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dle Ages. This was in 532, at the mceting hetween the Orthodox
and the Severians, called by Justinian. The latter brought forth these
writings in support of their peculiar views; at first they met with
rejection; but with the passage of time the objectors ceased to object
and began to use. Based on a foundation of Neoplatonic thought,
modified often, it is true, almost out of recognition by the author, or
authors, these writings from that time gained an ever-increasing
body of supporters, until they reached their culmination of influence
in the Middle Ages, after having virtually formed the complete out-
line of the mystic theology of the church, East and West. They are
at the very foundation of scholasticism, their translation into Latin
by John Scotus Erigena, in the reign of Charles the Bald, in the 9th
century, and their dominating influence over Aquinas, in the 13th,
and consequent fashioning of the whole system of theology of the lat-
ter by them, being facts of history. It has been said that if the pseudo-
Dionysian writings were ever lost, they might be recovered in entirety
from the writings of Aquinas. The influence that they exercised
over Dante is plain on the most cursory perusal, for the poet’s whole
mystical topography: his nine infernal circles; his nine circles of
the Purgatorio, inclusive of the Antipurgatorio and the Paradiso Ter-
restre; and his nine heavens, capped by the Empyrean, is Dionysian
throughout. So we find their influence in the semi-literate Shake-
speare, who speaks of the music of the spheres, each of the celestial
bodies being the seat of an angelic being:

Sit, Jessica. Look how the floor of heaven

Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold:
There’s not the smallest orb which thou behold’st
But in his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims;

Such harmony is in immortal souls;

But whilst this muddy vesture of decay

Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.

Merchant of Venice, v, i

This is perhaps one of the finest passages in the English dramatist.
It would be a study not lacking in the profoundest interest to trace
the stream of Mesopotamian Tsabaism (so-called) through the al-
chemy of the Greek mind and into Christian theology through Ori-
gen’s doctrine of the heavenly bodies being rational beings, capable
of sin (First Principles, i, 7, 2 and 3; Contra Cels. v, 11; ibid. viii,
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67); and Clemens Alexandrinus (Strom. vi), and through the Neo-
platonic pseudo-Dionysius.

The Italian I,ombardus and the Frenchman Hugo de Saint-Victor
in the 12th century; the Englishmen Thomas Becket in the 12th,
Robert Grosseteste in the 13th, and Colct, Dean of St. Paul’s, and
Grocyn in the 15th centuries; the Germans Albertus Magnus and
Tauler in the 13th and 14th centurics; Pico della Mirandola, Savo-
narola, and I‘icino in the 15th century — all manifest the same Neo-
platonic stream as modified by the pseudo-Dionysius. The later of
these, of course, also felt the direct current of Greek thought which
came into Furope at the Renaissance.

Not, of course, that the direct object of our study, palingencsis
in some form or other, was either openly discusscd or taught by these
medieval luminaries, nor even Origen’s faded doctrine of pre-exist-
ence; yet many of the fundamentals of the ancient wisdom were there,
distorted if you will, sometimes pared down to mere outlines; but still
living and cnnobling in their effects. Some of these men were also
devoted followers of the Qabbalah, such as Albertus Magnus and
Pico; and it is more than merely arguable that the reincarnation as
taught in the profound Jewish theosophy worked its results in their
minds. To these last we may add such names as Raymond Lully,
John Reuchlin, Robert Fludd, and Henry More.

To now summarize the main points in the confused and varying
theories we have sketched, we note:

(1) Tor nearly six hundred years after the supposed date of
birth of Jesus, the doctrine of pre-existence was held and taught by
an influential, large, and vigorous party, which was perhaps also
the most cultured in the Christian Church; and this party was led
by some of the most learned, devoted, and sincere fathers of that
Church, both Greek and Latin.

(2) 'The greatest of these, Origen, although in disagrcement
with other Christians of his own day, yet wrote voluminous works,
which were quoted and studied for centuries after his death as almost
oracular; these works were mutilated, changed, interpolated, so that
what Origen really taught regarding the soul’s nature and destiny is
obscure; but as we find him persistently accused of having taught
palingenesis if not an out-and-out form of reincarnation on earth, by
his opponents, if not also some form of metempsychosis, it is not only
tenable but actually probable thaf there was truth in these chargecs,
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and that Origen not only taught pre-existence but the form of palin-
genesis existing in early Christianity.

(3) Jerome tells us positively, that metempsychosis (in some
form or other) was taught to certain elect in the Christian body as
a doctrine both esoteric and as derived by tradition from previous
ages. 'T'his statement is also made, at least in part, by Rufinus.

(4) That the vast majority of Christian writers who touch on
the subject, reject the popular idea of the metempsychosis only, prob-
ably because they failed to properly understand it; this is done by
those who assert the doctrine of pre-existence and by those who
deny it; Arnobius being a possible exception. This does not imply
a rejection by these writers of a/l forms of palingenesis, as shown
by Origen; and before Jerome wilted under the cry of heresy, by him.

