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THERE never, therefore, was a great man without divine inspiration. If a
storm should damage the corn or vineyard of a person, or any accident should
deprive him of some convenience of life, we should not judge from thence that
the Deity hates or neglects him. “’T'he gods take care of great things and dis-
regard the small.”* But to truly great men all things ever happen prosperously;
as has been sufficiently asserted and proved. — Cicero, On the Nature of the
Gods, Bk. ii, Ixvi. Trans. by Yonge,

THE TRUE LAW OF SOCIAL EVOLUTION:
by Magister Artium

SOCIAL evolution is a familiar phrase and may well
LAY be taken as a starting-point for these remarks. The
1L\ ,-\,Yé«y@ latter half of last century will go down to history as
i\ e b i the age of evolution-theories; for, no sooner was the
)/ SN zoological and biological theory of evolution born than
theorists began to apply evolution to sociology, history, and human
life in general. And the same mistake was made by these later theor-
ists as by the earlier: they confounded the process itself with its
cause, and presumed that a mere tracing-out of the effects or events
was equivalent to a complete explanation. Humanity was supposed
to “evolve”; its religion evolved, its language cvolved; and all its
ideas and institutions evolved. Some advocated a policy of letting-
alone, as though confident that evolution could be trusted to look
after the interests of humanity.

But now we realize better that nothing will evolve unless some
active power makes it evolve; and that steam-power is needed to make
a train run, as mere locomotion will not do it. Evolution can no
more cause humanity to evolve than locomotion can make a train
locomote. It was Carlyle who said that doctrines alone could not

* Evidently the paraphrase of a Roman legal maxim, which we have as De minimis non
curat lex, perhaps well rendered by “ The law pays no attention to trifles.”
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move the world; there had to be men behind the doctrines. For
him, the moving force in history was the “able-man.” This is true;
but let us now go a step further and ask, What moves the great men?

The answer can be found roughly in another familiar saying —
that ideas rule the world. It is the Idea, projected with mighty force
from its unseen source, that moves the world. It incarnates itself
primarily in one person, and secondarily in a small group of persons.
Looking at the map of history, we see these persons mysteriously ap-
pearing at certain times and initiating new eras in thought, literature,
invention, endeavor, and general progress. Sometimes we can trace
things back to a single individual. But whence the power that is
manifested through these leaders and their followers?

Inquiring minds will not be satisfied with an answer that is no
answer and equivalent to Topsy’s “ I just growed.” As to the “laws
of heredity,” they are merely formulated statements of what does
happen, not explanation of how or why things happen. The laws
we speak of here are those laws formulated by various people who
are studying heredity and speculating thereon. No doubt there are
also actual laws, but many of these remain yet to be discovered. Until
we know these hidden laws, it is no help to say that the great men and
geniuses were born in accordance with the laws of heredity. It is
true, but it does not tell us what we want to know. We want to know
what are the particular laws of heredity which determine the ap-
pearance of geniuses and leaders. I{ it is the “ fortuitous ” combina-
tions of germ-cells, or other reproductive factors, resulting sometimes
in a poor result, usually in an average result, and occasionally in an
admirable result —if this is the whole explanation for the appear-
ance of the Buddha, Socrates, Alfred the Great, Shakespeare; then
indeed we are at the mercy of a dark and mysterious deity, Almighty
Chance, and history is hardly worth studying, or life worth living.
All that is necessary, however, is simply to leave this explanation
for the benefit of those whom it may satisfy, and proceed to offer
an alternative explanation for those whom it does not satisfy.

Our explanation, then, is that great men and geniuses, like other
people, are incarnated Souls. The difference is that great men are
great Souls. They enter the world endowed with a marvelous en-
ergy, wonderful faculties, and a remarkable power of spreading in-
fluence around them. Their brains are batteries from which radiate
out streams of electricity at high potential, carrying their thoughts
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far and wide and stamping them on the minds of all men. What
they think, the world is destined ere long to think. They come with
a message.

