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Gold must be tried by fire,
As the heart must be tried by pain.
From Cleansing Fires, Adeclaide Ann Procter.

PEACE AND WAR: by J. H. Fussell

THE first International Peace Congress was planned in

Boston and held in London in 1843. The second, held
in Brussels was also due to an American, Elihu Burritt.
%y Victor Hugo pres1ded over the th1rd in Paris, in 1849;

in London in 1851, the year of the first International Exposmon.

No other Peace Congresses were held until 1889, since which time
they have been held in many of the great cities of Europe and America.

The first Peace Society was likewise born in the United States, be-
ing founded by David L. Dodge in 1815. Three such societies were
founded in that year. Today Peace Societies exist in almost every
country of the world.

Looking back only three hundred years to see what has immediately
preceded and led up to the efforts now being made, we find the names
recorded of many notable advocates of Peace. Only a few can be men-
tioned here: Henry IV of France who conceived the “ Great Design
as it was called, of bringing about the federation and peace of all
Europe; Hugo Grotius, the Dutch author, a contemporary of Henry
IV, who in 1625 published his famous work, On the Rights of Peace
and War, denouncing the frequent quarrels of Christian Princes and
pleading for arbitration; George Fox, the great founder of the Society
of Friends; William Penn, another noble-hearted Quaker, who in 1693
wrote his memorable Essay towards the Present and Future Peace of
Europe, and who in his treatment of the North American Indians and
his recognition of inter-racial rights and responsibilities set an example
of peace and just dealing that will shine through the pages of history
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for all time. Had his example been followed, one of the greatest
blots, of injustice to the Red Man, would not have stained the pages of
American history.

We must mention too Queen Margarita of Sweden, the Peace
Maiden, who united the Scandinavian countries; William Pitt, Earl
of Chatham, whose counsels, if they had prevailed, would have kept
united the English-speaking race throughout the world; Elihu Burritt,
who, fifty years before the Czar’s rescript, proposed a World Court;
Jean de Bloch, born a poor Polish Jew, rising to eminence as economist,
financier, and Russian Imperial Councillor, author of The Future of
War, in which he scientifically demonstrates its futility; and Baroness
von Suttner of Austria, whose story, Lay down Your Arms, and her
unremitting efforts for peace won her the Nobel prize in 1905.

In August, 1898, Emperor Nicolas II issued his famous rescript
which resulted in the Hague Peace Conferences, the first of which
was held May 18, 1899; and in the establishment of a Permanent
Tribunal of Arbitration in April 1901.

What is it that has been behind all these efforts throughout the
ages? For though we have glanced back but three hundred years,
could our sight pierce the dim vistas of the past, we should see a
mighty army of torch-bearers, workers for the world’s peace, for
human freedom and enlightenment. Whence the divine urge, the
impelling power that found expression in work for human welfare?
Will it ever be known? It does not seem out of place to refer to the
words of a great Teacher, whom, although unknown to the world, it
is our inestimable privilege to know of and revere: ‘ There never was
a time within or before the so-called historical period when our prede-
cessors were not molding events and making history, the facts of which
were subsequently and invariably distorted by historians to suit con-
temporary prejudices. Are you quite sure that the visible heroic fig-
ures in the successive dramas were not often but their puppets? . . .
The cycles must run their rounds.” So consciously or unconsciously
the great figures of the world’s history serve in the fulfilling of the
purposes of the Divine Law of human destiny.

Could we but read the true history of the world and look behind
the scenes into the inner world of causes, we know from the teachings
we have received that there would be found one mighty stream which
has given rise to and supplied with force and energy every true effort
for the elevation and freedom of mankind; that the great spiritual
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teachers of the world, all true reformers, great statesmen and warriors
— to the degree in which they have labored and fought for the uplift-
ment and betterment of the human race and to the degree in which their
motives have been pure and unselfish — have consciously or uncon-
sciously received inspiration, help, and even guidance from that life-
giving source.

Whoever by the example of his own life instils into the mind and
heart of another a noble, unselfish ideal; whoever in the senate or the
forum or the market-place, in the school-room or on the battle-field,
sets the example of nobility of purpose, high endeavor, and upright-
ness of life; whoever fights against evil, and tyranny, for true free-
dom and against oppression, whether of mind or body; whoever puts .
into practice the principles of Universal Brotherhood, following the
divine command, “ Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself * — such
a one, to that extent belongs to the Army of Peace and Light.