(5) That a great many of the carly Christian writers allude to
our subject only vaguely, or reject the doctrine, apparently in any
form; but these are just the ones whose intrinsic merits are the least
both as thinkers or theologians, and who are usually the most bigoted
or virulent against thosc who disagree with their own opinions.
It is tenable, at least, to suppose that they belonged to that large
party, the majority, who werc not of Jerome’s “ chosen few ” who
received the esoteric doctrine handed down as a traditional heritage.

(6) That there cxisted from the earliest times, from the days
of Jesus himself, certain mysteries, or secret teachings, as confessed
by the New Testament, Clemens, Origen, Jerome, Gregory Nazianen,
and others; and that originally, we may suppose, Jerome’s esoteric
and traditional teaching and these other secret teachings formed one
body of doctrine, which, as civilization gradually fell before the
night of barbarism which was overspreading Furope, and the imputa-
tion of heresy came to be hated worse than dishonor and cowardice,
in part was forgotten and then resurrected as a heresy, or communica-
ted to all, as the case happencd to be.

(7) 'That not only pre-existence, but palingenesis in slightly
varying forms was uniformly taught by the Gnostics, whom, with
common opinion, we will here consider as Christian scctaries; and
also by the Manichaeans even more forcefully.

(8) That these Gnostics and Manichaean bodies were at one
time both very powerful and widely diffused, claiming to be the pos-
sessors of the true Gnosis as taught by Jesus; and that two of the
most learned and carliest Fathers were taught by Gnostics, Origen

)
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and Clement of Alexandria: this is certainly the case with Clement,
and probably the truth of Origen, at least in degree.

(9) That there is very strong reason to doubt that Origen was
condemned at the I‘ifth Oecumenical or General Council in 553;
and as General Councils have been recognized among Christians from
early Christian times as the final voice in matters of doctrine, and only
General Councils, not local synods which were not supposed to re-
present the “ universal church”; and as Origen was condemned
among other matters for his doctrine of the pre-existence of souls
and their fall into bodies of flesh by the Home Synod at Constanti-
nople circa 541-543, this synod not being the “ voice of the universal
church,” its decrees are not binding on the consciences of those who
call themselves orthodox. That so far as the condemnation of Ori-
gen’s supposed heresies by two popes is concerned, we may recollect
that Leo I merely expresses an opinion on the matter (loc. cit. ante,
Ep. xxxv); while Anastasius actually admits in a letter to John of
Jerusalem that he did not know who Origen was, nor what he had
written (Migne, Patrologia, xxi), but it seems that he recognized
heresy in certain passages brought before him (Ep. ad Johann.;
Migne, Patrologia, vol. xx, pp. 68 et seq.). Besides, pope Siricius,
who was bishop of Rome just before Anastasius, in spite of the
warmth of the quarrel, showed no disposition to condemn Origen, and
Jerome even complains that he had been cajoled by the Origenists.

As to the statement sometimes heard that ““the belief in rein-
carnation was condemned by the I‘ifth General Council held at Con-
stantinople in 553,” this is not only inaccurate, but probably untrue.
It would first have to be proved (a) that Origen taught not only
pre-existence, but reincarnation or the periodical rebirth of the hu-
man soul on this earth in human bodies; which, from what we have
seen, may have been true in some form or other; (b) that the IFifth
General Council held in 553 did in fact anathematize Origen and his
doctrines, and this is subject to grave doubt; and (¢) that the Fifth
General Council not only condemned his pre-existence theory but also
a doctrine of reincarnation; and of this there is no proof.

(10) We conclude that it must seem evident to the unprejudiced
mind that some form of palingenesis is not only necessary intrin-
sically to the original doctrines of Christianity but that it was actually
taught in form peculiar to Christianism, probably, as Jerome says,
as a secret and traditional belief handed down from previous ages.
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PLOTINUS THE NEOPLATONIST IN MODERN
CHRISTIANITY: by T. Henry

Dean of St. Paul’s Cathedral speaking of the inner illumin-
2\YNV[I} ation as being the bed-rock of Christian faith, and bidding
\\‘k\méa us revere the testimony of the philosophical mystics, espe-
\WWWIWIIl cially Plotinus, we may justly claim that Thcosophy has
won a noteworthy vindication since the days when H. P. DBlavatsky
so valiantly championed these views, then so strange and unpopular.
It is in the opening pages of her Key to Theosophy that she explains
some of the teachings of these very Alexandrian philosophers, and
shows how elucidatory they are of the essential truths of Christianity.
Plotinus and Iamblichus are often spoken of by her in connexion with
Divine Theurgy or the process whereby the lower self is so purified
that it can transmit the Light from within. Dean Inge has a very
apt way of summing up the tendencies of modern thought, and we
find a well-reported summary of his address (Lissex Hall, London,
June 3) in the columns of the English Mechanic and World of Sci-
ence for June 12. (The report, from which we quote, is in semi-
quotation style, which has the effect of turning present tenses into
past tenses.) Speaking of the recent reaction from what is often
called scientific certitude or determinism, towards latitude and a Dhe-
lief in spiritual values, the Dean said that:

