It was washed and
cleaned by devoted members. The floor was
marble and at the junction of the sliding doors
the Sacred Word, AUM, in Sanscrit characters,
was let into the floor in marble mosaic. On the
wall opposite, enshrined in a kind of reredos,
hung the two large paintings done by Herr
Schmiechen, under Madame Blavatsky’s guid-
ance, of the two Indian Adepts chiefly
responsible for the formation of the Theosophi-
cal Society. Around them were placed other
paintings of different Adepts and one of the
Master Jesus phenomenally produced by
Madame Blavatsky.

Perhaps I should say here that, with one
exception of which I know, no portrait of a
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‘ Master’ has been taken frdm life. If the
artist is sufficiently intuitive and impression-
able, his visualization can be guided and
corrected by a seer present as he works. That
some of the portraits thus produced may not
be particularly satisfactory from the artistic
standpoint does not matter. The picture
provides a physical focal-point for the centering
of thought on the part of the devotee, and for
the answering response on the part of the
great Original, whose attention is thus sub-
consciously attracted. After a time this brings
about the complete ‘ magnetization’ of such a
portrait. Perhaps some people have noted a
similar phenomenon in a lesser degree with the
photograph of one dearly beloved, looked at
often. The picture becomes ‘alive .

In the Shrine Room hung, too, the little
Chinese-style drawing which the Master Dwal.
Kul, a Thibetan, drew of the valley in Thibet
near Shigatse, where the two Indian Adepts
live. Living in Adyar one could obtain per-
mission for a half-hour’s solitude in the Shrine
Room each day. Meditating thus upon the two
portraits of the Adepts I became conscious of
the centripetal and centrifugal flow of influence
from the two. The power of the Master M.
seemed to envelop one from without; that of
his brother Adept to well up from within one’s
very soul.

Leaving the Headquarters building and
walking along the Adyar River to the sea one
passes through a coconut grove in the midst of
which a tank is sunk, covered with red and
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white water lilies. By day the grove was full
of gorgeous butterflies and birds. Lizards and
chameleons abounded, and hundreds of charm-
ing little squirrels danced along. Underfoot
sometimes writhed a snake. I remember being
struck by the undulating rapidity of their
movement. No wonder their form is the age-
old symbol of the rhythmic flow of the universe.

One particularly gorgeous lizard was called
a ‘ bloodsucker,” because the throat of his bright
yellow body turned red with anger or fear. I
once saw a blood-sucker surrounded by a
slowly advancing ring of crows intent upon his
destruction. He was rushing at the crows first -
in one direction and then another. I drove
away the crows and then he rushed at me!

The squirrels were small and grey with
three brown stripes on their backs. Charming,
cheeky little beasts they were and so noisy!
Some of our members told Mrs. Besant that
they could not meditate because of the squeak-
ing of the squirrels.

“ I<xcellent practice in concentration for you,
my dears,” replied our great lLeader, whose
own will power and resolution were phenomenal.

There is a charming story the mothers tell
their children in India of how the squirrels got
their brown stripes. In the days of the divine
King Rama, when his beautiful wife, Sita, had
been carried away by the demon king and
locked up in his castle in Ceylon, King Rama
sought the aid of the king of the animals,
Hanuman, the monkey-god, to rescue the
Queen. Hanuman called all the animals from
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the jungle to help in the great work. The little
squirrel came, too. They reached the shores of
India and decided during the night to build a
bridge to Ceylon. King Rama said that he
would give a prize to the animal who did the
most work. All night they laboured. The
little squirrel wanted to help, too, but what
could she do? She could not fell trees as did
the elephant. She bethought her of how she
could help a little. She dipped herself in the
sea to make her fur wet, then rolled in the
sand, and running to where they were working,
shook off the sand which had clung to her fur
on to the building bridge. This she-did without
cessation all night long. When the morning
dawned, the bridge was built and King Rama
called all the animals before him, and asked
who had worked the hardest.

“The elephant,” shouted all the animals.

The King shook his head. He called the
squirrel before him. “No,” he said, “I saw
the little squirrel dipping in the sea, rolling in
the sand, and shaking it all off again on the
bridge. She has worked the hardest, and I
shall give her the prize.”

And stooping down the divine King placed
his hand in blessing ,on the little squirrel’s
back. Thus, ever since that day, every squirrel
has borne the three finger marks of King
Rama’s hand upon its back. This is a typical
Indian folk-tale. The point of the moral is
that it is not size and show that count most.
How like a people who place saintliness above
wealth and spirituality above power.
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In India the wells are worked by a man
stepping backward and forward on a cross
pole set up over the well. Another man below
catches the bucket as it descends and guides it
into the well. As they do this they both sing
a chant with an answering response. All
primitive peoples sing as they work. I have
heard a wonderful harmony from Zulu work-
men and also from Italian stevedores. India
has a folk-tale about this. Once a holy
sannyast died of thirst because he could not
find a well. The king of the country was so
horrified that he ordained that whenever water
was drawn the drawers must sing, so that any-
one passing by would know that water was
near.

At night the palm grove looked wonderful.
Overhead shone the white splendour of the
Indian moon. The breeze made the palm
leaves crackle. Underneath all was dark and
still. We took lanterns to avoid treading on
snakes.

On the other side of the palm grove was
situated Blavatsky Gardens, which was set
apart for house visitors who came only for a
short while. It had once belonged to a Moslem
gentleman, and was reputedly haunted by the
ghost of one-of his wives. One night when I
was sleeping there, an invisible fairy-like form
pressed itself down on the side of the bed in
which T slept. I sat up at once, and there in
the moonlight looking down at me through
the open window from a telegraph pole sat two
darling baby grey owls, side by side.
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Further on, one came to Leadbeater
Chambers, a block of some thirty little apart-
ments, each containing a sitting-room and a
bedroom, separated by an arch, and a little
Indian bathroom. This last consisted of an
edged floor, sloping down to a hole. At the
higher end stood a huge earthenware pot of
water, with a little dipper attached. Bathing
is accomplished by dipping the water out of the
large pot and pouring it over one’s self. Iead-
beater Chambers was a large, white stucco
building. I once went to dine with some people
who lived opposite it on the other side of the
river, and they told me they called it the
‘wedding cake’.

Soon one comes to the sea where the wide
Adyar River flows into the ocean. Just before
it reaches the sea, the river flows around a
large island in the centre of the river and every
day a herd of cattle would swim over to the
green grass of the island. I noticed that they
were always led by a magnificent white bull,
with, like all Indian cattle, a big hump on his
shoulders. One day I saw a little calf trying
to swim over with his mother. He became
frightened and bleated painfully. Did his
mother take any notice of him? Not a bit.
He had to swim or sink. I was relieved to find
that he finally made it. The cattle would stay
there all day, and when evening came, the old
bull would lead them home again. Often, too,
to be seen on the river were the nearly mnaked
forms of the fishermen. With only a little
loin-cloth on they would stand on their tiny
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~ boats and throw nets to catch the fish. As
most native people, they often sang. Here is
the free translation of a fisherman’s song:
“Oh! my Beautiful, come into my heart,
What is the song without the singer?
And what is the singer without Thee?
Oh! my Beautiful, come into my heart,
And set its music free.”

At the mouth of the Adyar River a heavy
sandbank has been built up of silt and when
the tide is very low one can walk right across
it from Madras. Rounding the corner till we
face the Bay of Bengal, we come upon another
house, ‘ Olcott Gardens’. The Swiss treasurer,
Mr. Schwarz, used to live upstairs there, while
downstairs dwelt Dr. Schrader with his wife
and their fairy-like little daughter, Sita. Further
off still lay ‘Damodar Gardens,” where on
account of its distance from the other buildings
people with children were housed.

Adyar was almost a self-supporting com-
munity. There were a large number of cows,
superintended by a young Australian farmer; a
steam laundry directed by an American lady;
an electric power plant run by an English
engineer; and a compound shop, kept by an
Indian member.

There was also a big publishing house, a
hive of activity, and a printing press, run by a
dear, old Indian member, Mr. Sitaram Sastri,
who had known Madame Blavatsky. Type was
set up under his direction by little boys of
twelve, who did not know a word of the
language they were printing.
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The climate was very bearable and beautiful
for six months of the year from October until
March. After that date the heat became
increasingly terrible. When the wind dropped
it was so bad that often one went to bed at
night with the sheets hot to the touch. We
all wore the least possible clothes. Many
adopted the Indian garments, the sart for
women and the dhoti for men. Perspiration
was so profuse that many of the men wore
towels around their necks to soak up the
moisture. For the two years that I lived there
I never wore shoes, except to go into Madras.
I went bare-foot in the winter and wore sandals
in the summer when the hot sand would other-
wise have burnt my feet. The consequence was
that I lost every vestige of a corn, but instead
added a thickened sole to my foot, which
peeled off when I returned to wearing shoes.
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CIHEAVPLIESR S EXSTNLT.

LIFE AT ADYAR

WHAT was a day in Adyar like? Each day
was just like another, and we were so happy
we never wanted to leave the compound. We
all rose at 5 a.m. and meditated in our own
rooms from 5.30 to 6 o’clock. In that part of
India the sun rises and sets at almost the same
time all the year round, and the twilight is very
short and swift. Some ardent devotees would
walk down to the Headquarters building, for
at 5.30 every morning Mrs. Besant would go
into the Shrine Room alone to meditate. So
some of our people went into the E.S. room
next door to be near her as she meditated. I
tried, too, but gave it up, for many Indian
members congregated there and as Hinduism
enjoins ceremonial bathing, but never mentions
soap, the heavy atmosphere of wet bodies
successfully prevented the necessary serenity
of thought.

At 6.30 our ‘boys’ brought chota hazri, the
little breakfast, to our rooms. It consisted of
a pot of tea, two slices of white toast with the
queer white buffalo butter, jam and a banana.
After that we all set out on our different
avocations. The publishing house absorbed
many, and the beginners were generally put to
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addressing the envelopes of the monthly
Theosophist, which went to all parts of the
world, or to reading proofs for the magazines
and books published there. For a week or two
I worked there much enjoying the merry com-
panionship of the other workers, but Mrs.
Besant put a stop to that.

“You have to be a lecturer,” she said, “ so
you must study. I do not want you to work
elsewhere.”

So I began a long course of study which
has stood me in good stead ever since. 1
divided Theosophical subjects under several
headings, and devoted two months to each,
exploring books in every direction. At the end
of two months I wrote a précis of a lecture
upon that subject. I found that it was not wise
to make these too elaborate, so I simplified
them and wrote the notes upon plain postcards.
To this day I carry with me a bundle of these
postcards containing notes of lectures. I after-
wards discovered that Mr. Leadbeater did the
same.

At 11.30 a.m. a big meal was served for all
in the large dining-room at I.eadbeater
Chambers, with curry and rice, chapattis, salads
and sweets. Colonel Olcott’s old native butler
was responsible. There were generally one or
two vegetables common in India, the egg-plant
and little furry, green things called ‘ladies
fingers’. Fruit was not so plentiful as in
Furope. Strawberries were grown for the
Furopeans, but the hot climate robbed them of
their essential flavour. Indian fruit mostly
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consists of the famous mango (it should be
eaten in a bath!), the custard-apple, small
oranges and tiny bananas, and a coarse kind of
enormous fruit called a jack-fruit.

After lunch, most people retired, during the
heat of midday, to their rooms for a siesta,
but some intrepid spirits went on working. At
3 o’clock the boys again brought us tea and
toast. Then at 6.30 p.m. dinner was served
in Leadbeater Chambers, and at 8 o’clock we
all gathered on the famous ‘roof’ for the
nightly meetings. These were very informal
Hardly ever was there any set programme. A
large blue and white carpet rug would be laid
over the space between the two main buildings
upstairs, and on this the Indian members sat
cross-legged. Meanwhile the European members
accommodated with chairs and forms sat
around it. I am bound to say that often the
position of FEasterners and Westerners got
reversed. Under a veranda roof two large
basket armchairs were placed with an electric
lamp on a small table. Here our venerable
leaders sat, and with their white hair, looked
like the father and mother of the family. Only
Mrs. Besant was the ‘father’. Her very
presence produced order, and obtained control.
When ‘C.W.1.” alone was there, the meeting
could get a little out of hand, showing the
difference between the First Ray aura (of Mrs.
Besant) which is electric and positive, and the
more magnetic Second Ray atmosphere (of Mr.
I.eadbeater).

The procedure at each meeting was always
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the same. The Manager of the Publishing
House, the thin, tall Parsee, Mr. B. P. Wadia,
would collect our questions, written on slips
of paper, during dinner. Then seated on the
ground at Mr. Leadbeater’s feet, he would
hand them up one by one. Sometimes the
questions  provoked intensely interesting
answers; sometimes not so much so. In any
case they were all taken down in shorthand
and were afterwards sorted, forming the
groundwork of many a book.

The evening gatherings were the event we
looked forward to all through the day. I was
- a little surprised at first that the food was so
good and abundant, and that there seemed a
complete absence of any organized discipline or
study. I had imagined a monastic strictness of
life. But Mrs. Besant explained that to us.
We do not attain to wisdom by ill-treating the
body and no discipline is so valuable as that
which we impose on ourselves. She told us
that in the glorious and intense atmosphere of
Adyar, an ‘atmosphere’ plainly to be discerned
even by the most psychically obtuse, we were
veritably, as it were, in the Master’s ashrama.
His magnetism pervaded the whole place.
Therefore, if we were wise, we would try to
open out our higher, intuitional selves to it,
that we might ‘grow as the flower grows,
unconsciously, but eagerly anxious to open its
soul to the air.’ (Light on the Path.) 'This
higher growth was often stultified by a too
keen development of the reasoning and critical
faculties. We should leave the finding and
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tabulating of facts to the time when we would
be again in the world.

“While you are here,” she said, “ suspend
thought a little, and try to feel instead.”

This is all in line with the ancient Indian
tradition which considers the physical presence
of the teacher of far more value than anything
he can teach by word of mouth. And this
subtle truth is beginning to be recognized by
the foremost thinkers of the world. ‘ Culture is
far more the subtle outcome of a steady back-
ground than from anything taught in books,’
to quote Dr. Alexis Carrel in his world famous
book: Man the Unknown.

Mrs. Besant also warned us that living in
that highly stimulating atmosphere, we must
expect potent reactions. They generally took
one of two forms. Either we grew irritable, or
we became depressed. Dr. Mary Rocke, a
missionary doctor, who suddenly arrived to
visit us, was a victim of the depression wave.
She had to leave, but came back later. She had
not been a member of the Society a year, when
the Master K.H. put her on probation. A
charming Scots lady, normally gentle and
sweet, suddenly grew so dictatorial and manag-
ing that we all had to laugh! It was so unlike
her usual self. We used to call such mani-
festations ‘ Adyaritis’.

Interesting visitors sometimes came to
Adyar, and were usually accommodated in
Blavatsky Gardens. 1 remember Count Her-
mann Keyserling. He stayed with us for a
week, and every day someone féted him. He
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came to the Roof meetings and talked to all
of us in turn.” As clearly as yesterday I can
see his tall form, with the pointed beard, and
his kindly, but supercilious blue eyes. I think
he was always a little superior and looked upon
us all with a slight disdain. He afterwards
wrote about the Society and its leaders in his
Travel Diary of a Philosopher.

A celebrated actress, who was unhappily
married to a leading actor-manager, came to
stay a week with us. She was so pretty, and
rather gushingly sweet as an actress often is.

“Oh! you dear people,” she cried one day,
“you are all alike, you all have the same
expression in your eyes.”

Of course we were curious to know what
that was.

“Well,” she said, “it is just as if you each
had, some time in your lives, seen something
really beautiful.”

I knew what she meant. Such thought as
is ours awakens the intelligence and the spirit,
and so the eyes begin to live, for they are
-always the ‘ windows of the soul’. If we con-
sider the eyes of people sitting opposite in a
train or tram, what dull eyes we shall see, what
unhappy, bewildered ones. The most hopeless,
unhappy eyes I ever saw like that belonged
to a Christ’s Hospital boy of fourteen. What
had they done to him that he should look like
that?

Occasionally a visitor, generally a relative
of some member I knew, would call on me. 1
can recall the mother of an ardent young
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member coming to tea with me in Leadbeater
Chambers. She was evidently immensely in-
trigued at seeing the inside of our domain. She
peered about everywhere with a bright and
eager gaze and asked me many questions. The
row of ten little apartments opened out on to
a common veranda on each storey of the
building. Next door to me dwelt a young
Scotsman, Mr. Thomas Crombie, who was a
very wealthy young man and liked to sport
very beautiful, blue satin dressing-gowns. My
visitor was quite excited to hear this.

“(Oh!” she said, “I suppose you have quite
a lot of love-making going on here.”

I assured her that love-making was un-
known. I wonder if she believed me. All
Madras considered that we were an ‘abode of
love’. We were supposed to live entirely
promiscuously, whereas the simple truth was
as I had stated it. I remember how one day
we were sitting in a circle on the sands, the
tide being low; across the sand-bar came a
group of young people intent upon picnicking
on our shore. Their faces as they passed us
can better be imagined than described. But
nearly all visitors, even the most obtuse, would
remark the marvellous atmosphere of peace
that dwelt there.

Sometimes we had little parties, celebrating
birthdays and similar events. We always knew
what kind of cakes there would be. for our
native butler could make only one sort! little
¥idney beans with pink or green icing  And
when we assembled every one did his particular
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¢ parlour-trick . These, too, we knew by heart,
of course. but that did not matter. Mr. Kirby,
a bank manager who was married to a beauti-
ful Italian countess, could play like Paderewski.
He also had one other accomplishment. e
could sing comic songs, and Mr. ILeadbeater
would roar with laughter as Mr. Kirby rolled
them out one by one. Thomas Crombie could
recite Rudyard Kipling’s “Baa! Baa! Black
Sheep”. Miss Mary K. Neff, an American
school teacher, who was a great friend of minre,
always favoured us with a doggerel about ‘ The
googlies will catch you if you don’t watch out.’
Captain Ransom was a conjuror, peeling eggs
off himself in all directions, and even smacking
his head and then producing one from his mouth.
But he, too, had a second string to his bow. He
could sing a lachrymose comic song about a baby
on the shore. I remember there was a refrain
about ‘if you see the mother, tell her gently, yes,
gently, that we left her baby on the shore.” My
contribution was to play people’s accompani-
ments. Young Herbert van Hook, an American
boy, who was one of Mr. Leadbeater’s specially
selected boys, under the tuition of Mr. Schwarz,
quickly learned to play the violin quite well. I
was his faithful accompanist. Like all boys he
was ambitious. FEvery Wednesday afternoon
Mr. Schwartz held a kind of musical party in his
cool house by the sea. Hubert wanted to per-
form Beethoven’s famous Kreutzer Sonata. It
was really a little beyond us both, but we faith-
fully practised it. When the great occasion
came, Hubert in his excitement got faster and
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faster; 1 flew after him, jumping over many
unfamiliar notes. When at last the conclusion
came, someone remarked that they wondered
who would get in first, Hubert or 1!