At the public inauguration meeting of the International Theosoph-
ical Peace Congress in Isis Theater, May 5th, Katherine Tingley said:
“ Splendid as have been the achievements of the Hague Conferences
and other Peace Conferences, they have not yet reached a solution of
the problem.” She said further that the world needs to be startled by
some new idea. We may not perhaps know definitely what that start-
ling idea may be, or know fully what is the missing factor needed for
the solution of the problem, yet I think we do know in part.

Arbitration Treaties, the establishment of a Permanent Tribunal
of Arbitration, and Prize Courts to decide upon captures made in time
of war; prohibition of bombarding or laying tribute on unfortified
places; all these and many other agreements and achievements may be
cited as eloquent witnesses to the Peace efforts of the present age. But
how far are they effective? Are they effective at all? Are the great
powers less jealous of one another, is there any surer ground for trust
between them? Italy goes to war against Turkey; a few months later
the Balkan Allies make war on Turkey. This is not the place to ex-
press any opinion on the rights or wrongs of these latest wars; I
merely instance them in order to give point to the question: “ How far,
when it actually comes to the test, are the Peace achievements of the
present day effective?” What binding moral power have they? If
they had had any binding moral power on the great powers of Europe
would these wars have taken place, could they have taken place?
Would the former Balkan Allies be now at war among themselves?
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Are we not justified in saying that the solution of the problem has
not yet been reached?

Yet in spite of the failure of the Peace Propaganda and Peace
efforts when the crucial test has come, the actual results have been and
are great, and form an indispensable part of the great Peace Edifice
that will one day stand as a World-Temple and common meeting-
ground for the peoples of the earth. Splendid indeed are they, show-
ing as they do the emergence of the Peace question into the arena of
international and world politics, and as an educative factor that must
demand ever increasing attention on the part of the peoples that com-
pose the nations of the earth. But the incompleted edifice, beautiful
as the part of it so far built may be, lacks foundation, the corner-stone _
has not been laid; however praiseworthy the achievements on behalf
of international peace, there is still missing the prime factor which is
essential for ultimate and permanent success.

What is the needed foundation? What is the missing prime fac-
tor? Where shall we find the corner-stone? Is international peace
possible when there is no peace within the individual nations? Can a
nation expect its efforts towards peace with other nations to be effect-
ive, if within its own borders there is injustice, rapacity, even what in
some instances can only be described as civil war? And can there be
peace within the borders of any country, or in any state or city, until
there is peace, self-control, and self-knowledge in the individual men
and women inhabiting that country, state, or city? This is where the
beginning must be made if ever there is to be international and world
peace. The corner-stone is the individual and home life; and this is
the message that Katherine Tingley has brought to the world; this is
the burden of the message that Ielena P. Blavatsky and that William
Q. Judge brought; this is the burden of Theosophy.

Only by recognizing this; only by ennobling the individual life,
can the sure foundation be laid for effective peace propaganda; only
by showing that it concerns every man in every walk of life, and by
awakening all men to a sense of interdependence and brotherhood and
individual responsibility, as well for the evil in the world as for the
welfare and advancement of the world — only on this basis can the
world at last attain to Universal Peace.

But we must go a step further. There is still another factor of the
utmost vital importance. And if T were asked what I considered our
Leader Katherine Tingley meant when she said the world needed to be
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startled, I would say it was this: The International Theosophical
Peace Congress is not only a declaration of Peace, but a declaration of
War. The problem of Peace, whether international, national, domes-
tic, or individual, has hitherto remained unsolved because the know-
ledge of the Art of Warfare has been lost. It is one of the lost arts,
twin sister to the Lost Art of Peace which, however, will never be
found until the Lost Art of War is regained. Time and again have
there been those who have sought to restore to man the knowledge of
this and other lost arts — all of them belonging to his true heritage.
We have little knowledge of their efforts, little knowledge of those who
through the ages have sought to restore them. Yet we have knowledge
of some of the World-Helpers, though too often we have misunder-
stood their message. One such was the great Nazarene, whom his
followers love to speak of as the Prince of Peace, but in whose name
the bloodiest and most cruel wars of history have been waged, because
his message was neither understood nor followed. But was he not
equally and as truly “ The Prince of War ”? Did he not say, “I came
not to bring Peace on earth, but a sword.” Aye, truly, he brought not
peace but a sword, for each must take the sword and win peace for
himself. No one, not even the greatest of the Sons of God can bestow
Peace on another, each must win it for himself, and it can only be won
by fighting.