The wish was often father to the thought, even with persons of rare in-
tellectual honesty. The desire to reach acceptable conclusions was apparent in
metaphysics, unmistakable in ethics, and almost barefaced in systematic theo-
logy. . .. Now we saw a counter-revolt against Darwinism, against determin-
ism, against intellectualism, in full blast. The root of all these new move-
ments was the new faith in the almost unlimited power of purposive effort to
ameliorate human conditions. “ The gates of the future are open,” Bergson
had said, with his usual felicity in epigram. This was what our generation
wished to believe in politics and social reform, and it had welcomed with open
arms the . . . philosopher who had told them exactly what thcy wanted to
hear. Their delight was increased when they were told that the intellect was
only one, and not the best, line of progress—that something called instinct
often provided a short cut to the point they wanted to reach. Thinking was
hard work. What a joy to hear that it was mostly waste of time!

The pride of the “intellectuals” had indeed received a blow. They had learned
that the ingrained mental habits of fifty thousand years were not to be destroyed
by the labors of a few university professors.

For most religious persons the new attacks upon scientific determinism were
very welcome, and, he thought, justifiably so.
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Determinism, of course, means the doctrine that events are unal-
terably determined by causes within the reach of scientific investiga-
tion. 'I'he importance of the word appears when it is used in con-
nexion with human character and destiny; for then the doctrine pre-
cludes the idea of a free-will or any real choice in man. The reaction
just spoken of is in the direction of admitting the existence of an
indeterminate factor in man —a free-will, a power of choice that is
not determined by the aforesaid calculable causes. Perhaps it is ad-
visable to make a comment on the use of the words “intellectualism,”
“intellect,” and “ thinking,” in the above quotation. We must avoid
the mistake of confounding a faculty with the misuse of that faculty,
and of condemning the former along with the latter. A useful dis-
tinction may be made between “intellect” and “intellectualism,” as
implying respectively the faculty itself and its misuse. * Science,”
again, is a sacred name and must never be disparaged on the mere
ground that all kinds of views, from the wisest to the most foolish,
shelter under its banner. If the protest be against scientific determin-
ism, let the determinism, and not the science, take the blame; and let
materialism and animalism and pessimism be condemned, whether
they be called scientific or theological or political. But let us not
blame science, or reason, or intellect, or mathematics, or any other of
the great faculties and sciences, unless we are the kind of people who
would cut off their own head because it ached. ILogic, founded on
right premises, can only conduct us to the portals of truth; but
wherever do we find logic? Instead we find a vast system of fallacies,
often such as might be set to a school-boy as exercises, for him to
point out the errors, yet forming part and parcel of the chains of
reasoning by which writers and speakers on cvery subject attempt
to support their conclusions. DBut logic and mathematics are jealous
gods, and repay with unerring justice; and they will not accommodate
themselves to faults and carelessness. In the same way we abuse
that marvelous faculty the intellect, and then condemn it.

The Dean was somewhat sarcastic in speaking of Bergson, but
one can readily understand that the true aim of the sarcasm is at
philosophicules who skim over the surface and piece together a few
fragments from the philosophers, so as to make a system suitable to
their own wishes. Many great writers arc thus misrepresented by
their unwise admirers. Does Bergson tell us to throw our intellect into
the waste-basket and stop thinking, or is this what some people want
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to make out that he says? What we need is to start thinking, and to
leave off using our brains for other purposes. To continue the quo-
tation —

But in the Modernist movement Christian apologetics took another turn,
which promised a complete deliverance from the attacks of scicnce and criti-
cism. The Modernists stripped the figure of Christ of all that Christians harl
loved to see in Him, and left them only an enthusiastic peasant, obsessed with
the Messianic expectations which were common at the time in Palestine. Thus
it became necessary to distinguish betwcen two Christs — the one the historical
prophet, who had few claims on the reverence of posterity, and the other the
object of the Church’s worship —a non-historical, dying, and rising Savior
God. It was the latter idea of Christ which formed the center of the Christian
religion, and it was something of a historical accident that it attached itself
to the name of a “ Messiah” who shared the fate of other Messiahs in the
first century of our era. This theory of Christian origins was, he thought,
untenable in this harsh form; but, with necessary qualifications, it was a theory
which was likely to commend itself to many who did not believe in the Christian
revelation.

But the Modernists were not in this position. They were, or wished to be,
loyal Catholics. . . . How were they to reconcile their love for the Catholic
cultus and discipline with their extremely subversive opinions in historical criti-
cism? Ilow could they worship a Christ whose historical career was what
they believed it to have been? Christianity was, after all, a religion based on
events which werc supposed to be historical. It was therefore necessary for
the Modernists to maintain that, in accepting the Church’s creeds, which as-
cribed the attributes of Deity to Jesus Christ, they were somehow speaking
the truth. Thus the “two Christs” were affirmed by two kinds of truth. His-
torical criticism dealt with truths of fact, while religion dealt with thc birth
of faith.