To one or two of Mr. Schwarz’s afternoons
Mrs. Besant came and offered to recite for us.
Once she gave us an excerpt from The Idylls of
the King,and once a long passage from Myers’
St. Paul, of which she was very fond.

Adyar at that time was divided into two
camps. We had two beauties resident there,
Mrs. Kirby, the Italian, and Mrs. van Hook, an
American. Half the community considered the
dark beauty of Mrs. Kirby carried off the paln,
the other half sang the praises of Mrs. van Hook.
I belonged to this latter group. Mrs. van Hook
reminded me of an ancient Greek.

There were three ‘girls,” if we might call
them so, all of us being around thirty years of
age; Miss Mary K. Neff, Miss Alida de Leeuw,
and myself. Miss Neff and Miss de Leeuw were
Americans and I was Inglish. Miss Neff was
tall and straight with golden hair and merry
blue eyes. She would take her sewing things
round to the rooms of the solitary men on
Saturdays and mend their socks and sew on
buttons for them. She was always smiling,
always unfailingly cheerful, so we nicknamed
her * Sunny Jim.” Miss de I.eeuw was small and
dark, tremendously devoted to the Parsee, Mr.
Wadia (she afterwards left the Society to follow
him), and T was brown-haired and in-between
in colouring.

Mr. Wadia used to hold extra meetings in
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his room in ILeadbeater Chambers after the
Roof meetings. He invited Mary Neff and me,
but we got tired of listening to him when we
wanted to think over what we had heard our
leaders say, so we dropped it. Miss de Leeuw
and Mr. Wadia prophesied our swift descent
upon the downward path! Another great
devotee of Mr. Wadia was Princess Gagarin, an
American who had married a Russian prince. It
was afterwards learned that he was a bogus
prince, but we all called her ‘ Princess’ all the
same. She was a dear, and could recite negro
sermons and songs of her native America splen-
didly. One of her negro stories remains in my
memory to this day: A certain negro preacher
was expatiating upon the text, ‘ Add to your
faith, knowledge.” Like all negro speakers he
drew his illustrations from the audience.

“Now, brudders and sisters,” he proclaimed,
“just look at Brudder Amos and Sister Sarah
and all dem fine lubly chillen. Sister Sarah
knows all dem fine lubly chillen be hers, but
Brudder Amos has faith that they be.”

Dear Mary Neff, she is my friend to this day.
She had charge for some time of the Archives
of Adyar, and developed a wonderful historic
sense. Her books about H. P. Blavatsky are
world famous. But I, too, had a nickname at
Adyar, ‘ The feather-pillow.’

There was also the Dutchman who had
charge of the gardens, Mr. Huidekoper.  He
planted a lovely grove of casuarina trees by the
sea. And there was beloved Sitaram, so gentle
and saintly. At that time there were still living
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at Adyar three old Indian gentlemen who had
personally known Madame Blavatsky. H. P.
B.’s old pony was still there, very old and fat
and grey. In the Library one could see many
objects of interest. The Sanscrit department
of the Library did not look like a library.to our
eyes. It consisted of racks filled with palmleaf
books with bamboo covers. On each leaf was
painted in Sanscript characters one shloka or
verse. Mr. van Manen had procured many of
these, going as far as Thibet after some price-
less manuscript. Many of them were being
copied and as one entered the library the sound
of a monotonous chanting was heard, for the
Devanagri must be chanted not spoken. One
pundit would chant and the others would paint
it down.

Between the Western and the FEastern
Libraries, stood a kind of glass-sided cupboard in
which were stored some of the objects Madame
Blavatsky had produced phenomenally, and
many of the letters from the Adepts were spread
there. I noticed that the Master M. wrote in a
spiked script in red pencil, difficult to decipher,
while the handwriting of the Mahatma K. H.
was clear and flowing, written in blue pencil with
long strokes over the t's and over vowels. The
Master Serapis seemed quite often to write in
green or gold ink. T would read what T could
through the glass.

132




Palm Leaf Books,
Adyar Library.

Photos: Pizzighelli.

Another Section
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C EPATP b RIEXTEVE

ANNIE BESANT

LET me describe the great personalities who
were in Adyar at that time. The President-
Founder of the Society, Colonel Olcott, had died,
and Mrs. Besant reigned in his stead. Her elec-
tion to the Presidency had not been unattended
with trouble. Having come so late into the
group around H.P.B., and having so quickly
raced ahead of them all in interfor development,
it was not surprising that a certain deep-seated
jealousy and antagonism remained among some
of the old workers. i

Of Annie Besant what is there to say that
has not been better said by others? Such a spirit
as hers is rarely seen in this world, as rarely as
‘the midnight blossom of the Udambara tree.
(The Voice of the Silence) Count Keyserling
has described her, not altogether unfairly, in his
Travel Diary of a Philosopher: ‘As to Annie
Besant, there is one thing of which I am certain;
this woman controls her being from a centre
which, to my knowledge, only very few men have
ever attained to. She is gifted, but not by any
means to the degree one might suppose from the
impression created by her life’s work. Her im-
portance is due to the depth of her being, from
which she rules her talents. Mrs. Besant con-
trols herself, her powers, her thoughts, her feel-
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ings, her volitions, so perfectly that she seems
to be capable of greater achievements than men
of greater gifts. She owes this to Yoga.’

Many a writer has noted clearly defined
exterior characteristics, but truly to understand
Annie Besant, I expect one should be built on
similar heroic lines. She had the spirit of an
ancient martyr. She would have counted it
ecstasy to die in torture for the cause her Master
stood for, but her extraordinary will was
tempered with a lovely womanliness. Warrior
as she was, Annie Besant was always very
womanly, with a tender heart for all the sorrow-
stricken and dispossessed of the earth, and with
the loveliest smile for a little child. Perhaps the
side of her graven most deeply on my heart is
her wonderful magnanimity towards those who
injured her. She bore them no vestige of ill will.

She came to India early in her Theosophic
life, and at once knew that she had come home.
I heard her say that she never really felt at home
until she set foot in India. Hinduism was her
favourite faith. Buddhism appealed more to
Mr. I.eadbeater and Colonel Olcott. ~She learned
Sanscrit with her pundit friends, and produced
one of the best translations of the immortal
Bhagavad Gita, or T,ord’s Song, in existence.
She also told us that in her last life she had been
born a niece of her present Master and had spent
the whole of that life in prayer and meditation,
and in journeying to different holy centres in
India. “A preparation for this life,” she said.
She was only three years out of incarnation
before she came back in her present body, hence
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her inner vehicles were strongly tinged with the
Indian outlook and thought.

She was partly Irish, and perhaps a little
impulsive, sometimes so quick in action as to be
almost rash. But one thing was her strength,
and her guiding star, her whole-hearted, com-
plete, flawless devotion to her Master and His
work. And because of that He could and did
guide her, a link that will endure beyond the
grave and for all the centuries that lie ahead.
She could endure no gossip. There was a certain
noble simplicity about all she said and did. And
then she was clearly well-bred, with the most
charming manners and a very pretty, wit. [
think on the whole she liked men better than
women.

For a short time at Adyar I mended her
clothes. She had so few, and they were so worn.
At the height of her fame she made quite a good
income from her books, and besides people were
always giving her sums of money, as well as
valuable presents. The money she gave away
at once to a worthy cause. She would say to the
donors of presents: “Thank vou so much, my
dear. You don’t mind if I give it away, do you?”
When she died she had hardly anything. All
was given away.

If you worked with Mrs. Besant you must
expect swift action. No hemming and hawing
where she was ! T remember an organiser wish-
ing to rearrange some tours for her. Mrs.
Besant looked at her steadily. “But it is
arranged,” she said, as if that was over and
done with. T think it was this intense concen-
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tration which enabled her to get through such
an enormous amount of work. If vou went to
see her you would find her sitting cross-legged
upon a lion skin over a little charpoy or low
stage, writing away with her own hand before
a little desk. She did not employ secretaries
much; so many of her letters are written in her
cwn charming hand. She would stop for a little
while to have a cup of tea. She was fond of tea
and coffee. Not so Mr. lL.eadbeater; out of
politeness he would sip weak tea with her in the
afternoon, but he clearly did not like it.

At 5 p.m. punctually, she would come down
the stairs from her room to take a little walk.
She hardly ever wore leather shoes, but velvet
Indian slippers and she would place her pretty
little feet exactly where she meant them to go.
The walk generally took the form of a pro-
menade around the compound to see that all
was going well. We would all be waiting for
her and follow her in a crocodile. Now and then
she would look back and say: “Oh! Mrs. So-
and-so.” 'The person thus addressed would
come forward and for some minutes walk with
the Chief, as many people called her, although
the Indians called her Amma, Mother, talking
over something. We all hoped for such a call!

In India she lived exactly like an Indian, had
a caste servant, a fierce looking man with the
beard and whiskers of a Rajput. He cooked her
Indian food, mostly dahl and rice, which she ate
alone in her little Indian dining room. For
breakfast she always had almonds and coffee.
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Her little bedroom and bathroom on the
upper floor of the Headquarters building were
small and simply furnished. On the walls hung
large photographs of her co-workers, Mr. Lead-
beater, Mr. C. Jinarajadasa, Jeddu Krishnamurti,
George Arundale and his Indian wife, Rukmini
Arundale. And also in a large frame, the words
THE KING, in memory of Sanat Kumara, the
eternal Head of the Adept Hierarchy here on
earth. At the foot of her bed, was fixed a repro-
duction in oils of the picture of the Master M.
which hung in the Shrine Room, so that her
eves rested on his face waking and sleeping.

What she has done in this world is almost
incredible and beyond enumeration. She fought
from girlhood the battle for freedom of thought,
religiously and politically. I remember the
L.abour leader, Herbert Burroughs, who came
into Theosophy with her, telling me how in older
days she and he would tramp the wet London
streets at night, going out to organize the
dockers who were not allowed to meet otherwise.
Coming home one day, in the pouring rain, he
said: “Annie, why do we do it?”

“ Because, Herbert,” she replied, “ we cannot
do otherwise.”

In just the same whole-hearted fashion she
flung herself into the seemingly hopeless work
of Indian regeneration. She saw at once that
hope lay with the young. At that moment the
only education was provided mostly by the
missionaries. They were teaching Fnglish his-
tory and literature to Indian boys, utterly
ignoring their own magnificent scriptures and
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past. She started the Central Hindu College for
boys. It afterwards became the first Hindu
University in India. She, herself, wrote a text-
book of their religion and ethics for the boys.
How many a famous Indian patriot to-day owes
his knowledge and inspiration to the Central
[lindu College, Jawaharlal Nehru among them,
[ believe. She did for Hinduism what Colonel
Olcott did in Ceylon for dying Buddhism. They
were nation makers. If India to-day is a nation
governing herself, much of that is due to Annie
Besant’s work. She was for a time the President
of the Indian National Congress. I have myself
seen the reverence and homage of an Indian
crowd for her. They would press round only
to kiss the hem of her sari. She saved India from
ruin, she saved her age-old scriptures, the deepest
and most highly spiritual in the world. Once,
some years before she appeared on the scene
a great Adept had written: “Oh! for the noble
and unselfish man to help us effectively in India
in that divine task. All our knowledge, past and
present, would not be sufficient to repay him.”
Someone did come, but it was a woman, not a
man. '

I remember many little things about her; her
sweetness to little children, her cheerful willing-
ness to help in all we did. At parties she would
take a plate of cakes and go around offering them
to us herself. "Her simplicity was almost naive.
Once in a train going across Furope she held
out her arm to me and said: ““ That’s quite a
good arm for an old lady, isn’t it?” And I
remember when she came to Bath in my early
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Theosophical days; the President, then Miss
Fox, put her up, and I was invited to lunch.
We had, of course, a wonderful lunch, and
on the table stood a lovely-looking sugared
cake. No one was offered any of it, and on
the way down afterwards, Mrs. Besant said to
me: “I would have liked some of that cake,
but I did not like to ask for it.”

When she spoke to the Sorbonne at the
First World Congress we held in Paris, we
all gave up our seats to accommodate the
thronging French crowds, for Mrs. Besant
spoke in French. The next day, as Arthur
Burgess, the wonderful cripple boy, who was
the head of the Order of Service, and I were
waiting for a meeting to begin, Mrs. Besant
walked in. She looked so simply at Arthur and
me and said: “Was it a nice lecture last
night?” ‘

I remember, too, a time when I got
“Adyaritis’. It took the form of grievous seli-
depreciation. I began to wonder whether my
friend, Mr. Bibby, had not placed his money on
the wrong horse! Finally I became so blue
that Mrs. Sharpe, who was there, too, dragged
me in, very shy and unwilling, to see Mrs.
Besant. There she was, seated cross-legged
before her little desk, writing. She called me
forward and bade me sit on her charpoy, and
put her arm around me. “What is it?” she
asked. T hardly knew myself, so she went on
to describe me to myself.

“You see, my dear,” she said, “you are
beginning to lose hold of your old way of
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looking: at things and are not yet firmly
established in the new. We all pass through
periods like this again and again as we advance.
I know it sounds brutal, dear, but it does not
matter what you feel.”’

I have never forgotten that, nor two other
things she said to me.

“When you can be just as happy, when the
one you love best is not here,” she said once,
“then you have learnt how to truly love.”

And then again she said to me: “When I
look back over a very long life full of many
sorrows. I would now willingly forgo all my
joys, but not one of my sorrows for I learned
the most through them.”

What a soul of giant stature to say that!
Sometimes we would say to her when she
exhorted us to greater heights: ‘“But, Mrs.
Besant, it isn’t natural.”

“I know, my dears,” she would reply, “but
I thought you were all trying to be a little
supernatural.”

I have mentioned her extraordinary mag-
nanimity. The Indian member who had helped
her build up the Central Hindu College, for a
time, once, turned against her and tried to undo
their work. She still kept his picture on her
desk, and an impulsive member, remarking it,
said: “Oh, Mrs. Besant, you don’t keep that
man’s photo on your desk, do you?”

“My dear,” Annie Besant replied, “don’t
you realise that if you can still continue to love
in spite of everything, you win the right from
Karma to help that soul in a future life?”
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Another time a poor coolie stole some of
her beautiful white and gold sari. He was
caught before he got out of the compound, and
Mrs. Besant was asked to give him in charge.
“No,” she replied, “I will do no such thing. I
am going to give him those saris,”” and she did.

Being Irish she was intensely loyal to her
friends and co-workers. Indeed it was very
difficult to make her see when one of her
workers was clearly cheating her.

She loved the Indian youth, and started a
magazine for them. Quite numerous are the
papers and magazines she started, from a
weekly paper called New Indian to magazines
for the young. And bésides that an enormous
output of books. I think she herself is best
summed up in her own words at the closing of
an address to Indian youth: “ Never forget
that Life can only be nobly inspired and rightly
lived if you take it bravely and gallantly as a
splendid adventure, in which you are setting
out into an unknown country, to face many a
danger, to meet many a joy, to find many a
comrade, to win and lose many a battle.”

And seemingly to lose never deterred Annie
Besant. Her faith in life and humanity was
unshakeable. A lovely line of the late Humbert
Wolfe comes to mind: ¢ Greatness is to hear
the bugles, and not to doubt’.
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CHEATR T BRSOV

CHARLES LEADBEATER

MR. LIEADBEATER belonged to a different
category. To the end he was always the
clergyman, with a matter-of-fact, scientific
mind. Extraordinarily painstaking and accu-
rate, he was far and away the most thorough
and reliable investigator of the invisible that I
have ever met. Perhaps one of his most out-
standing characteristics was his clear absence
of any wish to impress anyone. I never met a
man who so clearly, honestly and simply did
not mind what other people thought. Your
opinion was of no concern to him. He seemed
to follow an inner leading besides which all
other opinion was valueless. Yet he told us
that when he was young he was very sensitive
and self-conscious. Madame Blavatsky cured
him of that by very heroic and unpleasant
measures. IHe was a very humble person,
always willing to discuss politely any ideas or
experiences under the sun. I think he felt that
he had a specified work to do, and therefore
did not spread himself on people and causes
with whom he had no particular concern.

His chief interest lay with the children and
voung people he gathered round him wherever
he went. He once told us that was the special
work the Master gave him to do. Apparently
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his young pupils lived an irregular kind of life,
always going for walks with him (he was a
great walker), always sitting around him, being
told stories, et cetera. He had a horror of the
usual school, and would never allow his children
to attend any. But the effect upon the young
people he chose was quite wonderful. In six
months he would transform even an ignorant
little street boy into a charming well-mannered
gentleman. Omne could see the change almost
daily, making the face of an ordinary boy into
that of an angel. He once explained to us that
it was the co-operation of the boy’s own divine
ego which did this, for if one could get the
inner divinity to lend a hand, he could do
more for anyone of us than any force outside,
even that of a Master of the Wisdom. So Mr.
Leadbeater concentrated on bringing the full
attention of the ego into play. He told us
that egos evolve, too, as well as the personality
down here, and there is a great difference
between the development of egos. He could
put it this way: the ego of a not very developed
person was like a bluff farmer, while the ego
of a highly developed man was like a very
cultured, refined gentleman. 1 remember his
also telling us that one has to be born a
‘ gentleman’, one cannot make oneself into one,
since the difference lay in the texture of the
psychic body. Still he made his children gentle-
men.

He would apparently choose his pupils from
some interior direction, like the ¢daimon’ of
Socrates. Indeed he has been called a modern
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Socrates. Like the old master he gathered the
young around him and again, as with Socrates,
when such pupils left him and went back into
the world, a certain inner light and poise was
often slowly extinguished. Ambitious mothers
would bring their children before him times
without number and without result. Yet some-
times he would see a child in the street and
move heaven and earth to get him. Whatever
the criterion he employed, the results were
amazing.

And he loved them, too. Mr. ILeadbeater
had an immense capacity for love, but-it was
rare and the more concentrated for its rarity.
Under such a wealth of interior sunshine those
who were privileged to be his friends and pupils
flowered. Personally I felt it once. It was
when I was living in The Manor in Sydney
where he dwelt then. He wished to lift me
to a certain state, so he kept me with him all
day and showered such a wealth of tender love
and interest as I shall never forget. Apparently
he could do that at will.