It is but rarely that they live long enough to see the effect of their
work. Nor is this wonderful, seeing that they work on a grand
scale and not in the shallow and hasty way that brings quick and
palpable returns. Consequently they are not recognized during their
own lives for what they are. Again, they are frequently resented
and resisted by their contemporaries, for the reason that they are
disturbing forces. 'This does not necessarily argue any special de-
pravity in their contemporaries; the most worthy people are apt to
resent being aroused when they are comfortable. They are often
persecuted no doubt; but then they lay themselves out to be per-
secuted; they challenge opposition and confront obstacles. The op-
position, however, takes the meaner form of calumny. For, though
the contemporaries in general do not discern the greatness of the great
man, there are a few who do. And among these few are some who
not only recognize but dread that greatness. It is they who labor
to bury his name and fame under a mountain of misrepresentation,
so that, if possible, he may go down to posterity as an impostor and
his work be undone.

A supreme characteristic of our own immediate times is the dy-
namic force with which the Theosophic Idea is stamping itself on the
mind of the world. In countless directions it has influenced and
molded our ways of thought. And all this can be traced back to
one person — the founder of the Theosophical Society, H. P. Bla-
vatsky. All radiates out from that one center. And she had all
the characteristics of the Leader and Genius; immense energy, ab-
solute conviction and sincerity, complete self-sacrifice to the life’s
purpose, disregard of obstacles and opposition. Her life bears wit-
ness of the failure of the many to notice her at all, and of the intense
opposition of a few who both recognized and feared. Fortunately
it also bears witness to welcoming by a few who recognized but did
not fear. We may truly say, then, that here was a great Soul, con-
scious of a great message and charged with the single desire to im-
part it.

Her efforts resulted in the establishment of an indestructible nu-
cleus of workers, pledged, but (mark well) not to her or to any other
personality, but to their own Higher Selves, to carry on the work.
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But here again we need not seck far to find the one individual, the
nucleole within the nucleus — William (). Judge, her best pupil.
Another great Soul, endowed with the requisites of leadership in such
a nucleus, he fell naturally into that position and guarded the grow-
ing but yet tender plant a few years longer, until the present Leader,
Katherine Tingley, was able to assume the leadership. And now
we see the seeds sown by H. P. Blavatsky yielding fruit.

What man of science has studied the laws that determine the
diffusion and propagation of ideas among mankind? Such a man
might be able to write history on an entirely new plan, that would
outrival all the Freemans and the Froudes and the Greens and their
several schools; for he would be behind the scenes of the drama with
the scene-shifters. The Thecosophical ideas commend themselves to
the reason and they solve the difficulties of life. But, far more than
this, being true, they speak to the intuition of man; so that, even
when he is not ready and throws up obstacles, a deeper sense responds
from within. Thus ideas have an intrinsic force and can impress
themselves like a particle carrying a charge of electricity. But, apart
from the visible machinery of books and the audible channels of the
spoken word, there is a vast and all-important invisible machinery,
which, thanks to the very efforts of Theosophists, one may now men-
tion without being laughed at. Thought-waves in a mental cther, we
may call it for convenience; or, favoring another phrase of scientific
thought, mental electrons hurtling through space. Or we may even
say, if so our fancy leads, that birds (of a kind) carry the seeds of
ideas in their beaks and drop them hither and thither. Perhaps
there are bees which carry pollen from mind to mind, or comets that
bring with them a rarer atmosphere from remoter spaces. Words of
some kind we must use if we are to speak at all, though no words
may fit the facts. We can trace the growth of a plant from the
tiny germ-speck in its seed, outwards in all the directions of space.
But if we try to extend the lines backwards through that central
point, we must fall back on transcendental geometry and “fourth-
dimensionalism,” in our futile efforts to form a concrete image. Al-
beit that central point in every finite thing is the place where it hitches
on to the infinite. There is such a center in ourselves, and through
it flow from an imperceptible source the germs of the thoughts that
are born in our mind.