Thus, he continues, we have two truths —-a theoretical and a
practical; and to our aid comes ‘‘ pragmatism,” which estimates the
relative value of different kinds of truth by their relative intcrest
and importance to the owner. Let us come to the point. All these
posturings are avoided by returning to the common-sense of our
forerunners the philosophic mystics.

Could we get any help from the philosophic mystics? It was his belief
that they could.

Not the words of a Theosophist, remember, but of an eminent
Anglican churchman. Think of H. P. Blavatsky’s “Open Letter to
the Archbishop of Canterbury !

They at least thought they had found what we wanted to find. Dr. Inge
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then sketched the kind of way in which a disciple of Plotinus would decal with
some of the questions that were agitating the minds of our gencration, alludcd
to Eucken's philosophy, and in conclusion asked: Wecre the affirmations of
the illuminated soul tragic illusions or cosmic realities? That was the question,
and if they followed Plotinus and Fucken they would be in no doubt about
the answer. The higher life had already been lived by very many. They
agreed in what they told us about it. Why should we not receive their witness?

So we are to turn to Plotinus in order to find relief from an in-
tolerable dualism by which we try to fool ourselves with the idea that
there can be two kinds of truth. If in our turn we may be permitted
to sum up modern tendencics, we will point to the following two op-
posed ideas: (1) That it is necessary to cast off the old and rely upon
the new; (2) that it is essential to beware of the new and to rely
upon the old. The Dean does not appear to think much of the multi-
tudinous new philosophies of life by which he is surrounded. He is
a conservative; he believes in the wisdom of old. But he goes back
farther than some conservatives; farther even than perhaps he
thinks, for he goes back to the Wisdom-Religion, of which Plotinus
was a cautious teacher. Why not, let us ask in his own words, accept
the testimony of still earlier sages than Plotinus? The higher life
has indeed been lived before by very many. Jesus was a teacher of
the higher life; and if there is anything special and unique about his
message it behooves his followers to prove and manifest it. There
is plenty of need for somebody to counteract the riot of speculation
which is everywhere threatening to blossom into harmful policies.
But something positive and energic is required, not mere passive
resistance.

How comes it that the intellect should be reckoned on one side of
a bitter controversy, with religion on the other? Such a strife in the
heart of man reminds us of the old “ war in heaven,” when the
Olympians were divided into camps. Is it not time for a recon-
ciliation? The words “intellectual” and “religious” are both de-
graded by being so used; surely neither the one nor the other stands
for what it ought. The ancient teaching, also to be found in the
Christian Gospel, is that the awakening of the conscience brings in-
tellect and wisdom; and truly wisdom is what is needed to combat
specious fallacies and random speculation. The Dean is on the right
track when he strives to find more in Christianity than most Christ-
ians have succceded in getting out of it. The fault is not all theirs,
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To study the ancient Wisdom and to apply it to modern needs —
that is the true saving gospcl.

It seems as though great teachers like Plotinus must have had
some way of sending (as it were) a wireless message into the future,
so that their thoughts could strike the world at a certain time in its
history. Or perhaps it is the coming-up of the seeds sown by that
other teacher H. P. Blavatsky, for she spoke much of Plotinus.
In any case, Theosophical teachings are cvery day finding greater
acceptance, and are found to be the key to life’s problems. The Alex-
andrine philosophers were like a sunset glow, preceding a night; and
perhaps the new dawn is now beginning.

Sometimes one wonders how the light will come to the world;
and it seems likely that in proportion as more and more people accept
the truths of T'heosophy and begin to fashion their thoughts and mold
their lives in accordance therewith,— so there will gradually emerge
a new spirit, a new atmosphere, that will subtly interpenetrate man-
kind, giving rise to new movements towards unity and peace and con-
cord, and inspiring wiser counsels. This would indced be a rebirth
of the Christos, and not in any spectacular fashion.

PLANT-HUNTING IN CHINA: by C. J. Ryan

VERY interesting article has lately appeared in The
World’'s Work, from the pen of Mr. Leonard Barron,
editor of the Garden Magazine, giving an account of the
adventurous journeys of Mr. C. H. Wilson, an English

& || collector of rare plants. The following résumé of a part
of the article will give some idea of his work in China in hunting
for useful and ornamental plants for acclimatization in England and
Northeastern America principally.

It was known at least twenty years ago that there were still some
plants of economic and aesthetic value to be brought from Asia,
but no special efforts were being made to find them; hybridization
was considered the most profitable method of obtaining new forms.
It was, however, soon found that this was an error and that mar-
velously beautiful and practically useful plants in great numbers
were waiting to be discovered and utilized. Mr. Wilson’s scientific



210 THE THEOSOPHICAL PATH

and practical experience in horticulture and botany caused him to
be chosen to explore China for new plants, and he has devoted such
unremitting energy and zeal to this work that he is sometimes known
as “ Chincse Wilson.” His first journey to China was undertaken
merely to obtain the seeds of one trce, the Davidia involucrata, of
which interesting rumors had reached Europe. Only one specimen
was known to have ever been seen, and Mr. Wilson hunted for
this with a most inadequate description of its location. At last
he reached the spot, only to find that the precious tree had been cut
down for lumber! Resolved that his journey should not be fruitless,
he collected a number of hitherto unknown Chinese plants which
were received with delight in London, and which worked quitc a re-
volution in the ideas of horticulturists and botanists. Defore he
returned he accidentally came upon a small colony of the desired
Davidia tree hundreds of miles from the place where the original
tree stood. A very limited number of Davidias are now growing
from the seeds collected there, but in time the tree will certainly be-
come very popular. It closely resembles the dogwood tree but its
large and curious white flowers are nearly a foot across. They
remind one, at a distance, of a flock of white doves hovering amid
the branches.