So long as man is man, war in this sense is inevitable. War calls out
either the noblest or the vilest qualities in human nature: the noblest
if it 1s for the conquest of self, the vilest if for the conquest of others.
If man will not learn the true art of warfare, the lost art, warfare
against the evil in his own nature, warfare against the evil in the
world, it is inevitable that war between man and man, and between
nation and nation shall continue, all the efforts of Peace Societies and
Courts of Arbitration notwithstanding. And should warfare between
men and nations cease and the millenium come, would war cease?
There is still chaos on the confines of space, and powers of evil out-
side of and beyond our present human ken, and such warfare as only

the Gods can wage, noble service still to render and other worlds to
conquer.

It is the knowledge of the dual nature of man, divine though he be
in essence, one of the sons of God with all the potentialities of God-
hood, that is the key-note of the Theosophical Movement. “ Light
and Darkness are the world’s eternal ways,” and there will ever be
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war between the two. The abolition of war is a vain and futile dream;
war there must be to the end of time. Yet what do I mean by “ war ”?

Do not misinterpret this statement. War between men and nations,
one against another, must and shall one day cease. Our high destiny,
the destiny of humanity, and the divine urge that is felt in the heart of
every true man and woman towards brotherliness, friendship, and a
recognition of our common humanity — these demand that we shall
make every effort towards bringing about the Peace of the Nations
and the Federation of the World; that we shall work unceasingly for
the abolishing of the inhuman, fiendish slaughter of our fellow-men
and for the eradication of all the causes of human strife: jealousy,
hatred, lust, and greed, as well as bigotry, prejudice, and all forms of
selfishness — all these must be eradicated and give place to their oppo- -
sites. The noble efforts of the Peace Societies for disarmament and
for arbitration, for a closer understanding and union among the peo-
ples of the earth, in short, for the abolition of War (using this word
in its most generally accepted meaning) call for and demand the sup-
port of all true-hearted men and women.

While giving due recognition to all of this, I have ventured to
present to you another picture, that of the Lost Art of Warfare, know-
ledge of which I assert must be regained and put into practice if human
strife and war of man against man are to cease. Man is a fighter, in
his inmost nature he is a warrior, and therefore it is that I say, war
there must be to the end of time; but we can choose whether it shall
be the warfare of Gods or of demons. If he will not engage in the
battle, not against men but against ewil and in accordance with the
Lost Art of Warfare, it is inevitable that he will engage in human
strife and be party to human slaughter. The very nature of man com-
pels him to engage. He may and does rightly desire peace, but that
peace which is the only true peace, resplendent and Godlike, can be
won in no other way save by knowledge of the Lost Art of Warfare,
and be maintained in no other way save by continuous warfare,

When this is acknowledged, when this is practised, when man has
conquered the kingdom of himself as he is bound to do, he shall achieve
his destiny, he shall take his place among the high Gods; in his heart
he shall find Gladness, Joy, and Everlasting Peace.



RHYS GOCH O DIR IARLL WILL REPAIR TO THE
GREENWOOD TO LEARN DRUIDISM

By Kenneth Morris

Oni ddel Mui glasai glosydd,
A gwyrddlen pen pob glwys irwydd? — Rhys Goch ab Einion

SHALIL be sad the winter long,
And reft of song and all I love;

But now the May hours come, athrong

With woodland poems, 1 know a grove
That’s bardic underneath the moon

With one that wields a druid’s powers
To raise a druid wealth of tune

Through all the dark-blue, star-strewn hours,
Till night is wholly drenched and gleaming
With druid langhter, druid dreaming.

I know a dark green, winding lane
Where choirs of gray-winged poets hide;
And fain I am thereof, and fain
Of them that midst the oakleaves bide —
Skilled bards and builders, everyone —
None but with better skill than I —
In that green world of shade and sun
We'll hold our Gorsedd lone and high,
Growing more learned, day by day,
In the wildwood Druidism of May.