Theosophical ideas are certainly in the air, as is generally admitted.
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And fortunate it is that the Theosophical Society has stood firm to
its original program, and has not been led off on any side-track, as
has often been threatened. For, things being so, the influence which
it stamps on the world will be beneficial, and will overcome any del-
eterious influences that may have been set in motion by the side-
trackers, or any secondary influence that the Theosophic thought-
energy might produce by falling on an unkindly soil. The key-note
of Theosophy is altruism in the highest sense of the word. But no
one word describes it. The word “reality ” is another that might
be used. Everyone seems striving to reach the reality in his religion
or whatever else he is interested in. Theosophy certainly deals in
realities. Its students are in search of the reality in human life; they
strive to penetrate the veils of that mysterious complex which we
call ““ personality,” and to grasp the reality behind. They seck the
real object of life behind all the shams and delusions.

It gets more and more palpable that we stand at an epoch in
time and are rounding a sharp turn in our evolutionary curve. And
when the present time can be viewed in a proper perspective, it will
be seen that H. P. Blavatsky and the philosophical movement she
founded have been the guiding but unrecognized power. We could
discern the same thing in the past if the veils of history were better
lifted. What happened about the time of the Christian era, for
instance? Countless scholars are trying to find out. A gospel was
promulgated, and by a great Individual; but what the gospel was,
and who was the Individual, is hard to tell. Both have been largely
buried under subsequent accretions.

To sum up: in considering social evolution, we must give up the
idea that a statement of the process is tantamount to an assignment of
the cause, and must learn to distinguish between the organism which
is evolving and the powers that are manifesting themselves through
it and causing it to grow. Movements are made by men, and men
are actuated by idcas. These ideas come from a source extraneous
to the organism of human society; but if we care to say instead
that that source is within, it comes to the same thing. In either case
this propelling force is like that within the seed. We must consider
the subject in the light of reincarnation; for reincarnation is true,
and any failure to take it into account must result in failure or error.
What a man by arduous toil and experience has gained in one life,
he may carry with him to his next birth; and thus the appearance
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of highly evolved Individualities among us is sufficiently accounted
for. The law of ebb and flow applies also to racial divisions; and
mathematical laws relate the duration of an individual life-time to
the duration of a race’s life-time. Thus the tide of oncoming in-
dividual Souls will coincide at certain intervals with the rising tide
in racial progress. Finally let it be said that the human will is the
moving power in progress, and so we shall not progress if we merely
wait to be pushed on by forces or by other people. To evoke true
Individuality (not Personalism) in men must therefore be the aim
of any reform movement that is to be effectual. Theosophy does
not dictate to mankind by means of dogmas and authority, but sccks
to evoke in every man his own power of conscious choice and action,

RECOLLECTIONS OF A TRIP AROUND THE WORLD:
by Barbara McClung
INDIA
CALCUTT A lies about eighty miles inland on the
QYN Hooghly River, a treacherous stream, whose shift-
’,v;f’,*" vg ing mud-banks tax the most experienced pilots. The
Cleveland was too large to make the whole distance
with safety, so we anchored halfway up, in the middle
of Dlamond Harbor, and lay there through the whole afternoon and
night. On the dlstant river bank we got our first glimpse of Indian
landscape — a low white dome in the midst of feathery palm-trees —
and towards sunset a splendid storm gathered over this dreamy pic-
ture; such inky clouds and such blinding chains of lightning I never
saw, and the wind shrieked and tore against our tightly-lashed can-
vas. The storm did damage to the landing-place, and we were con-
siderably delayed in getting off the next morning in consequence; but
at length we were set down from our tenders on a wide flat green
meadow, diked from the Hooghly by a levee, and all very suggestive
of Louisiana. There was a long wait for the train to start, which
we beguiled by snapping pictures of the little group of natives
that had gathered round us — solemn fellows draped in loin-cloths,
and a few boys entirely naked except for a string tied tightly around
the middle. (Not until many months later, after the trip around
the world was a thing of the past, did we learn that this strange
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custom, which we saw everywhere, was a caste-mark.) A journey
of about two hours brought us to Calcutta, and we passed many
Indian villages on the way, all of mud and bamboo, thatched with
straw and huddled under palm-trees.

Calcutta is a handsome city with wide streets and splendid build-
ings, refreshing green parks and magnificent spreading sidewalk
trees. The most striking feature is the maidan, characteristic of all
Anglo-Indian towns — an immense grassy common, where horse-
men canter, polo games take place, and troops can be seen reviewing
on special occasions.