Another of Mr. Wilson’s notable discoveries is the brilliant scar-
let poppy which he found after nearly seven hundred miles of tramp-
ing in the wild mountain country of Szechuan, in Western China.
Its color is unusually vivid, and it excited great interest when it
reached Europe.

While yellow, white, pink, and various kinds of red primroses
are now common in the West, the almost legendary blue variety be-
lieved to grow somewhere in China has long been desired. Mr.
Wilson determined to get it, and after many abortive attempts he
succeeded in collecting some living plants. Unfortunately his triumph
was short-lived, for an accidental splash of sea-water spray on the
voyage to England so seriously injured the few that survived that
they all withered away shortly after their arrival. We still have
to wait for the blue primrose.

China is the home of a large number of our familiar garden and
orchard plants. Mr. Wilson says:

The great interest and value of the Chinese flora lies not so much in its
wealth of species as in the ornamental character and suitability of a vast number



PLANT-HUNTING IN CHINA 211

for the embellishment of parks and outdoor gardens throughout the temperate
regions of the world. My work in China has been the means of discovering
and introducing numerous new plants to Europe and North America and else-
where. But previous to this work of mine the value of Chinese plants was
well known and appreciated. . . . Our tea and rambler roses, chrysanthemums,
Indian azaleas, camellias, greenhouse primroses, tree peonies, and garden cle-
matis have all been derived from plants still to be found in a wild state in
Central and Western China. ‘I'he same is true of a score of other favorite
flowers. China is also the original home of the orange, lemon, citron, peach,
apricot, and the so-called English walnut.

Mr. Wilson speaks favorably of the Chinesc people he met in the
wild mountain districts. He had no misunderstandings or difficulties
with them at any time. He minded his own business, paid a proper
price for what he needed, and was honestly treated. He complains,
however, of the behavior of certain freakish and irresponsible tour-
ists who make it hard for those who follow them, and who, he says,
deserve a jail sentence for their conduct. The natural difficulties
make plant-hunting no easy task. In the higher altitudes there are
few signs of civilization and little comfort. In order to ensure a
proper respect from the simple villagers the traveler must ride in
a chair, but the pathways are often so narrow that it is almost or
quite impossible to pass another person, and great inconvenience is
caused thereby. There are many dangers to be faced in the moun-
tain passes; when Mr. Wilson was searching for the scarlet poppy
a small landslide overwhelmed his sedan-chair and he was thrown
out and his leg broken. Before he could be picked up a caravan of
mules walked over him, but so carefully that not one hoof touched
him. The nearest city was three days’ journey away, and he was
sixteen weeks before he could move on crutches.

Most of Mr. Wilson’s recent traveling has been on behalf of
the Arnold Arboretum at Boston, Mass., and he has already doubled
the number of hardwood trees there. A new kind of peach with
smooth stones of small size, now being propagated there, is one of
his most valuable tributes to the collection.

S

Tuosk who practise their duty towards all, and for duty’s own sake, are
few; and fewer still are those who perform that duty, remaining content with
the satisfaction of their own secret consciousness. — H. P. Blawvatsky
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RECOLLECTIONS OF A TRIP AROUND THE WORLD:
by Barbara McClung

CuiNa, MANILA, AND JAVA

FROM Nagasaki, it was a voyage of two nights and a
day to Tsingtau, a purely German town, set down as if
by mistake on the coast of northern China. The
houses and inhabitants, the street names, shop signs,
and trolley-cars were all German, and only the rick-
by Chinamen with queues, or an occasional woman
stumping along on bound feet, served to dispel the illusion and re-
mind us that we were really on the soil of ancient and venerable China.
Tsingtau is built on ground ceded to the German Empire as repara-
tion for the killing of a couple of missionaries during the Boxer
rebellion; it has only been in existence some ten years, but it is a
busy substantial city of 17,000 German inhabitants (not counting
natives) and is a tribute to the energy of that nation. It was built
on a barren waste, where not so much as a weed was growing, and it
was necessary to plant thousands of trees; there is now quite a forest
of young growth about the city, and it does not seem possible that
the fine water front with its warehouses and docks (capable of ac-
commodating so large a ship as the Cleveland, which is a rare thing
in the East) and its harbor protected by a breakwater, could have
been constructed in so short a time.