Physically he was a big man, with enormous
vitality. I never saw him walk upstairs. He
always bounded up three steps at a time. He
loved long walks and picnics. Twenty miles a
day was not too much for him. In his youth
he must have had sandy hair, for there were
remains of it among his white hair still. He
never wore a hat and he was the only person
I have met in life who had a genuine Greek
nose, with scarcely any indentation between
forehead and nose. Walking along with his
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rapid, long strides, and his head held high, his
profile was very striking. His blue eyes were
rather small, but extraordinary. ‘They never
ceased to scintillate, which gave them a
peculiarly piercing quality. He also had a very
strong body. Indeed his physical strength was
uncommon. He often set his boys to pack or
sort his many books. (He said that when they
were thus harmlessly occupied he could work
upon their auras better.) One boy told me
that having packed a heavy box of books, none
of them could move it, but C.W.L. (as we all
called him) put down one hand and lifted it.
One day, he told us, he offered to carry
Madame Blavatsky upstairs. It can be guessed
what a phenomenal weight she must have been,
but he did!

His little boy pupils wore a kind of uniform
of green flannel shorts in the winter with white
silk shirts and in the summer shantung shorts
instead of the flannel ones. He would not allow
them to wear either hats or shoes; however
muddy the roads, still no shoes! consequently
when they went back to the ordinary world
some of them had trouble wearing shoes.

I remember the walks he took in Adyar,
setting off with his then secretary, Mr. Ernest
Wood, at a great rate. I used to think that he
looked like a great dog with Mr. Wood like a
little terrier at his heels. Tt was during one
of those walks that he discovered the boy,
Jeddu Krishnamurti. Krishnaji’s father, a
retired Indian judge, whose wife had died
leaving him with four little boys, had asked
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Mrs. Besant if he could come to Adyar.” His
little boys would play about in the lotus tank
in the Palm Grove. One day Mr. Leadbeater,
passing, remarked to Mr. Wood: ““That little
boy (Krishnaji) has a wonderful causal body ”
(i.e.: ego).

Mr. Leadbeater and Mr. Wood were just
then engaged upon re-writing the past lives of
an artist friend of Mr. Leadbeater, Mr. Varley,
which he had once investigated clairvoyantly
in London. A little time later Mr. Leadbeater
said: “I think I will investigate a new series of
lives, an Indian this time instead of a European.
I will take that little boy with the wonderful
causal body.”

As investigation proceeded, it became
apparent who Krishnamurti was, but I will
make that the subject of another chapter. Mr.
I.cadbeater once said that he hardly ever
looked at a person’s physical body; he was
always looking at the inner self of the person.
Consequently, he sometimes forgot to greet
the physical body properly, and those who did
not understand would say: “ What a rude man,
he never said ‘good morning’ to me” On
the other hand no one could excel Mr. Lead-
beater in courteous manners, when his interest
was fully here. He was an early Victorian
throughout, with the patriotic outlook, Tory
ideas and dry wit of that era. With twinkling
eves and a perfectly calm face he would say
the driest things. When this happened for the
first time in an E.S. meeting at Adyar on a
Sunday morning, I laughed, and on going
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home I again remembered with astonishment
that I had laughed in an E.S. meeting! He
was always so human and matter-of-fact. One
day he talked to us about little failings and how
they stood between the Master and ourselves.
But he included himself with us.

“Now mine,” he said, “is irritability. But
[ shall get over it. Thank God! we shall all
get over everything in time.”

I do not wonder that he was irritable.
Owing to his phenomenal psychical develop-
ment, his nerves were uncommonly highly
strung. I have seen him simply shudder when
a thoughtless little boy ran out of the room
and slammed the door. He could not bear
noise.

Mr. Leadbeater once explained that when
anyone reached the level of the Arhat his
consciousness normally worked upon a much
higher plane. He mentioned Mrs. Besant, for
whom he had the greatest reverence and
respect. Sometimes, abstracted elsewhere, Mrs.
Besant would greet a person vaguely.

“I notice that many of you do not under-
stand,” Mr. Leadbeater said; “normally Mrs.
Besant’s consciousness is working on the
Buddhic level, and she only keeps enough of
her consciousness down here to answer politely
if spoken to.”

I think it was the same with him. When
he had to be down here, no one could be more
charming. On other occasions he could look
quite ‘fey’ and far away.
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He sometimes spoke of Dr. Besant when she
was not there. They often spoke of each other
like that. He would tell us what a colossal
intellect she had, what tremendous inner
powers. She would tell us what a really humble
person he was, and how he was his Master’s
first and most trusted disciple. She said that
she would not take his advice about any
worldly matter, as he had been away so long
-in the Heaven-world (ovér 2,000 years since
his last physical incarnation) that he really
did not understand this world too well. She
would rather take the advice of Mr. Jinara-
jadasa, the first pupil, as well as ancient
brother, of Mr. Leadbeater. Mr. Leadbeater
told us one day that on the other side, the
Master K.H. was very sweet and loving to one
of His pupils, and often put his arm around
him.

“T wish he would do that to me,” observed
Mr. Leadbeater, “ but he never does. Oh! well,
we all get what is best for us.”

There was one place where Mr. Leadbeater
simply shone. No one else in all the world
could make the Adepts so real and living to us
as he could. I loved his talking about them so
much that I always tried to get him on that
subject. His very voice would alter as he spoke
of them; it would take on a warmer, hushed
and reverent tone. He had had the rare
privilege of seeing them face to face on the
physical plane. He often told us stories about
them. He saw the Master K.H., his own
Master, soon after he arrived in Adyar to help
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Madame Blavatsky. He was living in a little
octagonal bungalow mnear the river. One
evening the Master walked in and suggested a
line of meditation which in a few months
developed Mr. L.eadbeater’s psychic powers to
an amazing extent. The pains the Master
took with him is a lesson to us all in these
days of so much sporadic, untrained clairvoy-
ance. He would come again and again and
ask Mr. Leadbeater to tell him exactly what
he saw, or thought he saw. :

“No!” the Master would say so often,
“look again, look deeper, discount the personal
equation.”

The Master Dwal Kul also helped in this
training. :

In after years, meeting so many hundreds
of psychics of all sorts, I have often thought
of C.W.L.’s training. I can now see why the
majority of untrained psychics are so un-
reliable. The psychic plane is a protean world
where the slightest, even subconscious, impulse
takes shape and form. Very often these are
described by a psychic as independent entities
when they are really ‘thought-forms’ in the
various corridors of a person’s aura, and may
well be his own ‘ wish-fulfilments’. Again the
budding psychic at first sees that world through
the coloured window of his own psychic con-
dition, hence the extreme need for learning to
discount the personal equation. ¢

Mrs. Besant once told us that we must be
extraordinarily careful to be very truthful and
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never exaggerate in any way, for otherwise
when our psychic perceptions begin to open
all we see will be distorted and deflected.

I once asked Mr. lLeadbeater why he did
not teach the meditation which the Master
showed him to some of his pupils.

“Because,” he replied, “1 promised the
Master that I never would!”

Then a little later he saw the Master M. At
that time Madame Blavatsky was very ill, and
Mrs. Cooper-Oakley was nursing her. One
afternoon he and Mr. Cooper-Oakley and
Colonel Olcott were sitting in a room near
H.P.B.’s, while Mrs. Cooper-Oakley, worn out
with nursing, lay asleep on a sofa and so missed
what followed. They heard rapid footsteps on
the veranda outside. The door opened and in
walked a magnificent Rajput. He saluted them
and went into Madame Blavatsky’s room where
they heard his voice talking to H.P.B. After
some time he came out again, saluted them
with a smile and disappeared. Then they heard
Madame Blavatsky’s voice: “ Isabel! Isabel!
Bring me my clothes and something to eat.”

“Oh! no, dear H.P.B.,” said Mrs. Cooper-
Oakley, “lie down again. You know you are
very 1ll.”

“Nonsense,” cried H.P.B., “ Master has been
here, and he gave me the choice of leaving this
world now or of living two more years and
doing some extra work for him. Of course I
chose to live another two years, and now I
must get up.”
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The Master, as he phrased it in a letter to
Mr. Sinnett, had ‘fixed her’, and the extra
work she did for him was to write The Secret
Doctrine.

Mr. Leadbeater also told us of the time
when he was walking down the Corso in Rome
and felt a tap on his shoulder. Turning he
saw the Master, the Prince Rakoczy, who
invited him to come with him into some gardens
where they sat and talked of The Theosophical
Society and its future for some two hours.
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CHAPTER XXNI:

ROOF MEETINGS AT ADYAR

MR. LIEADBEATER employed secretaries.
One or two would work away with typewriters
in his large room. The two I chiefly remember
were Miss Mary Neff and Don Fabrizio Ruspoli.
This last was an Italian naval officer who
belonged to the princely house of Ruspoli. His
mother was an American so he spoke English
perfectly. I remember him so well, for he was
one of my dearest friends at Adyar. He had
blue eyes and a fierce-looking sailor’s beard of
fiery red. Like most sailors he was meticulously
tidy and neat. No dhotis for him, even in the
hottest weather. When the rest of us wilted
with the heat, he still stood upright with his
shantung suit beautifully pressed. He was a
gentle person with the rather slow speech of
many sailors, and an equally slow wit. He
was for quite a time helping Mr. I.eadbeater
with the preparation of a long series of lives,
The Lives of Alcyone, which was the star’
name of Jeddu Krishnamurti. I would help
Don Ruspoli draw up enormous tables of the
past relationships of more than 250 people who
seemed to have been more or less in some
sort of relationship to each other all through
about thirty-three past lives, going back to
about 20,000 B.C., in the days of ancient
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Atlantis. To distinguish a person from life to
life, when of course the name of the personality
altered, Mr. Leadbeater, who had been a great
student of astronomy at one time, gave most of
them the names of stars. There was generally
some private clue to his method of bestowing
these names. For instance, he found me and
called me ‘Pisces’ because my surname is
Codd. The connection is obvious. Then an
extremely stout Indian received the name of
‘Colossus .

Don Ruspoli and I drew out these charts,
putting a male incarnation in red ink and a
female incarnation in black. Sometimes when
work was over we would go for walks and
thus I learned to know and to love dearly
his saintly and gentle character. He said a
lovely thing to me once.

“You know,” he remarked, “I never get
annoyed or hurt at what anyone says to me.
When such occasions occur I say to myself:
‘Fabrizio, you do not exist. How therefore .
can you possibly get hurt or angry?’”

‘The Lives’ stimulated much interest. One
of Don Fabrizio’s favourite jokes was to tell
people: “Hush! don’t say a word, but I have
three wives on the compound.” Woives of past
lives, of course, he meant.

Once at a meeting in Bradford, England, a
big, burly farmer asked me if I had ever met
anyone I had been married to in past lives.

“Yes,” I replied, “many of them, but I don’t

feel like getting married to any of them this
time!”
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There were some people at Adyar whom, for
the moment, C.W.L. had not found in that
particular past. So these members made up a
series of lives for themselves, and gave them-
selves names such as Cyclops. They also com-
posed a poem which they set to music, the
chorus of which went like this:

‘In the Lives! In the Lives!

We've had all sorts of husbands and
wives.

In spite of all irk

We were devils for work.

In the Lives! In the Lives!’

Someone sang this at one of Mr. Schwarz’s
musical afternoons, and Mr. Leadbeater had a
good laugh.

It may interest some people to know how
this investigation of past lives may be done. Let
me try to put it simply. Different orders or
degrees of matter exist one within the other,
permeating and pervading all space. Waith each
_ degree of matter time and space valuations are
different. FEvery deed, every word, every
thought, every impulse and desire, sent out
from that dynamic centre of consciousness
which is the individual, express themselves as
. vibratory rhythms at different levels of matter.
These set up synchronous rhythms in the
subtler planes. Finally they reach the primeval
form of matter called by Hindu philosophers the
Akasha. 'There they register themselves per-
manently and are called the Akashic Records,
held to be under the care of the Lipika, the
recorders, deities of unfathomable height and
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power. We have the same idea in Christianity
in the so-called Book of l.ife, and the Record-
ing Angel who keeps it. In that living, self-
written record, the highly trained seer can trace
the pathway of the immortal ego through many
lives or incarnations in physical bodies. But
such clairvoyance is extremely rare. It should
not be confused with the pictures so often seen
in the astral light, which may, or may not,
refer to the person near whom they appear.

Don Ruspoli learned shorthand and typing
in order to help Mr. Leadbeater. Not only did
he take down everything that was said at
meetings, and other times, but he also tran-
scribed thousands of letters, for C. W. I.’s
correspondence was enormous. Thousands of
people, members and others as well, would
write to him about all sorts of things; most of
them, perhaps, wanting psychic matters ex-
plained to them. He would go thoroughly into
every letter and do what he could to help.
Occasionally he would tell us at the evening
roof meetings of a striking example which thus
came his way, like the lady who wrote telling
him of a wonderful dream or vision she had had
when she saw God and all the Court of Heaven.
He discovered these to be her own thought-
forms, and they had no backs, as she quite
omitted to visualise backs!

Then another person who was persona grata
with C. W. I.. was Mr. Johann van Manen. In
fact, he and Mr. ILeadbeater wrote a book
together. It made no difference to C. W. L.
that Mr. van Manen was a bit of a sceptic. I
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remember how he astonished me a week after
I had arrived; I was asking him something and
mentioned that Mrs. Besant said so-and-so.

“Oh!” he said, “ do you believe her? Why
do you think she knows?” He certainly was a
character.

One day Don Ruspoli said to me: “ Would
you like to see a sleeping beauty?”

We walked over to Mr. van Manen’s room
and there at 11 o’clock in the morning he lay
sound asleep with his floor covered completely,
except for an alley way to his bed, with ancient
newspapers. He was' a Dutchman who wore
an old-fashioned round beard and whiskers,
also enormous, flapping sandals, with his
sloping shoulders covered with an ordinary
round-tailed shirt which he had had a native
dursi, or tailor, to snip up the front and put
buttons on. On one occasion he received from
Java a wonderfully brilliant piece of Batik work.
It was covered with red and green dragons.
The dursi made him a pair of trousers out of
it. I can see him to this day, striding along to
Leadbeater Chambers in his flapping sandals
and dragon trousers, and following him,
mewing, a little white kitten who always
carried her tail straight up like a flagpole, and
whom he had christened ‘Miss van Manen’.

‘ Miss van Manen’ was the offspring of Mr.
I.eadbeater’s cat, Brigand, a white tom cat who
was a famous fighter and snake killer. Indeed
his exploits were so fierce that his fat cheeks
had no vestige of hair left on them and were
severely battle-scarred. No one liked Brigand
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except Mr. Leadbeater, who loved him. This
hideous cat would lie for hours in Mr. I ead-
beater’s arms, purring. One day ‘Miss van
Manen,” who I fear did not get enough to eat,
came daintily picking her way across our legs
as we sat in an E. S. meeting, mewing for her
patron. We wondered when Mrs. Besant would
notice. Soon she did.

“Kindly remove the cat,” she said.

The dragon trousers created quite a scandal
in Adyar. Many of the ladies considered he
should not wear them, so they went to Mrs.
Besant about it and our President ruled that
they were not exactly acceptable!

Mr. van Manen was an intellectual of the
first water. Consequently, like so many clever
people, he was highly disdainful of stupid or
sentimental people. I am afraid he considered
me one of these. But one day, working with
Don Ruspoli, I discovered that about three
lives ago I was a young man in ancient Greece
and fought in the famous battle of ‘Salamis,
and on that occasion my wife was Mr. van
Manen. I chortled over this, and meeting him,
I said:

“Oh! Mr. van Manen, I have discovered vou
were a relation of mine in the past.”

“Yes, ves,” he replied, “ some sort of second
cousin, I presume.”

“No,” T said, “you were my wife!” But I
could see he did not like the idea at all!

Mr. van Manen had a temper. He was
devoted to roast potatoes, and everyday the
native butler cooked a large plateful for him.
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An English couple who were then resident at
Adyar considered that our food was not
hygienic, so they persuaded Mrs. Besant to
let them manage the kitchen. The first thing
they did was to cut off Mr. van Manen’s roast
potatoes. I was there when he discovered this.
A tremendous roar flled the dining room:
** Where are my potatoes?” A plateful had to
be hastily cooked: We were all glad when
finally the reformers gave up and we had the
native butler back again.

As previously described, Mr. Wadia would
collect our questions at dinner and then hand
them to Mrs. Besant or Mr. Leadbeater at the
roof meeting in the evening. Generally Mrs.
Besant took them, and Mr. Leadbeater
appeared to doze. Once someone asked a ques-
tion about prana, the life-force, and Mrs.
Besant said: “ Charles should answer this.”
IHer face assumed that expression of delightful,
childish puckishness that I have seen there more
than once. '

“Charles! Charles! Wake up. You answer-
this question.” :

Charles awoke, apparently none too well
pleased and went on to tell us some of his
observations on the activities of prana which
he had carried out during a game of tennis.

“You do not suppose,” he said, “that I
spend my time playing tennis. I set my body
to do that and meanwhile I employ my time
more usefully.”

He had an extraordinary dual consciousness.
Apparently he could do two things at once.
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For example, he would be giving a lecture, and
meanwhile, be talking to someone on the astral
plane.

Then came the law case when Krishnamurti’s
father, urged on by very orthodox Hindu
members to whom daily contact with white
outcasts was anathema, demanded the custody
of his son back again. The father could not
have been very sincere, for according to Indian
law, Krishnaji would become of age at eighteen,
and he was within a few months of that time
then. When finally the House of Lords in
I'ngland, to whom Mrs. Besant appealed, gave
her the custody of Krishnaji, the father sug-
gested to Mrs. Besant that she should now
adopt his other two sons also (she had already
adopted Krishnamurti’s next-of-age brother)
and send them to college!

While this case was on Mrs. Besant did not
come to the roof meetings. She conducted her
own case and was generally surrounded by
weighty law books. We were all allowed to
go into Madras and hear her final speech for
the defence. As usual she spoke with all her
fiery zeal and magnificent gestures. She
appealed to the wizened-looking little Inglish
Judge as to the representative of the divine
justice upon earth. He was such a miserable
looking little creature, I had to smile, and
wondered if he felt uncomfortable himself.

One great thing came out of that trial.
Krishnamurti’s father had employed the ser-
vices of a noted Indian wakil, or lawyer, now Sir
Ramaswami Iyer. This man, as soon as the
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case was finished, came over to Mrs. Besant and
offered her his services for life. He is now a
great official in a progressive Indian State, still
faithful to the step he took then.

So we had Mr. Leadbeater more often on
the roof than Mrs. Besant. As mentioned
before, C. W. L. could be exceedingly funny.
I remember sublime times and funny ones as
well as occasional exhibitions of his clairvoyant
powers. Of these he was very chary. If
anyone wanted a good snub, they had only to
run up to C. W. L. and say: “ Oh! Mr. Lead-
beater, please tell me what my aura is like.”
He would never make any exhibition of his
psychic powers on demand, but if one did not
ask, he would occasionally, if he thought it
would help, tell one something spontaneously.