The streets swarm with native Bengalese, clad mostly in a single
garment resembling a long white towel draped around the waist, but
decked with nose-rings, bracelets and anklets in profusion, and chew-
ing betel-nut, which stains the teeth red. Every person wears a
caste-mark on the forehead; some have the brow entirely smeared
with white ash, some have it marked with a single round spot of
vivid crimson, others with a figure like an arrow-head of blue or
yellow. During the hot midday hours, they sleep all over the side-
walks and in the doorways without rousing the slightest protest
from the police; in the native quarters of the town, those who are
rich enough to own such a luxury, bring their bedsteads out into the
street and lie on them there. The swarming lanes of the native quar-
ters are curiously fascinating; I can shut my eyes now and see the
pyramids of saffron-dyed rice and different-colored grains spread out
on the stalls; the strange earthen pots and brass jars borne on veiled
heads, and leather water-sacks slung over swarthy shoulders; men
squatting in shop-doors smoking water-pipes that looked like gourds,
and great oxen drawing clumsy carts such as might have been used
ten thousand years ago. One of our most interesting drives around
Calcutta was to be the Botanical Garden, a place of soaring palms and
lotus pools and rare fantastic plants; at a distance we saw a large
grove of trees, which we learned with amazement was one single
banyan tree, covering an area of a thousand feet. We walked under-
neath it, and it was like strolling through a small forest.

The heat and dust of Calcutta were almost intolerable, and it
was a wonderful change to go from there to Darjeeling, the great
mountain resort of India, 7000 feet above sea-level. The last part of
our long twenty-hour journey was up a remarkable inclined railway,
over a track just two feet wide; the grade was incredibly steep and
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the track looped back on itself several times; it ran through a dense
jungle of unknown extent, supposed to be inhabited by tigers and
elephants in its deepest recesses.

Darjeeling is built on the perpendicular, with streets one above
another like shelves, and the view of the snow-clad Himalayas in the
distance is overpoweringly magnificent. ‘The native peoples are strik-
ingly different from the Hindds; they have the high cheek-bones,
slanting eyes, and yellow skins of Mongolians, and the men wear long
queues ; the women paint their faces in pigs’ blood in hideous splotches;
and the men, women, and children, alike load themselves with cheap
glass or iron jewelry, wearing ear-rings, nose-rings, bracelets, and
bead chains by the dozen, and rings on every finger and thumb! The
women and girls seem to be the burden-bearers, and we saw them
carrying immense blocks of stone on their backs, supported in a sort
of sling by a straw band over the brow. We passed two young girls,
hardly more than children, carrying trunks on their backs up the
steep road from the station, and apparently not minding it in the least.

Sunday morning is the great market-time in Darjeeling when the
natives of the neighboring provinces of Nepil, Bhiitin, Sikkim, and
Thibet bring their wares, and better still, their remarkable selves, to
exhibit in the public square. Here we saw white-robed lamas, with
gray whiskers and shaven heads, passing their begging-howls among
the crowd, spinning their prayer-wheels or telling their rosaries. On
the roadside we noticed trees with prayers tied to the branches, paint-
ed on strips of linen, and flapping gaily in the breeze.

One night in the courtyard of our hotel, we saw a Thibetan “ dev-
il-dance,” which for dash, originality, and {fun, was the best thing
of the kind we had seen in the East, making all the Japanese and
Burmese posturing seem insipid. There were ghosts, devils, tigers,
an ostrich, and a turtle, all most cleverly and humorously concocted,
especially the animals. A little boy in yellow with a big humpty-
dumpty head seemed to be the hero of the tale which the dance was
setting forth; he attacked and vanquished each of the monsters by
turns, leaping and twirling amazingly all the time, and the antics and
by-play of the animals were really very spirited and comic.