Three more days and nights brought us to Hong Kong, and we
were greatly cheered on the way by a marked rise in the temperature,
which had caused us such sufferings from bitter cold in Tsingtau.
It was delightful to look out of our port-hole early one Saturday
morning on the beautiful harbor, one of the finest in the world, filled
with “ world-end ” steamers and strange square-sailed junks, while
over yonder lay the city spread out over steep hills and reaching up
to the cloud-covered heights. The town itself is called “Victoria,”
and is on the island of Hong Kong, but one never hears any name
except the latter in use. It has fine buildings and splendid English
shops, and the sidewalks are arcaded, as in Italian towns; this re-
minds one that the heat can be very severe in the summer; but when -
we were there the weather was cool and showery like an April at
home. There were no horses and cabs on the streets, and but few
rickshaws; the chief mode of conveyance seemed to be sedan-chairs,
the bearers in absurd straw rain-coats that looked like moving hay-
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stacks with bare legs and enormous pagoda-shaped hats that took
the place of umbrellas. There is not a queue in Hong Kong, and they
say it is as much as a man’s life is worth to wear one in Canton, as
it is a sign of royalist feeling; neither did we see any women with
bound feet here (with one exception), but that is probably because
there were none but the lower classes abroad on the streets. The
Chinese are quite good looking, I think, with fine physiques; the
women appear very dignified and sedate in their flapping trousers
and long coats. They never wear anything but black or the darkest
colors. For some strange reason, all the policemen are ‘ Sikhs,”
(a tribe of East Indians) and they are tall, impressive looking person-
ages with red turbans, fuzzy black beards, and splendid dark eyes.
T imagine they keep good order too, for we saw one settle a squabble
among some coolies with a single commanding gesture and a scornful
glance from his melancholy eye.

We went, our first afternoon, up “the Peak,” towering nearly
two thousand feet above the town, on an inclined railway; there were
grand views of the harbor half-way up, but at the top we were utter-
ly lost in the clouds. We got out half-way down and walked the
rest of the way back to town, through beautiful public gardens wet
with spring dampness, under splendid banyan trees and past masses
of azaleas in full bloom. It was so queer in the midst of this “Kew
Garden” atmosphere, to see Chinamen sauntering along; barefooted
laborers, carrying heavy burdens on poles balanced over their shoul-
ders, or pretty golden-haired English children walking with their
slant-eyed nurses, or palanquins with four trotting coolies bearing
some European who had much better have been walking on his own
legs.

Sunday night we took a boat up the Pear] River for Canton, and
were delayed several hours by the heavy fog, not arriving until about
11 a.m. the next day. The experience of approaching the city by riv-
er was something never to be forgotten. Our first intimation of
Canton was the distant view of a towering pagoda, nine stories high,
with trees growing out of its curled and piled-up roofs, from seeds
that had lodged there in bygone centuries. We moved through
throngs of weird boats, with strange ribbed sails and curious hulks;
there were sampans poled along by solitary figures in straw rain-coats
and huge pagoda hats, and gaudily painted passenger boats worked
by human beings on a treadmill — such craft, in fact, as the old
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Vikings might have seen if they had sailed up the Pearl River a thous-
and years ago, or Alexander the Great, had he come up in his galleys
many centuries before that, or even Rameses himself, with his Egyp-
tian legions in still remoter antiquity.

We spent but a few hours in Canton, having lost so much time in
the fog, and it rained in torrents most of the day. The exceedingly
narrow streets and projecting roofs formed actual funnels through
which the rain spouted on us, but we were fairly well protected by
the tops and curtained sides of our sedan-chairs. Our bearers, three
to each person, wore enormous umbrella hats sloping from a peak,
to shed the water, and for protecting their clothes from the wet, they
adopted the ingenious method of removing them entirely — or almost.
The streets arc scarcely more than five feet wide, and frequently one
can touch the walls on either sides at once with hands outstretched;
sedan-chairs cannot pass each other unless one party backs against the
wall, and the pedestrians always have to remove their pagoda hats
and hold them sideways in passing. The streets are sometimes very
steep, leading up and down over steps slippery with filth, and over
time-worn bridges that span reeking canals, so that it is impossible
to travel any way save by sedan-chair or on foot. And oh, how those
narrow lanes swarm with strange oricntal flies! There are miles of
open-fronted shops with patient workers bending over minute carving,
lacquer-work, or feather jewelry; there are miles of stalls spread with
outlandish food, with gibbeted fish and fowls and Heaven knows
what else besides, dangling from hooks above; and pervading all,
a peculiar Chinese smell, suggestive of drugs, incense, and antiquity,
combined and intensified. We visited several pagodas and temples,
and in one of the latter saw a statue of the early Italian explorer,
Marco Polo, sitting among the Buddhas!

There are two and a half million people in Canton, twenty-five
thousand of whom live in boats on the river. Their homes are hardly
larger than an ordinary rowboat; they are partly roofed over with
semi-circular bamboo coverings, and here whole families live their
entire lives through. One wonders how there is room for them all to
lie down at night. We were rowed from our river steamer to the land-
ing-place in one of these house-boats, poled by a fat Chinese matron,
who jostled and bumped her boat through the dense crowd of other
boats, while her row of children stared solemnly at us from the back.
It seems incredible that they can carry on the ordinary business of life
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or administer to the barest necessities in such cramped quarters. I
suppose they prepare their food over a tiny brazier in the stern; they
must sleep piled like sardines under the bamboo shed; their clothes
are made of such tough, durable material (it looks like leather) that
one garment probably lasts a life-time; as to washing, I daresay
they never do any; so there you have life reduced to its simplest
terms. It makes us almost ashamed of our own endless necessities.