I have seen him use his psychic powers on
more than one occasion. We had at Adyar
then a Mr. Brown, who was intensely inter-
ested in science. One evening he asked C. W. L.
if he knew what was the last gas in the earth’s
atmosphere before it ceased.

“I never thought of that,” replied C. W. L.,
“let me look and see.”

And gazing up at the brilliant Indian moon,
without closing his eyes or going off into a
trance, he began to describe the different com-
positions apparently passing him. 1 do not
remember now what was the last gas. [ have
an idea it was hydrogen.

“There are two ways of doing that,” he
explained to us, “you can lay your body down
on a sofa and go out in the astral body to see;
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or, which is a better way, you make it come
into you.”

To those to whom this sounds unbelievable
I would recommend the perusal of Book III of
the famous Yoga Aphorisms of Patanjali.
Among the siddhis, or divine powers there
described as sometimes acquired by the trained
Yogi is just such a one. It is almost compara-
able to the powers of magnification and the
reverse enjoyed by Alice in Alice in Wonder-
land. One day science will discover that the
human consciousness has a power — when
the appropriate physical instrument is developed
— of microscopic and telescopic vision, far
exceeding the strongest microscope or tele-
scope ever made by man. This power is sym-
bolised by the golden Uraeus on the forehead
of the ancient Pharaohs, and by the jewel in
the forehead of the statues of the Buddha.

And what does the final privation of matter,
the atom, vortex, electron, call it what we will,
look like when seen by such vision? As an
incredibly beautiful, whirling vortex of force
coming from a subtler plane, flashing, singing,
moving around its own axis, and on it own
orbit, like a miniature globe; exhibiting a
regular rhythmic expansion and contraction,
like a beating heart or breathing lungs. The
universe is alive in every particular and in
constant motion. There is no such thing as
‘dead matter’. Sir Oliver Lodge, in closing
an address to the British Association, phrased
it beautifully: “The Universe is the ever-
growing garment of a transcendent God ”.
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Another time someone asked C. W. L. how
we could make ourselves invisible.

“That was one of the Rosicrucian secrets,”
said Mr. Leadbeater. “There are two ways of
doing it. You can either deflect the rays of
the sun so that they go around you instead of
through you; or you can merely step out at
the fourth dimension.”

Madame Blavatsky would sometimes startle
conceited young men coming to argue with her
by suddenly disappearing from her chair, and
then when the poor young man did not know
whether he were on his head or his heels, she
would be back again, laughing at him.

Speaking of Rosicrucianism, C. W. L. told
us that the true Rosicrucians still exist in the
world, but are a very secret body, not known
openly.

Sometimes we had very funny sessions.
We had in Adyar at that time a handsome
Irish lady with large, soulful, brown eyes. She
was one of those women who attach themselves
inordinately to some other woman, and her
choice at this time was a good-looking, white-
haired lady from Liverpool. The poor thing
had no peace; at every possible moment the
Irish woman was sitting on her doorstep wait-
ing for her.

A question was put up. As I remember it,
it was worded something like this: ‘When I
am meditating in the Shrine Room with my
beloved friend, I find myself swaying over
towards her’. Tt certainly might be described
as a ‘fool’ question, and when it was read out,

162




little Krishnaji, then a thin, starved-looking
little boy, who never smiled, suddenly laughed.
Perhaps it was his delight at Krishnaji’s
laughter that stirred C. W. L. on; he went
from one thing to another and I laughed so
much that afterwards my sides ached. His fun
took up the whole evening, and when it drew
to a close, C. W. L. said: “Now I am sure our
questioner (we all guessed who it was!) is
feeling ever so happy at having provided us all
with such an excellent evening’s amusement.”

Another time we asked him to tell us what
we all did when we were out of our bodies at
night. ‘That was the kind of question he did
not like. So he frowned when he read it.

“It depends on where your interests lie,”
he said. “If you employ your time usefully
during the day, you will do something useful
at night. If you stick your nose into a book
all day you will be sticking your nose into a
book on the astral plane.”

This did not satisfy us. Miss Severs, the
late President of the Bath ILodge, who was
there, said: “I am not satisfied with C. W. L.’s
answer. Let us write him a round robin and
ask him to really tell us.”

So that night, at dinner, we all signed a
round robin which ran like this:

‘We are not satisfied with what you said
last night. Please tell us exactly what we do
on the astral plane at night.’

This time C. W. L. laughed.

“Well,” he said, “it is something like this.
Some of you are more attached to your great
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President, and some to me. When we get out
of our bodies at night we generally find you
waiting around. Your President has quite a
comet’s tail following her and when she has
important work to do she has to create a Maya
(illusion) and- shut you all off.

“But my little lot. Now I have a round of
people I visit at night and try to help like a
doctor with his cases, and I take you along
with me. Presently I come across an old lady
who has recently passed over. She is full of
the old ideas of heaven and hell and is looking
nervously at surroundings she doesn’t fully
understand. So I say to one of you: ‘Oh, Mr.
Brown, will you please stay a while with this
lady and hold her hand and explain things to
her’.

“Presently, I drop Miss Smith and then
Mrs. Robinson, and by the time the morning
is breaking you are all coming round again.”

Now, as stated, there happened to be a Mr.
Brown in residence then, and he had to endure
a great deal of chaffing on the way back to
LLeadbeater Chambers.

“No!” he said, “no! Not even to please
C. W. L. will I hold any old lady’s hand on
the astral plane.”

I belonged to C. W. L.’s group on the other
side. The second night after T had first seen
him, T awoke suddenly with a vivid recollection
of an astral plane experience. A small group
of us stood with him on the top of a high cliff,
and Mr. Leadbeater was trying to persuade me
to jump over. I drew back. “ Go on!” he said,
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giving me a gentle push. I sailed over like a
bird, or a feather on the breeze, and landed
gently at the bottom. Clearly he was putting
me through the tests of earth, air, fire and
water. The psychical counterpart or ‘soul’
withdraws from the tenement of the body in
sleep, and if sufficiently evolved, leads a
conscious, independent existence upon the other
sidle, which is so near. The conditions of
psychical matter, permeating and inter-
penetrating the physical universe are very
different from those of physical matter, but
many people carry through into that world the
conceptions and thought habits which rule here.
For instance, one can pass through a psychic
wall, of course not through a physical one.
But if you think you cannot pass through, you
will find yourself unable to do so. Hence to be
free and effective on the other side at night the
earth-plane habits of thought must be broken.

Occasionally T saw {rightening elementals’
at Adyar. On one occasion I saw two enorm-
ous creatures about twenty feet high coming
across from a neighbouring village where they
practised animal sacrifices. They looked like
two huge white maggots coming along on the
tips of their tails, with shaded hollows for eyes,
and dripping round red mouths. At first they
scared me. Then I chanted the Sacred Word,
AUM. At once they crumpled up and dis-
appeared. I have also found that the Christian
sign of the Cross is equally efficacious.

But, as already remarked, it was when he
approached the subject of the Adepts and the
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path to them that C. W. L. was most truly
himself. The very atmosphere of those pure
and eternal worlds came near. We would go
down to the seashore and sit there in the moon-
light, the little waves lapping at our feet
through the silver mist, and behind us the
waving casuarina trees. Scarce a word would
be spoken. Sometimes a hand would seek that
of a dearly-loved friend. Inexpressible joy,
thankfulness, hope, held our hearts. The
world’s sorrows and pains would not be in the
long run unassoilable, for those of our own race
who had won through to perfect wisdom and
power were at the helm, guiding —so far as
the laws of their world would permit— the
destinies of men and nations to happier, clearer
days. ‘They could not do more, for the one
inviolable thing the Adept World scrupulously
respects is the free will and choice of the
smallest thing which lives. Without that man
could not grow, even though his ignorant
choices spell disaster untold for many a day.
And they could seek our little help! Was
there, in the words of the Rig Veda “any other
way at all to go?” Any other work that could
so call out the energy and devotion of a man?
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CHBAPTER XVII.
CONVENTIONS

THE great event of the year at Adyar is the
Convention at Christmas time. Hundreds of
tiny huts are built all over the compound for
the accommodation of Indian members. These
are the regular Indian houses, in ,olden days
built anywhere, for in ancient India the land
was communal. Iven to this day no Indian
owner will mind if a travelling family arrives
and makes a fre and cooks a meal on his
grounds. The house consists of four bamboo
poles placed at each corner, with walls and
roof of plaited palm leaves. The plaiting is
generally done by the women as the men put
in the poles.

The FEuropeans are accommodated in the
various houses, everybody taking two or three
visitors into his room. The Convention days
are generally four, but quite often we have a
post-convention going on for ten days or so
afterwards. Convention, proper, opens with
the ‘Prayers of the Religions’ in the great Hall
in the main building. If possible, each prayer
is read by a member of the faith. Then the
roll call of delegates is called and greetings
read from all over the world, followed by the
President’s opening speech. All sorts of
different meetings take place: religious cere-

167
SRL—13



monies, Masonic ceremonies in the Masonic
Temple at Adyar, artistic displays at the open
air theatre, and every evening of the four days
there is a special address by some distinguished
brother under the banyan tree. 'This is truly
a sight to see. The Adyar grounds contain
the third largest banyan tree in the world,
and under its natural arches and pillars a very
large number of people can sit. A little plat-
form is built, and from that the great speeches,
which are always afterwards printed, are given.
The atmosphere of enthusiasm and upliftment
is indescribable. Of course the majority of the
delegates are Indian, but quite a number of
Western members seem to be able to get there.

When Dr. Besant was living she always gave
all four of the ‘Convention lectures’. After
her death we had Dr. Arundale, Mr. Jinara-
jadasa, Mrs. Arundale, and others.

- On account of the huge distances to be
traversed, the Convention is held alternately at
Advar and at Benares in the North of India.
The first vear of my stay in Adyar, it was held
in Benares. I recall the dusty, hot discomfort
of the long train journey north. We had to
change trains at Calcutta, and there I saw a
rehearsal of a fete arranged to greet the
Viceroy. Great elephants paraded with their
faces and trunks painted wonderfully, in gold
and brilliant colours. The next day we continued
our journey to Benares, but I got off the train
at six in the morning ty visit the holy shrine of
Buddhism, the spot where the Buddha attained
enlightenment, Buddha Gya. On the way, in
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one of the incredibly ramshackle Indian
carriages, we visited the Temple of the Foot.
The legend goes that once the great god Shiva,
put His Foot on the earth, and ever since that
day his footprint has been there. I believe the
‘footprint ’ is a marble one, but that I did not
see. Being a m’lechda or foreign outcast, I
could not enter the inner sanctuary. But [
entered the outer court, being greeted and
garlanded with flowers by the priests. In the
courtyard a pretty little sacred bull, snow
white, with a garland of pink roses around his
neck, was moving among the visitors. He was
evidently a spoiled little animal, for when I had
nothing for him, he nosed me out of his way!

The carriages then took us on to Buddha
Gya. We arrived at a large temple, in the
central part of which sat a huge golden figure
of the Buddha in meditation. Before him
burned rows of candles as before the figure of
a saint in a Catholic Church. There were other
parallels. In little side chapels the Buddha
was again depicted at different stages of his
career. These smaller figures would be dressed
in tinsel and velvet, and sometimes hung with
jewels left by the devotees, as was the great
seated figure in the central temple. There are
no Buddhists left in India now, and it speaks
well for the tolerance of Hinduism that this
Mecca of Buddhists from all over the world
is kept up by Hindu priests.

Outside, beggars congregated looking for
alms. I noticed a pious Burmese lady giving
away rice and food. I threw them a few annas,

169



but I almost wished I had not, for many of the
beggars were blind and they scrambled and
fought for the pennies like wild beasts.

The original Bo-tree under which the l.ord
Buddha had sat in His great meditation had
died, but there flourished an offshoot from it.
I wanted to pick some of its leaves to take
away as mementoes. They are like rounded
ivy leaves in shape. But the branches were too
high for me to reach so a huge Thibetan monk
— there were five of them there still clothed in
their  Thibetan felt-like garments—came
forward, serene, his face wrinkled like a
shrivelled apple, and covered with smiles,
picked them for me.

That night we left for Benares, the holy
citv. of Hinduism, where every pious Hindu
would wish to die that his ashes might be
scattered over the sacred Ganges. The water
is melted glacier coming down from the
Himalaya Mountains. It is reputed to possess
magical properties in spite of the fact that the
remains of incompletely burned corpses float
around, and thousands of pilgrims bathe in it.
Yet the city analyst told me that upon analysis
the water proved to be remarkably pure.

We chartered a boat to go up the river at
the moment of sunrise when the faithful bathed
and meditated.  On either bank there were what
looked like wvast ascending rows of wooden
forms. On these the pilgrims sat after their
ceremonial bath in the traditional attitude of
the Fast, most of them with their faces raised
ardently to the rising sun. The ‘atmosphere’
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was indescribable. Over the whole river hung
a sense of holy awe and wonder. 1 could not
but think of the words of Jehovah to Moses:
“Put off thy shoes from off thy feet, for the
place whereon thou standest is holy ground.”

That must be so, I am sure. Under what-
ever mentally pictured guise the ‘ One without
a second ” be imaged and named, a place where
the single-hearted devotion of thousands has
been poured out becomes highly magnetized. I
think the gods respond because the rapport has
been established. The great modern saint of
Hinduism, Ramakrishna, has said : “ Bow down,
and worship where others kneel; for where so
many have been paying the tribute of adora-
tion, the kind Lord must manifest Himself, as
He is all mercy.”

It was so, too, at Buddha Gya; I know it
must be so at Mecca, Rome, Lourdes, Lisieux.

Further up the river we came to the burning
ghats where the bodies of the dead are burned
on large piles of wood and the remains thrown
into the Ganges. The eldest son performs the
last rites of Hinduism for his parents; failing
a son, the eldest daughter.

Winding up the narrow, hilly streets to the
temple with its sacred monkeys at the crest, we
found the road lined closely on either side with
fearsome looking beggars, all clamorous for
alms. The beggars of the Fast are worse to
look at in a way than those of the West. They
wear so few clothes that their dreadful sores
and malformations are open to the eye.
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I did not see the Himalava Mountains and
the Taj Mahal, though my round trip ticket
would have taken me there. I surrendered that
opportunity in order to be present at the last
of the four Convention meetings when Mr. C.
Jinarajada, newly come from America, was the
speaker. I shall never forget that meeting. He
spoke to us on the Vision of the Spirit, and it
was the first time that I had listened to this
cultured and poetic speaker. Proceedings were
wound up the last night by having the boys of
the Central Hindu College give us a display
with coloured lights.

I remember Dr. George S. Arundale, who
was then the principal of the Central Hindu
College, walking about the grounds of Conven-
tion with Indian boys hanging on each arm.
He was very fond of his scholars and they were
very fond of him. Some of our members may
be a little shocked if I record that he generally
had a big pipe in his mouth, too! It was very
soon after that that Dr. Arundale became a
disciple of one of the great Adepts, and when
that happened he gave up in one day his pipe
and his custom of eating large beefsteaks.

Benares was intensely cold at night although
very hot in midday. I have known the ground
covered with frost in the morning and noticed
that the peasants in the fields would cover their
heads and shoulders with large woollen shawls.
They did not seem to mind their legs being
cold! At the stations and in the grounds, the
peasants would offer their handiwork for
incredibly small sums. Some were extra-
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ordinarily artistic, but alas! such beautiful
native arts are beginning to disappear before
the inroads of civilisation. Instead of the old
graceful clay and brass vessels, we now see
hideous kerosene tins.

Major Francis Yeats-Brown, the famous
author of The Lives of a Bengal Lancer, and
books on yoga, came to visit us in Benares. 1
dimly remember a rather chubby ‘young
subaltern in those days. At Benares, too, I
met for the first time, Miss Francesca Arundale,
the aunt who adopted and reared Dr. Arundale.
She was a little round robin of a lady, very
precise in her ways, with large spectacles and
her grey hair done up on the top of her head.
She always wore coats and skirts, while many
of the members followed Mrs. Besant’s example
and donned the Indian sari. I was sitting one
dayv with a group of the members thus attired
for the most part, when Miss Arundale came
along.

“Miss Arundale,” impulsively ejaculated
one, “why don’t you wear saris like our
President?”

Miss Arundale replied in her precise little
voice: “Well, my dear, when T have succeeded
in emulating our great President in her virtues
I think it will be time for me to copy her dress.”

Also at Benares, I saw for the first time the
famous Indian chemist, Sir Jagandranath Bose.
He was one of the most charming people I ever
met. I also remember the General Secretary
of the Indian Section, Mr. Gurtu. He was a
Brahmin from Kashmir, so his skin was almost
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white and he had blazing blue eyes. Upen-
dranath Basu, who had once been a guru of
Mrs. Besant, was there, too.

Convention at Adyar was more wonderful,
and also more fully attended. The last time
I was at Convention there, some twelve years
ago, was when I was passing through from
Australia to FEngland. Then, at the post-
convention | heard the greatest speaker of my
life, Professor Radhakrishnan. He gave an
unforgettable talk at Adyar on ‘'The Spirit of
Hinduism’. 1 was never more thrilled in all
my life. Fortunately I heard him again years
afterwards in South Africa. To my thinking
he is the most beautiful speaker I have ever
heard. And to me it is always a wonder how
our Indian brothers manage to speak our
language better than most of us do ourselves!

[ was present, also, at that famous Conven-
tion in 1925 when the rumour got around that
the l.ord Maitreya would then occupy the body
of Krishnaji. That rumour drew such vast
crowds from Madras that it virtually spoiled
the Convention for our members. But this is
only what I heard, for I myself was in the
Madras hospital with rheumatic fever at the
time. So perhaps it is hardly correct to say I
was there, except in spirit.

Convention at Adyar is a marvellous occa-
sion. Such power descends that surely it must
somehow affect all the rest of the world. To
have attended one is an experience never to be
forgotten.
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CH- A" P B RESEX VTR

YOGIS AND FAKIRS

PROBABLY some of my readers will wonder
whether T ever came across the famous wonder-
working powers of India’s yogis and sages. To
a certain extent I did. Conjurors, of course,
abounded. I have seen the basket trick and °
the mango trick, but not the rope trick. The
conjurer who showed us the basket trick shut
his little wife tightly in a basket, we meanwhile
sitting in a very close circle around him. With
frightful yells he ran a sword through the
basket in every direction. Lifting the cover,
no one was there, while several yards away,
round the corner of Leadbeater Chambers,
outside our close circle, came the little wife,
walking and smiling.