One morning we rose at two-thirty, had tea by candle-light, and
went to “ Tiger Hill,” about seven miles distant, to see the sun rise
on the Himélayés. We rode in sedan-chairs, called “dandies,” and
it was certainly a strange experience riding in the black night up steep
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mountain passes, in the border land of Thibet, borne on the shoulders
of five wild Tartaresque-looking creatures, who chanted weird
songs as they swung us along. When they sct us down for an oc-
casional rest, they tried to sell us the rings off their fingers and ears,
or the dirks out of their belts, and we were almost afraid not to buy.
It was dawn by the time we reached ““ Tiger Hill,” and the sun rose
clear and beautiful, flushing the long sharp outlines of the Himalayas
a wonderful rose color. Mount Kinchinjunga (28,156 feet high, and
the third highest mountain in the world) was right before us, and
in the farthest distance, looking like a speck of white cloud, was
Mount Everest itself. We were lucky to get such a clear view, for
they say it doesn’t often happen, and it had been very cloudy the
day before. Coming down, we admired the wonderful trees and
growths of a Himalayan forest, and were interested to sec many
similarities to our own North Carolina mountain vegetation, only
everything was on a much grander scale. There were trees of gigan-
tic pink magnolia japonica, ten or twelve inches in diameter; going
down the steep shelf-like track, we could look upon masses of these
blossoms spread below us, and the Tartars, seeing our admiration,
were quick to swing over the ledges and break off quantities to pile
into our chairs,

It was very cool the whole time of our stay in Darjeeling and the
vegetation was just about what i1t would have been in April at home;
there were lilacs in bloom, bridal-wreath, and forget-me-not, and in
the parks we heard the cuckoo calling — the first time I had ever
met him outside of a clock.

We went back to Calcutta to take the special “Across India ™ train,
which was to be our home for a week. The compartments were
comfortably equipped with four electric fans and a bath-tub each,
the prime necessities of life in this climate. We carried our own
bedding and towels from the ship, and had two excellent restaurant
cars, which furnished much better food than any of the hotels we
encountered. They were managed by Parsi caterers, and we were
waited on by majestic individuals in long beards and white robes
and high conical caps, who looked like one’s biblical conception of
“ the Medes and the Persians.” We traveled by night and went sight-
seeing by day, thus losing no time and securing the advantages of
sleeping cool. There were three windows and a glass door on either
side of the compartment, which stood open all the time, and this
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run inscriptions from the Persian poets, celebrating the joys and
beauties of this luxurious life. The most celebrated one is over the
entrance of the lovely “ Diwani-Khas,” or hall of private audience,
and runs as follows:

If on earth be a heaven of bliss,
It is this, it is this, it is this.

These airy pavilions of a by-gone splendor, that make the Alham-
bra seem almost vulgar by comparison, are in nearly perfect con-
dition, except that most of the precious stones have been jerked out
and carried away by marauding bands of Jats and Mahrattas, who
invaded and plundered the country after the downfall of the Moghuls.

But even more beautiful than the palaces and mosques of Delhi
are those of Agra, which we next visited. Here stands onec of the
crowning achievements of the human spirit, the Tomb which Shih
Jehan built for his wife Mumtiz-i-Mahal, known as the Taj Mahal,
a thing of such pure and absolute beauty that no words can overstate
it or lead one to expect too much. Everything enhances its perfection
— its gracious simplicity of line and curve, its ivory whiteness against
the dazzling Indian sky, its splendid setting of spreading gardens, and
the long cypress-lined, fountain-centered avenue of approach. We
visited it three times, by early morning light, by sunset, and by moon-
light, and each time its wonderful loveliness seemed to have increased.
One cannot resist the feeling that this structure has a Soul — perhaps
that of the dead queen, who lies buried here in the most perfect tribute
Love ever paid to Death.

The Fort of Agra is similar to that of Delhi, and encloses palaces
that are even greater marvels of carving and inlay and gracious
proportions, such as one associates ever afterwards with these two
cities. One grim note in the midst of splendor is the tiny cell back
of the dainty Gem Mosque, where Shah Jehan was kept in prison
during the last seven years of his life by his usurping son Aurungzeb,
the very child for whose life the Lady of the T4j gave up her own.
When the Emperor was dying, Aurungzeb allowed him to be moved
into the Jasmine Tower, from whence he could gaze his last upon the
Taj far off in the distance, where he would soon be buried beside
the Queen whose name he had immortalized. This Jasmine Tower
was built for Mumtaz the year before her death, and ranks next in
beauty to the T4j itself. In carving and in inlay, in delicate columns














































































































































