Across the river from the teeming Chinese city lies the Shameen,
or foreign quarter, a refreshing breathing space, with its fine spread-
ing trees, bordering the water front. Here are the English barracks,
stores, hotels, etc., and here all European people live; a bridge
connects it with the ancient town, and to cross this bridge and pass
under the massive stone gateway on the other side, is to enter another
world.

We returned to Hong Kong by rail, and the landscape though
interesting, lacked the unique features of the river trip. The railway
terminus was Kowloon on the mainland, from which place we were
ferried over to the island of Hong Kong, or rather, to our steamer
in the harbor. These were the only places we visited in China, as
our stay there was very brief; and the following Tuesday found us
on our way to the Philippines.

Two nights and a day’s traveling brought us to Manila, where
the sight of the American flag gave us a feeling of home. Manila
is a beautiful town, clean and healthy, with good sanitation, vigilant
care in regard to water, flies, and mosquitoes, fine roads, and the
best and purest municipal government, they say, that a place can
have. The weather was about like July at home, but with a good
breeze all the time, and we did not suffer from heat. The costumes of
the native Filipinos are certainly cool looking, being made of gauze;
the women’s sleeves are enormous, made so that they will stand out
and not touch the arm anywhere, and they wear huge * Catherine
dei Medici ” collars of mosquito-netting. Their houses are made of
woven bamboo, thatched with grass, raised about eight or ten feet
above the ground, and reached by a ladder. One does not see these,
of course, in the city of Manila, but we passed many native villages
when motoring through the country. The chief domestic animal is
the caribou, or, water buffalo, an unwieldy creature with enormous
spreading horns; he carries the heaviest burdens, and it is queer to
see a single small boy driving a great herd of them. They make for
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the water whenever possible, and they love to wallow in the wet mud
until literally caked with it; after this has dried in the sun, it gives
them a singular appearance.

The streets and houses of Manila are very Spanish looking, the
trees and vegetation green and lovely. We met with much cordial
hospitality from Americans living there, and they all seemed alert and
patriotic, and very proud of their town and its wonderful progress.
We were interested to visit Bilibid Prison, considered the finest model
prison in the world, the most beneficial and humane. It has in con-
nexion with it exhibition rooms, where visitors can see and buy all
sorts of fine embroideries and needlework done by the women, and
furniture and cabinet work made by the men. We timed our visit
late in the afternoon, so as to see what they called “ Retreat ”; when
the prisoners finish their work for the day, they assemble in the court-
yard in regular military squads under their leaders, and go through
various exercises and drills accompanied by the music of an excellent
prison band, before getting their mess and going to bed for the night.
Their bearing was more like soldiers than prisoners; and when every
cap was snatched off and every head flung back at the first strains
of the “ Star Spangled Banner,” one felt a thrill of kinship and of
pride. The people of Manila are very proud of Bilibid, and they say
everybody there is ready to give the prisoners a job and help them
start over again, when they come out.

After a delightful two days’ visit, the Cleveland set sail again
and bore us deeper and deeper into the seas of the Southern Cross,
and over the equator, to Java, an island as strange and magically
bright as the ““ Xanadu ” of Coleridge’s dream. We had to anchor
many miles out from shore and were carried into Batavia on a very
crude steamboat. From Batavia we went directly by train to Buiten-
zorg, several hours distant, through lush tropical forests and jungles
that brought all one’s childish recollections of The Swiss Famuily
Robinson rushing back to mind. No words can describe the singular
brilliance and luxuriance of foliage and vegetation; it is probably
caused by the constant rain and steaming damp hot atmosphere.

Buitenzorg is a charming town and well deserves its name, which
means ““ free from care,” in Dutch. We were met at the station by
dozens of absurd little dos-a-dos carts, accommodating two persons
each with their backs to the driver, and drawn by the smallest horses
ever seen, The Belle Vue Hotel, where we stopped, was a strange
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place, but we found later that it was typical of most of the hotels
in Java; it was only one story high and consisted of rooms built
around the four sides of a large green courtyard. Our bedroom was
enormous, paved with stone tiles and with immense double doors and
windows (which wouldn’t fasten) on three sides. The bed was some
seven feet square and I am sure at least six people could have slept
on it either way without touching. There is evidently no fear of
thieves there, to judge by the extreme openness of everything; most
of the houses, as we noticed later, had no front walls at all, and the
dining-room and office of the hotel were entirely open, front and back.
The view from our room was the most beautiful that I have ever seen.
Deep below us flowed a river whose sides were clothed with gigantic
cocoanut palms, banana trees, and every shade of fringy riotous
green, while beyond it, closing the vista, were soft blue mountains
with white clouds like angels ascending and descending their sides.
We got glimpses of bamboo huts through the thickets down below and
there were many natives in the water, bathing and splashing and
calling to each other.