The mango trick is very common. An
almost naked mendicant sat before me with a
filthy rag in his hand about the size of a large
pocket handkerchief. He made a little heap of
sand, buried a mango stone in it, and covering
it with the rag began to chant. Presently he
whisked it off, and there was a green shoot.
The second time he whisked it off a tiny tree
stood there, and the third time a ripe mango
hung on it which he picked off and gave me to
eat. Conjuring? He had only a loin cloth on
to hide things in: hypnotism? Who knows?
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Fortune tellers also abounded, but I fear
they were mostly unreliable. They nearly
always began by saying: “ God love you very
much, Missy,” which at least was pleasant to
hear. I remember one frightfully evil looking
scoundrel with the wickedest eyes telling me
that I had an enemy who was jealous of me,
and if T would give him ten rupees he would
kill her for me! I feel sure he could have done
it, too.

The wonder-working yogis are of a totally
different nature from the native conjurers.
There are two main classes of them, the Hatha
and the Raja Yogis. The first produce extra-
ordinary physical effects by the cultivation of
sheer will power. These may even superinduce
a subtler state of consciousness, but I have
heard, that induced by such means this will not
persist into a new incarnation. 'T'o this order
belong the fakirs and yogis who exhibit their
powers for alms at sacred festivals. It is quite
common to see a man who has held up his arm
for so long it has become withered and
immovable. I have seen a fakir whose nails
had grown through his clenched palm. In
Benares I saw a fakir sitting with a large brass
plate on his head on which was burning a lively
coal fire, while all around him burned other
fires on plates. The heat was so intense I could
not go near him. Fakirs are also to be seen
lyving or sitting on beds of sharp spikes, walking
up ladders of sharp swords, and one curious,
but disgusting phenomenon, reversing peri-
staltic action.
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I had been in Adyar but a month when one
day a splendid looking old Sikh came into the
compound attended by his six tall sons. They
were all fortune tellers and went about the
compound seeking clients. The father got me.
First of all he told me, quite correctly, whatever
I thought of; then he told me to wish, and to
fold up both my hands.

“If it is an odd number, Missy,” he said,
‘you will get your wish.”

Under direction I opened my hands and in
the palm of my left hand there was a big,
black number five, as if done with black chalk.
I was new to these things then and that
frightened me. I thought he must be hypno-
tising me, so I ran away. On the road to
Leadbeater Chambers, I asked everyone I met
whether there was a big, black five in my hand.

“Yes,” they all said, “ but why?”

Arrived home, I washed it off in the bath-
room. It appeared to be a little sticky.

Sometime after that another yogi visited
us. I would judge that this one was a Raja
Yogi. These attain their powers by a mental
concentration and inspiration far in advance of
anything we know in the West. This yogi was
a little man, evidently well-educated and speak-
ing English perfectly. He was travelling,
getting money for his temple. He told us he
was an adept of the system of yoga by posture,
asana, and tying himself into incredible knots
explained that each such posture cured a
disease. He was himself a slender little man,
shining with health and vigour. Then he asked
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us for nails and needles, and proceeded to
swallow them all. Next he asked for some
broken glass, Captain Ransom found a broken
window pane, which the yoga ate up like a piece
of cake. Then he asked for mercury and
someone smashed a thermometer and he
swallowed enough mercury to kill anyone.

He smiled at us. “I will tell you how I
do it,” he obligingly said, “ I do not really eat the
glass and swallow the needles and nails, for
that would kill me if T did. But by my will
power, when they touch my lips, I disintegrate
them, resolve them into atoms and molecules.
You think I have swallowed them, but I have
merely made them disappear.”

To me, that explanation is more feasible
than to believe that he swallowed them — and
lived. He then asked who would be willing to
engage with him in a staring match at the sun.
Captain Ransom volunteered. He soon retired
in a few moments, but the little yog: continued
to gaze at the sun without blinking his eyelids
once for fifteen minutes by our watches. He
lastly asked to be bound by something very
strong. A huge chain was found, dropped from
some lorry, I expect. This was wound around
the wyogi’s slender body several times and
finally fastened with a piece of rope. He gave
us a smile, took a deep breath, and lo! the
chain lay shattered into endless tiny shreds.
One could not tell where a link had been.

India is the land of wonder-workers. But
the true yogt is difficult to find. He does not
encourage people to approach him, unless with
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his divine insight he knows that they are
utterly sincere and that he has a message for
them. In the eyes of the Fast, a Guru or
teacher is sacred, and to perform the most
menial offices for them is considered a blessed
privilege. I sometimes saw travelling san-
nyasis. A sannyasi is a man who has risen
above all caste rules and who owns nothing
except a loin cloth, a razor and a begging bowl.
He must not stay more than three days in one
place, must beg his meals and in return speak
of spiritual truths and the tales of the gods to
those who feed him. In the West he would
starve, but not in the East where the pious
housewife considers it her highest privilege to
feed or to help a man dedicated to the search
for God.

Herein lies the fundamental difference
between the Iast and the West. A reputed
holy man will draw thousands in his wake,
eager to serve him or to do him homage. That
which draws a crowd in the West is a movie
star, a football hero, a politician. Here lies the
enormous power over Indian hearts of Mahatma
Gandhi. T saw it so many times in India.
Fven to me, because I spoke of the eternal
truths Theosophy speaks of, obeisance was
paid. I remember an Indian judge bringing
his baby daughter in his arms and making her
salute me with folded palms.

“Why do vou that?” I asked him.

“Have you not given all your life to God,”
he replied, “will not my child be blessed for
thus saluting you?”
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Yet another Indian judge took me to see a
puja, a festival in honour of some god. It
irresistibly reminded me of a pardon in
Brittany. The image of the god clothed in
satin and jewels and surrounded with flowers
and incense, was paraded in a kind of perambu-
lating shrine, while the priests threw flowers
and fruit to the populace. I noticed four
priests standing under a large red ceremonial
umbrella, chanting mantrams and sacred songs
without cessation.

“Don’t they get very tired?” I asked my
host.

“How could they get tired,” he replied,
“they are chanting the praises of God.”

Another time my friend, Mr. Ramaiyer, took
me to an island in the river, inhabited only by
the lowest castes, consisting of sweepers,
barbers and dhobis or washermen. One of
their number could read English and had pro-
cured from somewhere a textbook on Theo-
sophy. Bit by bit he explained it to his friends.
The outcome was that they all wanted to form
a Lodge of the Theosophical Society, but Mr.
Ramaiyer told them that he would form them
into a Lodge if they would first build a Lodge
Room. This they had industriously done, and
now he suggested that he and I should pay
them a visit to open it ceremonially.

Up the great river we went in a boat made
of a hollowed-out tree trunk. 'We were greeted
by the whole population of the island with
torches and a native band. It was nightfall
and we were escorted through the rice fields
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where the blazing torches were reflected in the
fields under water. We spent the night in the
dak bungalow, a sort of government rest house
to be found everywhere in India. The next
morning hundreds had gathered around the
Lodge Room. Iecture after lecture was given,
mine in English, translated sentence by sentence
by an interpreter. We went at it all day long,
as Mr. Ramaiyer wished to give them all we
could, and retired hot and weary to the dak
bungalow again at night. The morning broke,
and I walked out to find people waiting for me
outside and salaaming deeply. I was slightly
embarrassed.

“Don’t take any notice,” counselled Mr.
Ramaiyer, “they all think you are a yogim
(female yogi) and have come to pay you
honour.”

The unspoiled Indian heart, how simple it
is, how devout! I remember yet another
Indian judge who carried with him everywhere
that common object of devotion for a
Vaishnavait, or worshipper of Vishnu, the
Second Aspect of the Hindu Trimurti, a tiny
carved ivory baby upon a perfectly carved leaf
as small as a thimble. The baby is the child
Krishna, the bambino of Hinduism. As he
showed it to me the tears poured down his face.

“You must excuse me,” he said, “but I love
Him so much that I cannot speak of Him
without tears.”

“Emotional,” some people will say. But
India has a feminine psychology as England
has a masculine: that is all. An Indian who
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had heard me lecture, came to see me. To my
extreme embarrassment he fell on his knees
and kissed my feet, his whole voice trembling
with eagerness and reverence. I was young
then and had only been in the East a short
while, and so I fear I got away as quickly as
I could. I would not do that now.

I found when I stayed with Indian friends,
that two ideals rule deep in Indian hearts.
These may not be at once apparent in an
Indian thoroughly Westernized, but it is there
at the bottom. One is the eternal dream that
one day a man will be able to lay aside all
worldly obligations and set out alone and
penniless to find God. There lies the deepest
side of Hinduism, as Rudyard Kipling shows
in some of his tales. Consequently a man who
has done this, and surrendered every tie—
though, according to the Shastras, it must be
with his wife’s permission—is honoured by all
India. The worship of the holy man is a very
deep instinct in Indian hearts. Of course, it is
sometimes exploited by lazy imposters, but
very many ascetics are true of heart.

The other ideal of India is the worship of
the mother, not the wife. Perhaps that is why
every Indian woman desires a son. To him she
will become a goddess. There is nothing like
it in the West. I remember that dear and
valued friend of mine, Mr. Ramaiyer, the clever
Indian wakil, or lawyer, already mentioned,
taking me to his home that I might see his
mother, a charming, sweet old lady who could
not speak a word of my language so that we
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had to converse with signs. As Mr. Ramaiyer
and I went away he said to me, with tears in
his eyes: “I am a man of forty, yet never
have I left my home to go to the courts in the
morning without bowing down to my blessed
mother’s feet.”

Hinduism calls the feminine aspect of Deity
its shakti, or power. The three gods of the
Hindu T'rimurti have each their wife or shakti.
It is clearly seen that the one is the expression
of the other. For Brahma, the Creator, the
Divine Mind or Thought, has as his consort the
goddess Sarasvati, the Hindu Minerva, the
goddess of eloquence and speech; Vishnu, the
Sustainer, the Divine Love, has the lovely
Lakshmi, the Hindu Venus, the goddess of
beauty and joy; and the great god Shiva, the
Destroyer, or rather the Regenerator, has
Parvati, the daughter of the Himalayas, the
goddess of purity, the Hindu ‘Our Lady’.

A missionary once said to me in angry
tones: “I cannot get these people to have a
sense of sin!”

Why should they have a sense of sin? They
have something better, an abiding sense of the
mystery and the divinity of all life.
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CHAPTER Z1X

INDIAN LIFE

NO\V let me write of India, the land of
mystery and glamour. The moment one sets
foot in India, one is conscious of an over-
whelming Presence. Hoary with dignity and
wisdom, the land seems. to say to one: “I have
a message deep in my bosom. There I hold the
secret of the universe.” And this in spite of the
chattering peasantry, the starving pariah dogs
and chickens, the struggle for tips, the universal
beggars. How poor India is, how poor! I
hardly ever saw a panchama, literally fifth
caste or out-caste, the original Dravidian in-
habitants before the Aryan invaders came, who
looked as if he ever had enough to eat. One
meal a day is the rule and not much at that.
The children have knees and elbows sticking out
of their emaciated limbs. They crowded round
us, but never with any malice, only curiosity
and greed. Their eyes were mild, the eyes of a
native nearly always are. An Indian once said
to me: “ The English have such hard eyes,” and
s0, in a way. we have. Greed of gain, the hunt
for material efficiency and wealth, make a
man’s eyes hard. Only things of the spirit,
beauty, love, can make them soft again.

In India, only, can the simple life we used
to hear so much about, be really lived. In
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ancient days land was communal; a man built
a house where he would. It was soon done,
bamboo poles set up, the floor beaten, plaited
palm leaves for walls. Life is still simple, beds
are a thin mat on the floor, no bed clothes are
used. Where I stayed in Indian homes, no
rooms seemed to be allocated for any special
purposes, no-glass was in the windows, no locks
upon the doors; there was not much furniture
that I could see. The hostess always did the
cooking herself, over a fire between two stones
outside. Her dress consisted of seven yards of
straight material, most artistically arranged,
without pins, buttons or hooks—I was initiated
into the way this is done—and was washed
every day. Her hair was always parted in the
middle and either worn in a heavy plait behind
with flowers stuck in, or els¢ wound into a knot
without hairpins.

Her husband’s dress was five vards of
straight muslin, the last fold passed between
the legs and tucked in behind at the belt, con-
stituting a dhoti. Over his shoulders he wore
a thin muslin shawl, unless he was going to
town in contact with Europeans when he put
on a thin black alpaca coat. The gentlemen of
the household always asked me if I minded
their sitting in nothing but a dhoti and their
Brahmanical sacred thread, which, of course,
I did not.

Sewing was hardly necessary, dusting either,
except for a sweep round with a brush made of
rushes. There were no beds to make. When
evening came the members of the family each
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took a thin mat from under the stairs, put it
down anywhere they wished, pulled their saris
over their heads, and fell asleep before one
could say: “Jack Robinson”. I was always
astonished at the Indian capacity to fall asleep
so quickly. When I was travelling the Fura-
sian guards would ask me if I minded Indian
ladies coming in with me. Why ever should I
in their own country? So on one occasion a
bevy of gay saris invaded my compartment.
The little wives were of all ages, and were
accompanied by _the old grandmother, a very
stout lady of unwieldy proportions. 'As soon
as the train started, the whole company with
the exception of the fat grandmother threw
themselves on the dirty floor and went to sleep.
Anyone looking through the window would
have thought no “one was there except the
grandmother and me.

I, too, tried to sleep on a thin mat, but alas!
my Western bones were not supple enough, so
a kind Indian gave me a little travelling bed
which thereafter I took everywhere with me.
There is no washing up to do after meals, that
bugbear of modern households, for a plate is
made of vine leaves pinned together with twigs,
or else a big banana leaf, which is thrown away
afterwards, while the food is always taken with
the fingers. I found that this is really an
excellent custom for food tastes much better
when free of contact with metal forks and
spoons, but it was too difficult for me so they
generally found some sort of cheap spoon for
me to use. If a hostess wishes to do one a
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great honour, she will put the first mouthful
into the guest’s mouth with her own fingers.
In most houses where I stayed the joint
family system still reigned. Perhaps as many
as forty people of all ages would be under one
roof, the undisputed autocrat of them all being
the oldest grandmother. No woman in India,
except the emancipated and Europeanised ones,
ever earns her own living or remains unmarried.
If a widow, she is kept by her nearest male
relative. The widow cuts off her hair, wears
no jewels, and devotes herself to the service of
the others. Indian women are married while
still children, and are brought up, until the
marriage can be consummated, in the homes of
their husbands. The vast net-work of caste
intricacies are responsible for many an unhappy
marriage. A husband must be found within the
caste and sometimes this is responsible for the
marrying of a little girl to an elderly man. Yet
I have known many a truly happy Indian
marriage, for growing up together weaves a
deep bond between the little husband and wife.
Some of the horrors described by Miss Mayo in
her book, Mother India, sometimes do occur,
but they are the exceptions and not the rule.
Indian womanhood is the most charming,
graceful, lovable creation in the world. In
happier days Indian women will take the place
awaiting them. They will have a great gift to
give us all, for here, of all places in the world,
lives womanhood at its highest, loveliest, most
distinctive self. ‘T'he repose, the grace, the
tenderness and wisdom of the highest types of
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Indian womanhood; is there anything in the
world to equal it? She s Woman, the feminine
aspect of Deity, incarnate. And most of them
are not unhappy. Emancipation in our sense
of the term does not always mean happiness.
The loveliest, most contented-looking woman I
ever saw was the young wife of an ancient
Mohammedan. She was, of course, in purdah
and could not be seen out of doors unless veiled
in a big white sheet. The Eurasian guard asked
me if I would let her come into my carriage.
In she came, and two little children with her,
her husband meanwhile getting into an adjoin-
ing carriage. As soon as the train started she
took off her white sheet, and the loveliest being
I have ever seen appeared. .She looked so
voung, and yet so content. Her beauty was so
amazing I have no words for it beyond the
ordinary Fastern terms such as ‘¢ Moon of my
desire’. I found she could talk English, so we
got into conversation. Her husband, a very
venerable old man with a long white beard, and -
voluminous Mohammedan garments, came
round at every stop to bring her fruits and
flowers. The two children, like all Eastern
children, were solemn-eyed mites, dressed in
red satin trousers and green satin coats and
round black caps. I thought they were both
boys, but the mother explained that one was a
boy and the other a girl. Until a girl is ten
yvears old she is dressed like her brothers to
deceive the afrits, or evil spirits, who would
hurt a little girl. When she is ten, her hair is
allowed to grow and she puts on a sari and goes
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into purdah. 'The mother also explained that
when a Mohammedan woman is first married
she spends three months in the same room
without ever going out! Yet all this had given
her no perturbation and she looked serene and
happy.

Another time in a train I saw a much loved
Hindu wife. Her husband put her in with me,
and she showed me her lovely jewels and the
exquisitely embroidered Kashmir shawl which
he had given her. Here was another happy
wife.

There is a vast tolerance in Hinduism. Six
immemorial systems of philosophy exist in it
side by side. Sometimes a priest would call on
me and wish to discuss with me whether I
believed in Dwaitism or Adwaitism. 1 think
that means whether I believed in the funda-
mental unity of spirit and matter or in its
eternal duality. All I remember now is that
such discussions made my head feel as if it had
been electrically brushed, such is the subtlety
of Indian argument. Such subjects were also
a favourite theme for after-dinner conversation
in India. I once took part in an Indian dinner
party. Quite a number of people had come to
my host’s house to see and hear me. The even-
ing was falling and all were invited to dinner.
A discussion arose. Should they invite me, an
outcaste, to dine with them? Half the com-
pany agreed to invite me, though by doing so
they broke their caste rules. The other half
went off into another room. Meanwhile the
Brahmins who were with me sat down on mats
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around the walls of the room, a few feet apart.
I believe there is some idea about not eating
the other man’s aura. Before each of us on the
floor a large, fresh banana leaf was laid. On
that our hosts placed a large heap of rice,
different helpings of curries, fried potatoes,
vegetables, et cetera. A host never eats until
all his guests are provided for, and his women
folk do not eat until all the men have eaten.
Using only the right hand, the left folded
behind them, my fellow guests mixed the curries
into the rice with their fingers, rolling it up
into little balls which they threw into their
mouths. An Indian never touches his mouth
when he eats nor when he drinks. When drink-
ing he makes his throat straight and pours
water or milk down without the brass goblet
touching his lips. I was not clever at making
the balls so someone found a spoon for me. I
found it was quite good manners to call out for
what one wanted.