No one with sloven ways will come,
Nor sloven words be spoken there;
Harsh voices all are far and dumb,
And quarreling far and dumb, and care.
Where song hath many wandering words
That whoso will may learn, shall Rhys
Seek learning with the Gwyddon birds,
Amidst the green and dappled peace
Of sunbright and leafshadowed noon,
And night made bright with a druid moon.

A house of green boughs in the glade,
Skilfully built, shall be his home,

Where he shall dwell midst sun and shade,
And wander forth at dawn, to roam

By many a fern-deep, leafy track
The musing woodland races wander;
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And he shall know no loss, nor lack

Of unborn forest songs to ponder;
Songs whispered on the forest breeze
Through that wild Gorsedd place of trees.

The unlittered floor is smooth and clean,

And here with gentle shamrock glossy,
Or deep in lady-fern, or green

With hart’s-tongue fronds, or soft and mossy.
And here the gifted cuckoo sings

His well-framed, even-metered song,
Wandering on gray and viewless wings

His cakleaf alleys all day long.
He is no priest to whine and pray,
And plague with prayers the druid May.

And here’s a bard with speckled breast
That pours pure Welsh along the wild;
Five blue eggs are in his nest,
Wealth more than any miser piled.

Pure is his language, clean his speech —
Tremulant melodies throbbing long;
His house is high in the quivering beech,
And the glory of summer fills his song

T4ill the whole woodland wakes, a-hush,
Heeding one brown-winged, bardic thrush.

From dawn to noon the skylark flings
A million verses from the sky;
There’s some enchantment in his wings
That hail so near the Trinity.
And with the dusk, the nightingales
Chant their pennillion down the grove,
And half the secret lore of Wales
In their rich assonance in-wove —
Ay me, I must away, away
To the wildwood, druid choirs of May!

International Theosophical Headquarters
Point Loma, California,
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“BRIGHTER BRITAIN”: by the Rev. S. J. Neill

(Continued from July issue.)

HE “ Terraces,” in the “ Hot Lake District ” of New Zeal-
T and, which were once the pride of the country and one of
the wonders of the world, have vanished for ever; even
their exact location was a matter of uncertainty after the
| great earthquake. Not all the riches of the world could
reproduce them. Some account of them and of the journey to reach
them may therefore be of interest.

From the township of Ohinemutu, on the shores of Rotorua, a
trip to the Terraces usually took at least two days. The distance was
not so great, but it was part of the established order of things there
that tourists should be shown everything. The native hapu at one
place had advanced rapidly in civilization; there was a large board
erected on which the various “charges’ had been printed by order
of the committee of the village. There was so much for a look at this
mud hole, and so much for a visit to that pool of steaming hot water,
etc., etc. But these are only items by the way. The main thing, the
journey to the Terraces, was a subject of special legislation — a joint
affair between hotel-owners and Maori guides, and it had to be care-
fully arranged beforehand. If there were very few tourists they had
each the more to pay. If there were many tourists they were divided
into two or more parties. Your party might include an ex-prime
minister; and the other might boast of a French scientist. The jour-
ney along the first part of the way was charming, but very different
from the grandeur of the usual New Zealand forest scenery. The
road wound among trees that made one think of an English park
more than anything else. After that one came to Roto Tiki Tapu
or the Blue Lake, and to several other lakes, not very large, but
set with exquisite charm among the surrounding hills. At last the
shores of Lake Tarawera were reached, and a rest for the night
had to be made at a little village, Wairoa. The native boys and girls
soon gathered around, and there was no lack of entertainment, of a
kind, until night cast her mantle over the lake and the distant range of
hills — hills destined soon after to be the scene of a terrible earth-
quake. Next morning all are astir and two parties of natives ready to
divide us between them and row us across the lake. The party of the
ex-prime minister fell to Sophia. Sophia was no Gnostic Emanation,
but a Maori guide, and it would have been difficult to imagine a more



“ BRIGHTER BRITAIN” 91

splendid type of Maori womanhood. 'Tall, well formed, erect as a
drill sergeant, and though a grandmother she was as lithe and active
as many a woman of twenty. Of stately mien, as suave as a diploma-
tist, and as polished as a courtier, she had “ guided ” many of the most
distinguished people from all parts of the world, and all carried with
them wherever they went, the praises of Sophia. The other guide was
Kate —not the one of that name who has lately been conducting a
party of Maoris to England, and who has married a rather well-known
Englishman. The Kate of ante-earthquake days was a different type
of woman; and she had charge of the French scientists. In passing
it may be noted here that Sophia was almost the only Maori in that
region who survived the Great Earthquake in 1886. The others were
swallowed up or covered by the eruption.