After dinner when we were seated outside
the house, the ladies of the household came
along with beautiful brass vessels to pour water
over our soiled fingers. Then we sat and talked
as night fell. The subjects of conversation were
very different from those of a Western dinner
party. We did not discuss our neighbours,
books or theatres. We talked of universals,
the things of the spirit, and sometimes politics.
I was always with the men, for so many of the
women did not understand my language,
though they would show me their babies and
jewels with many smiles and giggles. 1 was
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anxious to hear the famous musical instrument
of India, the vina. At last someone was found
who could play it for me. A little maiden of
fourteen came with a long kind of guitar, the
body of which was a wonderfully decorated
gourd. Off the keyboard were two lower
strings which every now and then she twitched
with her little finger. The music was very
fairylike and sweet. I loved it. What a pity,
I thought, that the exquisite instruments of
India, the vina, and the northern lute are giving
way to cheap violins, played upright on the
knees.

Mr. Wadia had asked me to do a tour in
India before I left Adyar, and this was how I
became acquainted with Indian life and customs.
Sometimes the members would put a bed for
me in a l.odge library. Recollecting India I
was not too astonished to find what looked
like heavy grey velvet curtains, but which
turned out to be—cobwebs! A bathroom 1is
easily made with plaited palms and jars of
water. Once I was put up in a tent in the
Palghat Hills. It was here that the President
of the local TI.odge, Mr. Sesacharya, suggested
that we take a special journey to a large school.
It seems that quite often a rich man will, when
he retires, build a school and generally make
himself its headmaster. Just such a school was
near another I.odge and Mr. Sesacharya asked
me whether I would be willing to start early
next morning, get over there by train, talk to
the boys in the afternoon and to the Lodge in
the evening, spend the night at the headmaster’s
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house and return the following day. Certainly
I was willing, so the next morning at 6 a.m. we
entrained for this particular place. We got
there about 11 o’clock, and while all the Lodge
members and the masters of the school
assembled downstairs, they gave me a room
upstairs and a native butler to cook a meal for
me. That afternoon I talked to the boys.
Perhaps nowhere in the world is there a more
beautiful audience than one of Indian boys.
Their faces will shine with interest and
enthusiasm. What wonders could be done with
Indian youth properly directed.

In the evening a Lodge meeting was held,
and after it we went down again to the head-
master’s house for the night. My bed was a
hard plank of wood on legs, covered with a
sheet. My host said he would send his wife to
sleep at my door. When I protested he airily
waved his hands, and as I tried to sleep on the
plank I heard a heavy body flop down beside
my door.

Another amusing thing happened to me once
in, I think, Travancore, or Trichinopoly or
Ballarat. The members in that town suggested
to the local Temperance Society that they
should ask me to speak to them. Thinking that
I would be talking only to Indians I agreed.
But the Colonel of a British regiment quartered
there got to hear of it. He, no doubt, thought
it would do his men some good, for when I
arrived I found to my horror, a large phalanx
of British Tommies on the platform with me,
all looking extremely hot in khaki, but very
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respectful. As all I knew about the evils of
drink was its psychic effect, I am afraid Tommy
Atkins can hardly have been edified!

In that same audience I found some very
interesting people. I noticed some there who
did not look like the generality of Indians.
They all wore white, white dhotis and white
turbans. They afterwards came up to speak
to me, and told me they were a colony of
original Christians, who had never been con-
verted by missionaries, but dated back to the
time when St. Thomas, whose bones lie in the
cathedral in Madras, came on a missionary
journey to India. Apparently their Christian
beliefs and practices are more like those of the
Copts. I wondered if they were lineal
descendants of the ancient Essene Order, which
two thousand years ago had mission stations
all over Asia Minor, for they still dressed in
white as the Essenes did, and also possessed
other similarities.

Another time I was in Mysore, which had
a very enlightened Maharajah. He had town-
planned the whole of Mysore so that it looked
like a veritable picture of Moorish architecture,
and had done many other things to help his
people. He had lightened the lot of widows by
establishing schools for them. He had a private
zoo where the animals appeared to be free by
the formation of great ditches surrounding
their areas. I chiefly remember the darling
little baby tiger wearing a jewelled collar to
which was fastened a leash, chaining him to the
trunk of a tree. He was just like a playful
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kitten, and I am afraid that I spent most of my
time with him.

Wandering about the bazaars of Mysore I
saw a sight I shall never forget. Down the
crowded streets strolled three Persian gypsies,
a man and two girls, all wearing the ornate
Persian dress, the skirts of the two girls being
so full that they swayed round with every one
of their free, proud steps. 'The gait of the
voungest girl was magnificent; her head was
held high, and in the corner of her mouth a red
rose was twirled, while her almond-like dark
eyes darted restlessly from side to side, with
the most provocative look I have ever seen.
She was all fire and life; what a lovely human
animal she was!

Mysore lies at the foot of a huge table-
mountain on the crest of which stands a little
temple. Once a year the Maharajah must cere-
monially take the journey up the thousand
steps which lead to it. When I saw it, the
sun was setting, turning the mountain a deep
purple. Its dying rays caught and lit up the
golden minarets of the Maharajah’s palace, and
the scarlet, flaming trees now in bloom in the
gardens. I heard trills of silvery laughter. A
group of ladies was trooping out for an even-
ing walk; decorum forbade their going in day-
light. The green and gold and violet of their
gorgeously coloured saris mingled with the
beauty of nature in an unforgettable blaze of
colour. One of them led by the hand a lovely
little boy stark naked save for a silver chain
around his waist and silver anklets which con-
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trasted marvellously with his honey-coloured
skin.

What a pity that certain missionaries
teach their converts that it is a sin to go with
an uncovered body. I have seen Indian
Christians parading miserably in hideous skirts
and blouses and sailor hats, and I once saw a
wretched infant dressed in the woollies of a
Western baby. 'This in the climate of India.
Heaven forfend! 'The Catholic missionaries are
wiser. They let their converts retain their
native dress. The old church is very wise. It
does not tell their native converts to ‘destroy
their idols’. 1t gently explains that thev are
not rightly named. Thus Saraswati becomes
Our T.ady and Krishna some saint. Is there
not a Catholic Church somewhere in South
America where Our lady wears a black face?

I spent a little time in the Malabar country
on the west coast of India. Very curious cus-
toms obtain there. A kind of matriarch rules.
The wife holds the property which descends
not to her children, but to her sister’s children.
The husband is a lodger in the house. The
upper part of the body is generally uncovered
both with the women as well as the men.
Indeed; “ I 'was @ told “that s 1t S wonldatbe
considered the height of discourtesy to enter
the presence of the ruling Rajah, called there
the Zamorin, with the upper part of the body
clothed. The women do their hair in a kind of
peak on one side. Theyv tried to do my hair
like theirs, but my locks were not thick enough.
They also wear gold plaques in their ears, the
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lobes gradually stretching to an enormous
circle to accommodate larger and large plaques.
Queer witchcraft still abounds there; for in-
stance: the priests gash their foreheads with
swords, immediately healing the wounds after-
wards without a vestige of a scar.

The Brahmins who live there are of a very
strict variety. My {friend, Mr. Ramaiyer,
belonged to this order. I was invited to dinner
with the Zamorin. I found he could not talk
English, neither could he eat with me as he
was a very strict Hindu. But I sat on the floor
all by myself with a banana leaf before me, and
ate a most delectable dinner, served by the
Zamorin’s eldest son, who had been to Oxford
and spoke perfect English with an Oxford
accent. The Zamorin watched my progress,
and sent a message by his son to say that it
was proper manners to eat up everything
placed before me, but as I was English he
would excuse me. I was glad to hear that,
as in spite of the tastiness of Indian food, a
generous host can make one eat vast quantities
of food.

Mr. Ramaiyer told me that there was quite
an excitement going on in the town of Calicut,
where I was staying. It appeared that the
Zamorin had established a large school for
boys, and had asked for an FEnglish head-
master. They sent out to him, as they would
be sure to do, a callow young fellow, not
long down from Oxford. He walked about
Calicut in the traditional cap and gown. But
this was the horror! He had instituted the
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likewise traditional Fnglish custom of thrash-
ing the boys! This in a country which never
beats children. Imagine the excitement. Many
of the fathers were withdrawing their boys
from the school in spite of the fact that it
belonged to the Zamorin. What finally
happened, I never heard, but I felt a little sorry
for the ignorant and inexperienced headmaster
who was clearly quite lonely in the native
state.

Lecturing in India has its quaint sides. I
found that an Indian audience will listen to
vou all night if necessary, but one must not be
surprised if that audience is ‘a moving quantity,
people getting up and coming in all the time. I
once had an Indian chairman who talked forty-
five minutes before I could begin. But what is
that in a country which knows no time, and in
many places does not even possess clocks. At
the same meeting the resident District Collector
had been asked to sit on the platform with me.
I still smile when I think of him! He was a
very stout man, properly dressed in a most
unsuitable fashion for the Indian climate. As
usual, both he and I were draped in heavy
ceremonial wreaths. As I lectured I did not
dare to look at him as he sat there breathing
heavily, with a big wreath of strongly-scented
white flowers round his neck.

Not all District Collectors were like him. I
once stayed a week up in the hill country in a
little place which had only two white men, the
Collector and the doctor. These two men had
laid out both a golf course and a tennis court,
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and every evening they played each other at
.one or the other. Then they had also organized
a club where they played bridge. They had to
play a perpetual dummy for the only other
person who could play with them was an
Indian judge. So when I appeared they coaxed
me into their game, although I did not really
know how to play. Still with their help and
memories of whist playing with my father, I
managed a fairly creditable game.

The doctor was really a wonder. He had
completely wiped out mosquitoes and malaria
in his district. The Collector, a tall, thin man
with a very kind face, told me that his wife
refused to live there and had gone back to
England.

“The trouble with the women,” he said,
“is that they will not adapt themselves to
changed conditions. They want to have an
Oxford Street over here.”

I have often thought of him since and it is
to men like him and the doctor, slaving away
steadily in an alien country and under most
uncomfortable conditions, that Britain owes
her empire and her name.

Sometimes I was asked to speak especially
to the women. My usual audiences would be
composed wholly of men, for in those parts no
respectable woman would be seen in a mixed
audience. So generally a ladies’” meeting was
arranged in the afternoon, perhaps we would
say four o’clock, but of course it was nearer
six before things really got under way. As
most of the ladies could not speak FEnglish
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there had to be an interpreter, which was
generally some elderly relative. Sometimes the
men, hearing that I was going to address the
ladies, would come to see me previously. “We
want you,” they told me, “to impress upon our
ladies the necessity of being obedient to their
husbands.”

“Oh, ho!” I thought, “do you all realize
that you are talking to an ancient suffragette?”

But when the time came and I asked the
women what they would like me to tell them
about, they almost invariably stated two sub-
jects: they wanted me to tell them whether
it was true what the priests had told them
about hell (priest-craft was as rampant here as
anywhere else!) or otherwise to tell them about
Mrs. Pankhurst. So her fame had spread even
to the most remote corners of India. We used
to go sentence by sentence, and the interpreter
was sometimes so long in translating my words
that I suspected he was putting in quite a good
deal on his own.

Occasionally in those days I met what we
would now call a Communist. I never thought
that bitter, revolutionary talk suited the normal
Indian who has a deeply ingrained habit of
reverence for authority of all kinds. They also
have an uncanny instinct for detecting what
we might call a ‘real sahib’. Such a one could
rule with ease, but woe betide the little man of
bourgeois outlook and upbringing.

Indian hosts are very generous. I ceased
to admire anything in their homes, for then
they would say: “ Do vou like it? It is yours.”
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I like their salutation with closed palms. How
much better than shaking sticky hands.

This was India, the land of tremendous
contrasts, of amazing beauty, of mystic
sanctity, yet also the land of dreadful squalor,
poverty and disease. I do not like to remember
the skeleton dogs, the little bullocks with their
tails twisted off, the nervous, improperly broken
horses I had to see. I could bear better the
lepers who pursued me. I remember one boy
of twelve holding out to me two hands from
which every finger had dropped off. At least
a man can speak, can ask for sympathy from
his fellows, but the ‘little brothers’ of men—
what is their fate in the East where they do
not kill, but leave to suffer?

I dream sometimes of an India resurrected,
purified, free. She could once again lead the
world, for there lies her peculiar genius. ‘Ex
Oriente Lux’ is still true. The genius of the
West is material; the genius of the FEast
spiritual. There should be a fair exchange for
the benefit of all the world.

There is another nation which has a similar
spiritual genius, Ireland. Many times in Ire-
land have I been struck by the cultural and
spiritual parallels between the two nations.
When FEurope and England were plunged in
darkness, Ireland was ‘the Isle of Saints’. It
may well be the destiny of both countries to
become that again.
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CHAPTER /XX,
KRISHNAMURTI

I MENTIONED Krishnamurti. All the
world knows him now. When he first came to
Adyar he was a thin, little boy with enormous
dark eyes and very thick black hair. Watching
his slim and graceful young figure playing
tennis at Adyar, I used to try to ‘sense’ his
major quality. It always came to me the same
way, purity, flawless purity. °Blessed are the
pure in heart for they shall see God’. And he
has ‘seen God’. Of that, without knowing
how, I am sure. And what is purity? Some-
thing far deeper than what commonly passes
under that name. I believe it is spiritual single-
ness, wholeheartedness, the purity of a soul
which is unified by one high aim, no longer a
“divided self’ and therefore impure. And
because Krishnaji, from his first ill-taught, ill-
treated years, had that deep, almost uncon-
scious aim, he found his goal as all men will
whose life is similarly motivated by an
unceasing purpose.

There was never a less egotistic person than
Krishnaji; how spoiled he might have been
with all the adulation poured at his feet, and
vet I have never seen him anything but modest
and kind. Shy and retiring, on occasions his
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sincerity can yet be like a shining Ithuriel
spear.

Do I think that he is the Christ? I neither
know nor care. 'That he is himself is enough
for me. I have been present at the great camp
in Ommen, Holland, when over 3,000 people
sat silent, spellbound with the echo of a diviner
world, because of a Voice and words which fell
from his young lips. Would I ruin that beauty
by asking like some hard-pressed journalist,
who are you? To every man will come a day
when God will be known of his own spirit. To
the ‘ God-conscious’ as they pass us by, let us
say ‘hail and farewell’, for it is enough that
they have blessed the earth for a moment with
their presence.

That Krishnaji is charity incarnate I know
who have seen him walk into the gutter that
he might be beside the outcast who fled from
polluting a Brahmin with his shadow. I saw
him in Adyar, in Ommen, in ILondon, in
America and in Australia. And it was at two
meetings of his that the most wonderful events
of all my life took place.

The first was during that Convention of The
Theosophical Society at Benares when I arrived
in India. Dr. George Arundale was at the time
the principal of the Central Hindu College. He
had formed a little secret society among his
best loved boys which he called ‘ The Order of
the Rising Sun’. Mrs. Besant told him that she
did not think it wise to form secret societies
among boys. Why not make it a public order
and call it “The Order of the Star in the East’.
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It was to bind those together who looked for
the coming of a World Teacher. Dr. Mary
Rocke asked me if I would like to be its first
member. But I wanted to think about it a
little more, so in the end I became the 43rd.
Then at the succeeding Convention at Benares,
Dr. Arundale was selected for a lecture on the
newly-formed Order. After it was given, a
large number of Indian members said they
wished to join. So an extra meeting was
quickly arranged upon a Wednesday afternoon
during Convention, when Krishnamurti was
personally to present certificates of member- .
ship to the newly-joined members. No one
thought that this would prove anything out of
the common, and so quite a number of
delegates went sightseeing that afternoon in
Benares. Even Mrs. Besant did not think she
would go, but Mr. Leadbeater said that because
Krishnaji was shy they should go to support
him. I went because I never liked missing any
Convention meeting.

We all gathered in the Convention Hall.
The newly-joined Indian members sat in rows
on the floor, while Mr. Irving Cooper, an
American member, and Professor Telang from
the Central Hindu College, kept order and
directed those coming up to receive certificates.
I sat on a form at the very back of the hall with
Miss Alida de I.eeuw as we were already
members of the Order.

Before proceedings commenced, as we were
all gaily chatting with each other, an interior
voice made itself audible to me. * Cease talking
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and attend,” it said. I stopped at once, and
apparently a similar idea struck all the others,
for a very solemn stillness fell upon the whole

assembly. I noticed Mrs. Besant and Mr. -

Leadbeater sitting with Mr. Jinarajadasa and
Krishnamurti’s younger brother on a form
behind the table on which the certificates lay.
They were all looking very serious. I felt an
invisible host surround the whole hall, I heard
afterwards that the first thing which happened
was the arrival of a choir of the Gandharvas or
heavenly singers, mostly green in colour, sur-
rounding the hall In that silence the
atmosphere deepened and deepened. I can
describe it in no other words than to say it was
like ‘love tangible’.

Then one by one, the first rows of seated
Hindus began to go up to receive their certifi-
cates. 'The first five or six men bowed and
returned to their seats. Then the seventh man,
perhaps he was more sensitive than the others,
suddenly fell on his face in the immemorial
salutation of the Fast to a Guru. After that,
everyone, even Furopeans, did the same. Mr.
Jinarajadasa suddenly left his seat and joining
the approaching throng, salaamed, too. Moving
in complete silence the whole hall followed
suit. Still in silence we left the hall.

At the door I met Mr. Jinarajadasa. “I
suppose you realise,” he said to me, “that
karma brought yvou here this afternoon.”

It was days afterwards before the effect of
that wonderful meeting wore off. And during
the proceedings it seemed to me that I was
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lifted up into a vast interior consciousness in
which I saw two things very clearly. First, it
seemed to me, in some way impossible to
describe, that the walls of the building had
gone down and that in some mystical fashion
the whole world was present with us. Mrs.
Besant told us afterwards that there was not
a living thing in the world at that moment
which was not touched. Then, I seemed to see
that world through the eyes of the World’s
Teacher, our I.ord the Christ. And I saw that
though He could quite well observe differences
in growth, between large and small, great and
petty, to Him that made no difference. Though
all manner of differences existed, He had no
‘sense of difference’. To Him all were equally
important, equally beloved. From that day to
this I have never forgotten that. 'Therein lies,
I feel, the secret of genuine spirituality, of true
charity.

The next day Mrs. Besant said to many of
us: “Those of you who were there yesterday,
can no longer have any doubt whose vehicle
the Lord will use.”

I once learned Sanskrit and my pundit,
teacher, told me that ‘murti’ means body or
form, so Krishnamurti means ‘body of
Krishna’.

Years passed. Krishnaji went to Europe.
At first he was merely a merry boy who
enjoyed fun and even the music of comic opera.
[ remember when Mr. Jinarajadasa was
appointed tutor to him and his brother. They
were living in I.ondon at that time with the
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Brights, relatives of the great John Bright.
Miss Esther Bright told me that Mr. Jinara-
jadasa, who is an ardent devotee of classical
music, tried to train his charges in their musical
taste, and so hid from them some records of
‘The Circus Girl’ which they had obtained.
But one day when their teacher was out they
searched his room, found with glee the for-
bidden records and when he came home,
greeted him with ‘ The Circus Girl’ in full blast.

Miss Bright told me another story about
Krishnaji. The Brights had a little house at
Esher in the country then, and one day a lady,
very much convinced that she knew better than
Mrs. Besant what should be done, arrived to
tell her this. The others, including Krishnaji,
were playing croquet on the lawn. Presently
the lady came out again, wearing nothing like
so jaunty an air as she had on arriving. The
players began to comment a little unkindly
about her. Krishnaji intervened.

“Oh! poor thing,” he said, ‘““don’t let us
talk about her.”

One day I was taking luncheon at the
Brights’ home in Drayton Gardens at the time
when Dr. Arundale had succeeded Mr. Jinara-
jadasa as the boy’s tutor. Dr. Arundale was
an adept at dealing with the Dark Brothers
and their pupils. At the lunch table he regaled
us with some descriptions of those he had met
out of the body the night before. Of course, I
was immensely interested.

“What do they look like?” T asked Dr.
Arundale.
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He replied : ““ Sometimes they take the form
of particularly unpleasant creatures, like a
gigantic spider, for example. And ugh! the
smell of them!”

“What do they smell like?” I persisted.

“Like the most awful old clothes vou can
possibly imagine,” Dr. Arundale replied.

“Oh, George,” put in Krishnaji, “don’t let
us talk about such things.”

I went to the famous Ommen Camps for at
least six years in succession. Such'a tremen-
dous number of people wished to go that four
extra ships for the Hook of Holland had to be
put on to accommodate us. The journey up
through Holland was easy for everywhere we
found the Dutch could speak English. I have
noticed the wonderful facility of the Dutch in
this respect. A famous Dutch Theosophist,
Miss Dygraaf, could lecture in four different
languages. I asked her how she did it.

“Well, dear,” she answered, “we Dutch
learn four languages in school. You see, no
one will learn Dutch so we have to learn the
other tongues.” '

The Camps were set out on the estate of
Baron von Pallandt. He, himself, dwelt at the
Castle Eerde, an old mansion surrounded by a
moat, and containing priceless tapestries.
Krishnaji would stay there also, and at least
three thousand people would be accommodated
in tents set out in a wide space near dark pine
woods not far from the German frontier. The
organization for such a large number of people
was perfect. The tents were placed in rows
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like the streets and avenues of an American
city. Inside there would be tiny canvas beds
with straw mattresses. ILarge sheds were
built for showers and lavatories. We had to
get up early to have a nice hot shower, and
generally had to stand in a queue for it. Meals
were served in large tents with rails between
them so that trolleys could be run easily, to
hold the huge pails from which the helpers
ladled food on to our plates. There were, also
a post office, a registration tent and a huge
tent for the day’s meetings.

The evening meetings took place round the
Camp Fire, which the Boy Scouts lighted every
evening. Seats of gradually rising height were
built round the fire place and here as the even-
ing fell, gathered the three thousand people for
the great event of each day, Krishnaji’s evening
talk. We would collect there for a long time
before he came, and the different nationalities,
some of whom being poor, had walked the
whole way thither, would sing their national
songs. I remember one night when a girl
harpist and a violinist played to us in the open
air.

These were the surroundings when the
second great occasion of my life arrived.
Krishnaji had just dissolved the Order of the
Star in the Fast. Personally, I thought that
one of the most magnificent gestures I had
ever seen. Alone against the world, that slight
boy stood and gave back lands and money to
40,000 people who would have given him all
they had.

He had been speaking to us in what I felt
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was a querulous way, saying that here we had
been expecting him for eighteen years and
what had we done? “Krishnaji,” I said to
myself, “I wish yvou wouldn’t talk that way.”

All at once he stopped in the middle of a
sentence. Then, after a slight pause, another
voice spoke, not Krishnaji’'s, but a deeper
tender, beautiful voice. We all knew at once
what had happened, and a profound stillness
fell on all. 1 listened with bated breath and
determined I would remember the few sentences
spoken. As I remember them they were as
follows:

“I come, not to destroy, but to fulfl. If
vou would tread the path that I have trodden
then you must learn to love as I love, to under-
stand as I understand. I come to those who
love and to those who suffer.”

The Voice ceased. After a moment Krish-
naji turned and left the meeting. But the rest
of us did not stir. In deep silence we sat on
without uttering one word; perhaps for the
space of fifteen minutes we sat thus. Then,
one by one, still in complete silence, we stole
back to our tents, saying no more that night.

I have never forgotten that night, nor ever
shall. Sometimes His words come back to me.
Why did He say, “I come to those who love
and to those who suffer.”” I can see why now.
Because if we love or if we suffer, we are alive.
If we do neither, we are temporarily dead. But
then I recall older words that said: “Even the
dead shall hear the voice of the Son of God,
and they that hear shall live.”

Krishnaji had such charming simple ways.
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He said to us one day that he would stand for
an hour under the tree by the post office, and
would we all come and speak to him. Em-
boldened by this invitation, I took along a
photograph of him which I had bought for a
member who could not be present. I found
a quite orderly queue, waiting to have a word
with him. Just in front of me stood a little
old lady of Slav birth, I would think. Krishnaji
had been talking about the ‘ Kingdom of Happi-
ness’. I noticed that he described the same
state of consciousness by different terms each
year. One year it would be ‘The Pool of
Wisdom’, another ‘The Kingdom of Happi-
ness’. Another time he would name it ‘The
Beloved’, and the best one of all, to my mind,
was ‘ The Deathless Joy’. The little old lady
folded her hands in her eagerness.

“Oh! Krishnaji,” she whispered, “how can
I find the Kingdom of Happiness?”

Krishnamurti took her hands in his, bent
his head and said softly—I only caught his
words because I was close behind—* Just you
love everyone.” How simple, how sweet, how
just right for the simple little soul that
enquired of him.

The Indian scriptures say that in the
presence of a * God-conscious’ man, involuntary
healing sometimes takes place. I can give two
instances of this which came under my own
observation. Touring in FEngland I stayed
with a member who was really a trial with
‘nerves’. Staying with her again, sometime
later, I found her serene and steady.
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“What has happened to you?” I asked.
“Where are your nerves?”

“I went to the Ommen Camp this summer,”
she replied, “and when I came home I found
my nerves were cured.”

The other case occurred at a camp I
attended. A certain French member brought
along his son who was suffering from insanity,
hoping the camp might help him. Whilst there
the boy recovered, and at the last meeting, the
father, insensate with joy, suddenly stood up,
crving : ** Krishnaji a fait un miracle ! > He was
persuaded to leave the meeting, and the Dutch
doctors said he would be all right next day, as
he was merely ealté.

I saw Krishnaji at camps in America, too.
I remember on one occasion there I was walk-
ing down the hill with my hostess when we
met Krishnaji walking up with the four-year-
old daughter of Mr. Montgomery Flagg, the
artist, hanging on his arm, with her long silken
fair hair swinging behind her.

“I see, Judith,” said my hostess, “that now
you have a new beau.”

“What’s a beau?” enquired Judith of
Krishnaji.

“O come along,” said he, “what a good
thing you don’t know.”

It was also at a camp at Ojai, California,
that Krishnaji did the same thing as he had
done at Ommen. He invited us to come and
talk to him in a little house in the camp
grounds. Down I went, and found a group
of people waiting their turns while Krishnaji

saw them in an inner room. From that room
21



I presently heard the most delightful peal of
laughter. Krishnaji was laughing, but what
laughter! It was pure joy. Do you know the
difference between laughter which is joy and
that which has no happiness in it? The door
opened and out came the most bedizened and
painted little cinema actress that ever I had
seen. I wondered what she had been saying
to make him laugh like that.

Another time I arrived in Seattle just
when a great concert producer had arranged
a meeting for Krishnaji in a local theatre. The
meeting was to take place that afternoon and
was advertised: ‘J. Krishnamurti: Poet,
Philosopher and Friend’. Fvery seat was sold,
but I was given a chair in a friend’s box on
the stage. Krishnaji came on to the stage alone.
There was no chairman. He looked a little
frightened, I thought. He did not speak for
so very long, and then asked for questions.
After a few moments they began to roll up.
They were all written on strips of paper and
most of them were quite good questions. But
one was amusing. FEvidently, like many
Americans, some girl present thought that any
Fasterner was surely a fortune-teller, for she
" asked: “Shall I marry the man I love?”
Krishnaji read it out and the audience broke
into ripples of laughter. :

“Hush! Hush!” he ejaculated, “don’t
laugh. Because you all want to ask me
questions like that,” and he smiled at them.

Then reading the question once more, he
replied: “I think you will, if you want to hard

enough.”
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After the meeting the young men present
lined up to shake him by the hand. Poor
Krishnaji! I heard he had to stay in bed after-
wards; such is the penalty of celebrity.

The last time I talked to Krishnaji I was
sailing from America to Australia, and saw
him the morning before leaving. Some of our
members had been perturbed because they had
heard that he had told us not to think about
the Masters of the Wisdom.

“Krishnaji,” I said, “ tell me, do you not
believe in Their existence?”

“Oh! Miss Codd,” he answered, “does it
matter ? >’

He would not give me a direct reply, be-
cause he would not be made another authority
to be quoted, but I saw his eyes, and they told
me that he knew of the existence of the Adepts
quite well.

Then he looked gravely at me. “ You know,
Miss Codd,” he said, “I haven’t any motives.”

He left me to think that over for a minute
then went on: “Think, you will see that all
your motives, even the highest, are connected
with self. Now, if you would reach the truth
that I have found you must not have any self.”

I have seen him off and on at other times.
Now, he has grown older and grey. What
was his mission? How do I know? We lost
over ten thousand members from the Theo-
sophical Society over him. Never once did he
make me wish to leave the work and the
thought which has meant most to me in life.
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But he has enormously purified and enlarged
my concepts of it.

How many times have I been tackled about
Mrs. Besant’s prophecies concerning him and
his work, which, if taken too literally, may be
said to have failed to come true. Now, I once
heard Mrs. Besant talk about how she received
instructions from her Master. She said that
usually He did not speak to her by word of
mouth, or even in astral vision, but by impulses
sent directly to her causal body. It then be-
came her duty to bring that impulse down and
put it in mental terms, which would, of course,
be coloured by her own outlook. FEven then, to
express it in words she had to bring it still
further down.

This is what I think happened. The original
impulse was a true one. Krishnaji is a spiritual
teacher of unexampled purity and power. He
has a message for the modern world. Indeed,
I sometimes think his age-old message is
clothed by him in such modern terminology as
to be almost psychoanalytic.

Bringing that impulse through, both Mrs.
Besant and Mr. l.eadbeater may have mate-
rialized it too much, finding in their own brains
the old Christian thought-forms of their
orthodox youth. What does it matter? It is
not the Teacher, but the Truth that he brings
that counts. And even that truth may not be
truth to everyone of us. I know now that the
Way, the Truth and the Life lie within our
own deepest hearts, and no teacher can do
more than set us searching for them.
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CHAPTER XXI.

WAR EXPERIENCES

THE day came when I must set sail again
for home. I did not know whether I would
really be able after all to spend my time teach-
ing Theosophy, for I knew that at that time
our English Section was not very rich. So I
evolved schemes in my head of, perhaps, being
able to go out charring by day so that I could
lecture by mnight. But one morning Mrs.
Besant saw me and called me to her.

“ Child,” she said swiftly, “I have arranged
with a wealthy American friend of mine that
you shall receive £100 a year—I think that is
enough for one person—and I am sending you
back to England to lecture.”

I think she had heard favourable accounts
from Indian members of my lectures. Thus my
future was assured after all! later this
patron passed me over to the British Execu-
tive, and I now receive whatever the different
sections of The Theosophical Society can afford
to give me.

I remember so well my last night at Adyar.
The ship was to sail early in the morning from
Madras and I and my luggage must reach the
port in good time. A military official, staying
with us for the time, offered to lend me his
sayce and bullock wagon. The great white
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oxen and their venerable driver encamped on
our grounds for the night, ready to take me to
the shore at dawn. But I didn’t use them after
all. The head of the Theosophical Publishing
House, Mr. B. P. Wadia, came in with the news
that a railway strike had broken out and the
consignments of ¢ The Theosophist’ for Europe
would be held up. If, however, they could be
got off by the morning, they could yet catch
the mail by another route. So he com-
mandeered my bullock wagon and I never went
to bed at all that night, but sat throughout the
night with others, including Miss Mary Neff,
working with all the speed we could muster,
addressing labels for the magazine and packing
sacks full of it. The morning broke; we had
done it!

Someone got me an early breakfast and
called a native cab. Thus I left for a time
the shores of Mother India and turned my face
homewards to the work that the years would
bring me.

For two years I had dwelt almost exclu-
sively in an earthly Paradise. Now I was
entering the great world again, and I soon
noticed some extraordinary changes in myself.
For one thing, a tremendous, unshakeable peace
held me, s6 wonderful that T wondered if feeling
thus I could now endure torture. To a certain
measure that has never left me again. Another
phenomenon I encountered. Originally I was a
very shy and self-conscious girl. Now, every
person I met looked so very familiar, as if I had
known them all my life. That, too, has re-
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mained with me. There are no ‘strangers’
now in life. When I reached IL.ondon a most
unpleasant experience awaited me. For a good
three months after I entered L.ondon I felt as
if I were plunged deep down in some dark
cellar. This feeling gradually wore off, but I
can remember it vividly still.

During my short little lecturing tour in
India before I left, I had found my lecturing
power enormously increased by residence at
Adyar. I mentioned this to Mrs. Besant, who
replied: “ Well, you don’t expect to live in this
glowing atmosphere without growing inside,
do you?”

For the first few weeks I went back to my
old duties as Librarian at the ‘Theosophical
Headquarters in I.ondon. Then I was sent on
the road, and within two years, I had visited
every Lodge in the United Kingdom.

Then in 1914 World War 1 broke out. I
was in London during those fateful days, and
like everyone else, trembled with anxiety lest
the L.iberal Government should not at once go
to the aid of gallant little Belgium. What an
awesome moment it was when midnight came
and our ultimatum expired with no answer
from Germany. War! I remember Mr. Lloyd
George’s exhortation: ‘ Business as usual!” The
first few days brought a run on the banks. I
went to Oxford Circus to shop. Not a soul
was to be seen in the great shops, and T saw
the shopwalkers wringing their hands.

Our Theosophical General Secretary just
then was Dr. Haden Guest. He went at once
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to France and came back with a woeful tale
of hideous inefficiency and utter unprepared-
ness. He said that he found in one place, a very
large number of wounded men with only one
doctor and one nurse to look after them. He
called for volunteers, trained or untrained.
Quick as lightning, he roped them all in, put
each company in charge of a trained nurse and
sent them at once to France. I believe he
finally organized at least three field-hospitals.
I volunteered at once, but he would not let
me go.

“TLook,” he said, “I can get as many nurses
as I want, but I can’t get another lecturer. You
must carry on.”

So I carried on all through the war. The
others told me terrible tales of what they
experienced. Omne sensitive little man was
turned into a hospital orderly and was stationed
on a hospital boat on the Seine. His duties
were to empty the bedpans of the typhus
patients. One day a sharp wind arose, and as
he was leaving the boat the wind blew the
contents of the bedpan all over him.

I found myself travelling all over England,
generally in trains full of troops, for ordinary
travelling was discouraged.  Sometimes I
would be the only woman in a long train full of
troops. I remember one occasion when I found
myself packed in with Tommies at the end of
a very long train, so long that the heat from
the engine did not reach us in the bitter cold.
TL.ong delays and the fact that our carriage
was too far from the platform for tea to reach
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us, did not improve our spirits. The men began
to grumble, but the young corporal in charge
reminded them that this was not in the best
tradition of the British Army.

“Never mind,” said one of them, “ wait till
we get to Cardiff. Toffy (or some such silly
nickname) will look after us. He’ll see to it.”

Toffy, I found, was the young captain in
charge. Clearly the men regarded him in the
light of a mother-nurse-teacher all rolled into
one. Presently he came along and I looked at
him with interest. He had a short clipped
moustache, and the air of a public school man,
but he was very much of a man. The train
jolted on again and still tea had not reached
us. I had some sandwiches and chocolates with
me. I suggested we should all share these,
though it meant not much more than a mouth-
ful all round.

There was another occasion on which I
shared a carriage with two old ladies and three
Tommies back from the front. ‘The train drew
up at Grantham, and tea-trays came along. 1
looked at the two old dames.

“Let’s treat a Tommy each,” said L

So we each gave a tray to a Tommy as well
as ourselves. One of the men, a Yorkshire lad,
who had been through thirty-three engagements
without a scratch, had with him three German
bullets he was taking home, or rather he had
two entire German bullets and half a one. On
leaving the train he thanked us for the tea, and
presented the two entire bullets to the two old
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ladies, handed me the half, as being the youngest
of the trio, no doubt.

But not always did I meet soldiers as cheer-
ful as these. I shall never forget the face of
one boy, he could not have been more than
eighteen, who sat opposite me in a train. His
eyes looked as if they had gazed into the
nethermost pit of hell and could never again
forget.

An interesting experience came to me. I
had just returned from a tour in the north of
England when a telegram arrived at Head-
quarters. The Australian troops were then
quartered in large numbers on Salisbury Plain
and the Australian Y.M.C.A. had arranged a
week’s tour of their camps for a Frenchman
speaking on France. He had fallen ill, and Dr.
Bean, one of the Australian members over with
the forces, suggested that I should be invited
in his place to describe India. Would I go? I
went that afternoon. A Y.M.C.A. official met
me and I spent a week at their headquarters.
Every afternoon and evening I was conducted
to a meeting somewhere in camp. One time it
would be a ‘sing-song’ at which someone
played community songs in the middle of which
I would be asked to give a little talk. I tried
to make it amusing and found that very easy,
as soldiers are the easiest people in the world
to amuse. The mildest joke will set them off
into roars.

They were all very friendly to me. When
my bit was over they would come in turn to
have a few minutes’ chat with me. The pro-
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cedure was always the same. Each man would
drop into a chair beside me, and begin acquaint-
ance by pulling out the photos of his mother
or sweetheart or wife. I did not just then
realize that the slang term for an Australian
soldier was ‘digger’ and I heard it so often
that I bewilderingly came to the conclusion
that nearly all Australian soldiers must have
been ‘gold-diggers’.

On another occasion I was addressing about
a thousand gunners in a huge tent. I generally
talked about home life in India, but I thought
I would take the opportunity of giving them an
idea or two of our philosophy. So I mentioned
that our Indian brothers believe that we come
back again to live other lives on this earth. At
the close of my talk, a tall, hatchet-faced Aus-
tralian stepped up to me.