The two guides, Sophia and Kate, marshaled their respective par-
ties to the boats that were drawn up on the shore of Lake Tarawera.
There were the oarsman, the man at the helm, the man in charge, the
guide, and there was also another person whose mission was not
revealed for some time. He was a native policeman, whom the white
tourists had to take whether they liked or not, and to pay him for
watching them and seeing that they did not carry away any part of
the Terraces or anything else. Who will say after this that the Maori
has not a fine sense of humor? The fine large boats are soon half way
across Tarawera and in full view of the range of hills of the same
name. In the great earthquake and eruption it was said that this
range of hills was rent asunder, and with terrific force a large stretch
was blown right up into the sky with deafening sounds and belching
flames — a great part to fall back again to plug up the rent that had
been made; but a vast portion was blown over the whole country, and
even far out at sea it covered the decks of ships several inches deep
with a fine gray sand.

The Tarawera mountains are esteemed very sacred and are Tapu,
perhaps to this day, as being one of the burial places of the powerful
Arawa tribe which landed at the east coast long long ago from the
famous “ Haiwaiki,” the only name the natives have for the land of
their origin.

In crossing Lake Tarawera a fine view is obtained of Mount Edge-
combe in the distance. At Titaka Point is the Moria settlement.
The journey is now nearly at an end, for the Kaiwarra creek is all
that remains to be traversed. In the early tourist days Mr. Charles
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Morton Ollivier, writing in 1871, says that this creek on the occasion
of his visit was tapu tapu, and two guineas (£2. 2s.) was the fee de-
manded from each tourist who would pass along it in a boat. He and
those with him got out and walked the short distance. But, he adds,
“the tapu tapu is to be removed this year upon the occasion of the
Duke of Edinburgh’s visit, when a grand battue of ducks is to take
place.” In later days the tourists did not get out of the boat, but
Sophia or her assistant steered it up the little creek till beautiful Roto-
mahana was reached. Then everybody got out and walked to the
White Terraces. The Terraces were on the side of a little hill and
were formed by the boiling water from a vast cauldron higher up
pouring down over the slopes of the hill and depositing silica and other
substances which coated the hillside with white enamel. Many basins
of various shapes and sizes were formed, and the whole was a unique
and beautiful sight. Mr. Ollivier declares, in his booklet above quoted,
that not even “ Walter Scott, nor Bulwer Lytton, nor that prince of
romancers, Dumas, could have adequately described these Terraces,
and they would have to admit that truth is stranger than fiction.” The
boiling cauldron at the top varied in its action very much. Generally
it was quiescent, or nearly so, only a heaving to and fro of the steam-
ing water, now retreating, now rising up, almost like the sea waves
on a rocky shore. But at certain times it dashed up a vast column of
roaring, steaming water to a great height. IHappy indeed was the
photographer who, having waited for hours, or perhaps for days, had
his camera ready then. Many good photographs have been taken.
One strange peculiarity of the White Terraces was the fact that the
direction of the wind had a good deal to do with their color. At times
they would be a dull white, and at other times very white, with walls
of a blue color. Another strange thing was that on the sides of the
big cauldron farthest from the Terraces, and about half way up, ferns
grew in great luxuriance. How it was that the hot steam did not
scorch them, nor bursts of boiling water splash on them was a wonder.
They must have escaped somehow, for there they were,

The guide tells the tourist that it is time to cross the lake Roto-
mahana and see the loveliest sight of all, the Pink Terraces — Otu
Kapu a Rangi. These Terraces have been formed in a manner similar
to the White Terraces, but with the difference that the huge cauldron
at the top, fifty or sixty feet in diameter, was always full of boiling
blue water, much too hot to come very near to it. This boiling water





































































































































