“I know your Mr. Leadbeater in Sydney,”
he said. Evidently he had twigged what I was,
anyhow.

One afternoon Dr. Bean took me to talk to
the L.ock Hospital of which he was an officer.
I almost wished I had not gone. So many of
the men there wore such extraordinary expres-
sions, shame-faced, resentful, hopeless. I saw
boys of seventeen and eighteen there.

About this time extraordinary tales began
to come from the front. All will remember the
famous story of the angels at Mons. Mr.
Arthur Machen claimed that one of his stories
gave rise to the legend of the angels guarding
the retreat from Mons. But I heard a fully de-
tailed account from a Major Cannon, who if he
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had lived, intended to write an account of what
he saw. He described them to me as gigantic
golden figures, standing between earth and sky.
Another young officer told me that during that
terrible retreat when sleep was impossible and
the men were tried beyond the limit, he found
himself marching as in a dream with shadowy,
shining figures walking by his side.

Then there was the story of the Comrade in
white. That tale came from all the battle
fronts on both sides, and a painting of it was
exhibited in the Royal Academy. It interested
me enormously, so very discreetly, mingling
so often with the troops, I made quiet enquiries.
I found two men who could corroborate the
tale, one a young Yorkshire lad, and the other
an experienced Irish sergeant. In substance
their tales were the same. Let me give it as I
remember it given by Sergeant Casey.

He was lying, he said, desperately wounded,
in a shellhole in No-man’s land. Night had
fallen and he entertained no hopes of rescue.
The moon came up, and suddenly he heard very
quiet footsteps approaching. “Who could it
possibly be?”” his fever-ridden brain asked. Then
he saw a shining white figure standing beside
him. The figure bent down and lifted him up,
and with that touch the pain in his wounds
seemed to ease. Silently, without a word, the
unknown carried him until they arrived at a road
where the hedge was still standing. Here the
shining apparition laid him down beside the
hedge and disappeared. When morning broke
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a Red Cross party came by and took him into’
a dressing station.

Who was the shining one? Was it the
Christ? The soldier thought so. But knowing
something of the forces of the invisible world
which surround us, I might read it thus: Some
great one, a Master of the Wisdom, or his pupil,
roaming psychically over the battlefield at night
could so easily materialize a temporary body,
in order to lift and aid a wounded man. As is
the case with all temporary materializations
the body would appear slightly luminous. And
it may well be that such a one would elect to
wear the traditional appearance of the Saviour,
as less likely to startle the man to whom he
came than his own appearance would have done.
Yet again, how do I know? It may have been
the Lord Christ, Himself, for I know He is not
far away in some heaven beyond the sky, but
is here in the surrounding invisible planes which
He has not left, nor will He leave, until we, His
younger brothers, come with Him.

Other helpers, of a much lower degree of
power, were busy in the war, too. I think
many people do not realize how potent intense
thought and selfless love are to save and help.
Another young officer told me a beautiful story.
With three other men he was having dinner
in a shell-wrecked cottage at the front one night
when he suddenly heard his mother’s voice,
although she was in England at the time. In
his ear, she seemed to say: “Come out! Come
out quickly!” Startled, he did not stir for a
moment, and again the voice spoke even more
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urgently. At that he got up and walked out-
side. Scarcely had he left when a shell fell
on the cottage, demolishing it.and killing the
other three men. ‘

How did his mother know? I can only
suggest the following explanation: The mother
was asleep at the time. Thus temporarily set
free from her physical body she gravitated to
where her heart lay, to her son in France. Just
before an event precipitates here, it looms like
a picture in the astral light. The mother in
her psychic form saw this and in her intense
desire to save her son made her voice audible
to him, probably quite without knowing how
she did it.

Yet one more story must I tell. A woman
of my acquaintance lost her only son in the
war. She became so crazed with grief that the
doctors feared for her reason. She told me the
following tale herself. She had just got into
bed one night when she saw a circle of light
forming at the foot of the bed. Presently her
son’s head and shoulders appeared and he began
to speak.

“ Now, mother,” he said, “listen to me. I
have got someone to help me do this and I
shall never be able to do it again. I want you
to realise that I am well and happily occupied
and not far from you. Pull yourself together,
mother dear, and cease to grieve.”

He then disappeared, but the effect on my
friend was instantaneous and remarkable. She
quickly recovered her health. She was not of
the calibre of another mother I knew who lost
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all her four sons and went out to bless their
graves with her lonely tears and prayers. Nor
vet of still another whose only son died so
gloriously that he was awarded a posthumous
V.C. She was due to attend a L.odge meeting
the day the news arrived from the War Ofhfce.
She came as if nothing had happened, and when
we offered her our sympathy, said: “ My dears,
vou need not sympathize with me. Ever since
I heard the news my heart has been full of
light.” To her, indeed, death did not spell
defeat and loss. Nor did it to the mother of
the young General Congreve. Dying, he left
directions to his mother that she should attend
his funeral dressed in white and that a wedding
peal should be rung on the bells of the village
church where he was to be laid to rest. Like
the Chinese saying, he felt he was about to
become a ‘ guest of heaven’.

I knew an Irish soldier in Cork who was
cured by the Little Flower, St. Thérése of
Lisieux. He was tossing restlessly one night,
extremely ill in a Cork hospital. The night
nurse nodded at her little table. Suddenly he
saw a little nun floating down the ward between
the beds. She stopped when she reached his
bed and looking at him over the foot, said:
“Pat, you will be well in the morning.” And
he was well, greatly to the astonishment of
doctors and nurses.

This same soldier showed me photographs
he had taken on the entry of British troops into
Servia' as it was then called. They came to a
Servian village, just one street long. There
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was not a soul left alive. All up the street on
both sides lay rows of dead women and children,
most of them stark naked, and by the position
of many of the women one could see what fate
had been theirs before death struck. That is
what war means for women in conquered
territories.

Another curious experience came my way.
In an English cathedral city I came across an
incumbent who had been quite a famous padre
in the war. He had organized in his industrial
parish a working-man’s parliament. He asked
me to speak at it and afterwards took me home
to the vicarage to tea. There we got on to the
subject of Christopher, his little son.

“He says such queer things,” the father told
me. “He said to me the other day, ‘ You know
me father, you know me quite well; Don’t you
remember Pierre Armand in France? And,
dash it all! I did know a chap called that. But
how did he know?”

I told him an occult account I had heard,
how in order to help the more rapid develop-
ment of the world approaching an age when
both war and poverty will cease to be, a certain
Adept had determined to bring back to almost
immediate incarnation the most promising boyvs
from all fronts. Evidently here was one, though
I have met more than one since. Having the
same psychic form they are quite likely to re-
member circumstances connected with their last
incarnation, especially the manner of their
deaths.
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Christopher’s father was immensely im-
pressed. Sometime afterwards when I was in
America I received a letter from him. Ile had
written a little book about Christopher and his
remarks, soon to be published.

I was in the industrial city of Bradford
when November 11th, 1918, dawned. Never
shall T forget the first of all Armistice days.
Every shop voluntarily shut. We all streamed
into the streets with happy, smiling faces,
shaking even perfect strangers by the hand.
The universal friendly instinct in humanity was
alive. Politicians, diplomats, big business be-
tray it so often. I remember how world idealism
and hope rose to its highest with the enuncia-
tion of President Wilson’s famous ‘ Fourteen
Points’. On those honest pledges Germany
surrendered. The betrayal of the world came
afterwards. Don Fabrizio Ruspoli, who at that
moment was serving as naval attaché to the
Italian representatives at the Peace Conference,
told me how sick at heart he felt as he watched
the framing of the peace. Wilson was impotent
in the clutches of the ‘Tiger’ Clemenceau, and
most of the peace-makers present betrayed a
woeful ignorance of the customs and even the
geographical whereabouts of the countries they
were so ruthlessly cutting up.

The aftermath is still with us, for this last
war was not World War II, but the continua-
tion of World War I; it was all one war with
an uneasy interlude between. Why is there no
one big enough and generous enough among
all the rulers and statesmen of the world to
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lead a world which aches with weariness and
misery towards nobler and truer goals? Fear
and greed dog all our footsteps. But fear and
greed never yet made a world. Only trust and
generous co-operation can do it. Perhaps
humanity has yet more bitter lessons to learn.
Can the women of the world save us since the
men seem so unable? I hold ever in my heart
a picture I saw recently. When the Germans
were turned out of Czechoslovakia about two
hundred women and children decided to trek
along the railway lines to reach, if they could,
the British zone in Berlin. They had to pass
through a bitter, alien population, on whom
they were dependent for food. Of the two
hundred, only ten reached their destination. I
saw the photo of the last ten dragging wearily
into Berlin. One young mother, with deep
shadows beneath her eyes, hugged a lovely
little curly haired boy who had somehow sur-
vived the horrors of the march. But alas! he
had survived only to die when they reached
their goal. I knew these were our enemies. I
knew of the unimaginable horrors of the Belsen
and Dachau camps. I had heard from those
who had seen it for themselves. Yet here,
epitomized, were all the mothers of the world!
And I swore internally that never again must
such things happen, that never would I cease to
fight the battle against ignorance, selfishness
and greed.

I know a time is coming when both poverty
and war will cease for evermore. That time is
not too far distant. But there is still a weary
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way to go. And never shall I cease to believe
in the ultimate triumph of the divine in man.
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CHAPEERKXT]:

LECTURING IN ENGLAND, SCOTLAND
AND WALES.

DURING these vears of work in England, as
I became known in the great industrial towns,
audiences increased. They reached their peak
soon after World War 1, perhaps because so
many people were looking for a more satisfy-
ing philosophy of life, some deeper explanation
of these extraordinary times. At Cardiff,
Southampton, Bradford, Manchester, Glasgow
and Belfast we often attracted regular audi-
ences of over 1,000. In Bradford, where I spoke
in a picture house Sunday after Sunday, the
clergy of the neighbourhood became perturbed,
and they gave a series of sermons upon the
subject: ‘Modern Menaces to Christianity.’
These were always enumerated as three. First,
Spiritualism, then Christian Science, and lastly
Theosophy. I felt it was quite an honour to be
included as a menace with two bodies of
enormously larger following than ours !
London was not so easy. London is always
difficult to work. I grew to love the North best
of all England, and that affection remains to
this day. There is something about the York-
shire and ILancashire people that stirs my
enthusiasm. They are direct and out-spoken
to a degree. 'There are no ‘frills’ on them.
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But what integrity is theirs, what honesty and
strength of purpose, what truly warm hearts.
No wonder they call Yorkshire and Lancashire
the ‘backbone of England’, and say that ‘What
Manchester says today, Ingland says to-
morrow’. How proud I was when they called
me ‘La-a-ss’ and spoke of me as ‘our Clara’.

But what is true of the North is true to a
certain degree of the whole British working
class. In homesty and' generosity and a
sense of another man’s rights, in kindness to
the weak, he is beyond the peasantry of any
other country in the world. I saw that in the
war. There was not a British regiment that did
not have an animal ‘mascot’. One of the train-
ing orders to the Guards is ‘Make much of
yvour horses’. ‘Those who have seen dead
horses on a battlefield, gashed to pieces by
bayonets to make them still drag guns, will
understand that a nation which is kind to
animals cannot be too unkind to a defeated
enemy, with their women and children. I
‘heard of a British Tommy in the retreat to
Dunkirk. The German tanks had borne down
on the fleeing refugees, mowing some of them
underfoot. A dead mother lay by the road side.
The Tommy picked up the still living baby and
tucked it up his jersey. He brought it to Eng-
land where today it is adopted.

Bradford Theosophical T.odge in those days
was under the leadership of Mr. Harrison, an
old pupil of H. P. Blavatsky. I shall never for-
get one wonderful meeting that occurred at
Bradford. We had arrived at the last of a long
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series of lectures held in the ‘Thornton Road
Picture House which seats 850 people. The
subject was ‘T'he Coming Social Order’. As
I ceased speaking the whole audience rose to
their feet wildly clapping and cheering. They
would not stop and I looked towards Mr.
Harrison to restore order. The tears were pour-
ing down his face. -

“I can’t speak,” he muttered, “you do it.”

Then as we came down the passage way, a
stalwart young miner burst out from the crowd
with shining eyes and grasped my hand in a
mighty wring.

We also used to have enormous meetings
like that in the Gaiety Theatre in Manchester,
of which the famous Miss Horniman was the
lessee. Over 1,200 people would come Sunday
after Sunday and we would take as much as
£20 a night in the collections. I think both
at Bradford and Manchester this was largely
owing to the splendid organizing which was
done, for in both places I had the services of
experienced T.abour men. 'T'he same thing
happened at Glasgow, Cardiff and Belfast.

At Manchester one day, I had a most
amusing experience.- One of my great friends
there was the Fditor of “I'he Manchester City
News’, Mr. Cuming Walters. He had been a
particular friend of Miss Marie Corelli, and
showed me rare photographs of her and many
letters. He was the president of the Man-
chester Shakespeare Society, and I was asked
to speak to this group. T chose as subject. ‘An
Occult View of Shakespeare,” intending to
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collect the many utterances in his plays which
clearly show his knowledge of occultism. How-
ever, I never had time to do this quite com-
pletely, so as the evening approached I decided
I would deal with Shakespeare himself. So
I proceeded to set forth the view held by
occultists which approximates to the Baconian
theory. What a hornets’ nest I stirred. The
room resolved itself into two armed camps. It
appeared that quite a number of the Shake-
speare Society were secret Baconians, including
my chairman, Mr. Walters. Now they came
out into the open and war was declared. I can-
not describe the fierce battle which ensued,
unless to say that,it must have been like a row
between Catholics and Orangemen in Ulster.

At Manchester, too, the minister of Cross
Street Chapel invited me to address his con-
gregation on a Sunday evening, on the subject
of ‘What is Theosophy?’ THe made me get
into the pulpit. I have spoken in other
churches and I find it a wonderfully easy
atmosphere to speak in. I expect the atmo-
sphere of a church is more akin to Theosophical
thought than that of a theatre or movie house.

Nottingham was another town which drew
a good response, the papers there including me
in a series of ‘Sunday Preachers’. Birmingham
too, and Bristol were always good.

At Leeds T often got quite amusing ques-
tions. At most places the lecture was
followed by a short period devoted to ques-
tions. In early years these might have been
of a provocative or belligerent nature, but now
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such questions rarely reach me. At Leeds a
lady with a sad face asked me if we ever
married the same person again in another life.
Hoping to please her I explained that that quite
frequently happened. Someone near the plat-
form gave such a huge sigh that the audience
went off into gales of laughter. Again in
Jl.eeds a man once asked me if animals had
souls. On his knees had quietly reposed
throughout the lecture a little terrier. Upon
my answering that animals did live for a time
after death, the little terrier cocked his ears
and uttered two short barks as if he were
saying: “Hear ! Hear !”

It was also at Leeds that a venerable look-
ing old clergyman attended. He looked at me
so earnestly that I inwardly congratulated my-
~self on impressing him. What was my
astonishment when at the close of the lecture,
he rose and said: “ Well, I never heard such rot
in all my life!” But that was not the end of
the story. He came to all the other lectures,
and when the last one came to an end, he rose
and remarked that he had been much en-
lightened, which I thought was very honest of
him.

I have had some very distinguished chair-
men, but once I had one who told the audience
not to believe a word I had said ! On another
occasion a mnervous little military man took
the chair for me. Curling his legs round
his chair with fright, he announced that he
would now ask Miss Codd to deliver her
lecture, she was always so entertaining ! In-
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structive, I hope he meant ! A naval officer
who chaired for me shouted as if he were
giving orders for gun-ire. But the worst
chairman I ever had happened at a lecture in
the Steinway Hall in London. I cannot
imagine where he came from. Ide announced
at the close of my lecture that he always judged
the worth of a lecture from the amount of the
collection.

“Now,” he said, “what is Miss Codd worth
to each of you ? Half a crown all round, I
would say.”

Needless to say we had the smallest collec-
tion on record.

At Cardift_a little man used to wait for me
after every lecture. He brought with him a
huge Bible whose leaves he would flip over with
incredible speed to read me certain texts. At
the last meeting, there he was again. Would
he still be asking me what I had to say to such
and such a text ? No. Shaking an admonitory
finger at me, he said: “ Young woman, just you
stop talking all them things, or you'll be struck
dead.”

Once in Torquay an eager little lady asked
me if we would ever be able to do without food.
Yogis in India and Thérése Neumann, the
Bavarian stigmatist, as well as St. Catherine
of Siena have gone years without food or drink.

One very interesting man used to come to
my classes in IL.iverpool. He was a big burly
docker, but I discovered upon getting to know
him that he was a life-time vegetarian because
he had never liked meat, and was also a
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natural clairvoyant. He was unmarried, and
kept a home for his sister who was insane, so
that she should be as happy in her own home
as she could be. The worst of it was he used
to bring along with him another docker who
apparently worked always with manure, for
he would come in big boots covered with it
and in five minutes the room almost became
unbearable for anyone else. My f{friend the
clairvoyant docker joined up as a stretcher-
bearer when the war broke out. He subsisted
all through the war on chocolate and cheese
instead of meat. He learned French very
quickly and the last I heard of him was when
he told me that he had procured a place in a
French Bank. I smile when I think of him for
he used to write poetry and send it to me to
read. Once he wrote a poem to me which was
entitled: ‘The Lady of Light.

Socialists occasionally used to ask me to
tell them what Theosophy was. I spoke to
such a group in Bristol. As I proceeded I
noticed a man at the back of the hall getting
redder and redder. Presently he could not
stand any more. He arose in wrath.

“What’s all this ’ere talk about Gawd,”
said he, “because there ain’t no such person.”

At another socialist group I noticed a man
getting very perturbed. Suddenly he arose.

“Brothers,” he said, “don’t it strike you
that this ’ere Theosophy is another dodge of
them damned capitalists to blind the eyes of
us poor men.”
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But not all the men thought that. One
once came to me, as I have already mentioned,
with tears in his eyes.

“Do you know what I think Theosophy is,
Miss?” he asked; “I think it is the spiritual
side of socialism.”

And so it is.

Another time I was talking to a group of
miners up North. I had been lecturing on the
subject of the life after death. A big fellow
at the back of the hall got up for a question.
He wished to know if the lecturer had ever
seen a ‘spurrit’? I had once seen the ghost
of a dead man and wondered if I had better
own up to it, so I decided to say that I had,
once.

“Huh!” he said, “the only spurrits what
youve ever seen have been inside a glass!”

A Theosophical lecturer must get used to
being considered an oracle on all questions. It
might surprise some if they knew of what
extraordinary confidences I have been the
recipient, and what problems I am sometimes
called upon to solve. I remember meeting at
Portsmouth a charming young na