After depositing our baggage, we drove to the Botanical Gardens,
(considered the finest in the world) and saw white orchids clamber-
ing over trees, “ Victoria Regina ” water lilies, (like the pictures in
Maury’s Manual of Geography of thirty years ago, with the child
standing on a leaf) and a lake of snow-white lotuses, most beautiful
of all. We were followed by little brown soft-eyed children, who
insisted on shaking hands with us, and calling “ good morning, good-
bye, good morning, goodbye,” in rapid succession, without any sign,
however, of leaving us. The Javanese are quite good-looking — the
women and children at least — and so pleasant! The national dress
of the women is the “ sarong,” a long, gaily-colored and figured cloth,
which they wrap skilfully around them, and by some magic twist,
it stays!

After a luncheon consisting chiefly of curry, with which were
passed twenty-five different condiments each more astonishing and
indescribable than the last, and during the process of which we
amused ourselves by counting the number of tarantulas and lizards
on the wall, we took an auto ride to a town called Soekaboemi. DBe-
side the chauffeur, we had a brown “knight of the horn,” who perched
on the front step of the motor and played tunes on a trumpet every
single inch of the way there and back, startling herds of caribou
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out of the way, and causing little naked children by the dozens to
come tumbling out of their straw huts to see us pass. Never did I
take a more beautiful drive! Past thrifty Dutch plantations with
white homesteads candidly open to the world; through bamboo woods
where clustered the pretty native houses with their woven walls like
fine basketry and their thatched roofs; along terraced hillsides cov-
ered with tea, and above steep ravines where rich verdure foamed
in cataracts of many shaded green. Coming back, it rained quitc
violently for a few minutes (as it does every day in Java) and we
were amused to see the pcdestrians calmly pick large leaves, of the
“elephant ear ” variety, and hold them up for umbrellas! A little
later, the rain was over, and we saw a brilliant sunset reflected in the
watery rice fields.

The next morning we left Buitenzorg and went to Weltevreden,
another beautiful town, with cool wide white houses, shining through
mists of grcenness, handsome buildings and parks, and a most inter-
esting canal, flowing right through the midst of the town, where the
natives wash both themselves and their clothes continually. The
distances were very short, and an hour or so more of traveling brought
us back to Batavia, and to the Cleveland, which always seemed like
home. We had but one serious disappointment in Java, and that
was the coffee; it was the meanest we had ever seen anywhere, and
we decided it must be like our Georgia peaches and Tennessee chick-
ens — they can’t afford to keep the best themeslves; it pays so much
better to export it. As a compensation for the coffee, we made the
acquaintance of some strange delicious fruits totally unlike anything
we had ever met before. Late in the afternoon we steamed away,
northward again and back over the equator to Singapore.

Scerricism has been the great stumbling-block for humanity all down the
ages. It has ever stood between man and his divine possibilities. But when
a man bestirs himself to right action, and begins to feel the possibility of
a divine life in himself, then the door will open and he will find companionship
and help all along the way, even in the most silent and most trying moments
of his life. — Katherine Tingley
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A RETROSPECT, AND A CONSIDERATION OF SOME
PRESENT DUTIES: by H. Alexander Fussell

T is a pleasant task to take a retrospect of past progress
and to note the quickening effect of great principles upon
human society, but it is especially so in the case of Theo-
sophy and the Movement connected with it — the Uni-

% || versal Brotherhood and Theosophical Society. This Move-
ment began some forty years ago, when a mere handful of devoted
men and women gathered round Helena Petrovna Blavatsky in the
conviction that the truths, which she was bringing to light again,
would prove to be the regeneration of humanity.

This is not the place to sketch in detail the early history of the
Theosophical Society; its vicissitudes and its trials are known to
most of us. Tt had at first to encounter the ridicule of a materialistic
and egoistic generation to which it appeared as nothing more than a
fantastic rehash of ancient thought and modern spiritualism. To
more thoughtful people it was a sore puzzle for a fitting label could
not be found for it — the scientific world of the nineteenth century
had a passion for labeling things — and it would have been so re-
assuring, if only it could have been labeled. But all endeavors to
classify Theosophy were in vain. It could not be neatly ticketed and
stowed safely away under any of the known Sciences, Religions, or
Philosophies. And no wonder, for Theosophy, rightly understood,
is the synthesis of all Science, of all Religion, and of all Philosophy,
the primeval source and fountain-head of knowledge and belief.

From the very first Theosophy was a disquieting phenomenon;
it set people thinking. It was at once so broad and so deep, and it
made such demands upon those who thought about it at all. It was
like leaven, or like “a two-edged sword, piercing even to the divid-
ing asunder of soul and spirit,” and people began to realize that here,
at last was a new and powerful force that must be reckoned with.
This is the reason why Theosophy has always made such firm friends
and such bitter enemies. Once known and understood it was im-
possible to treat it with indifference, for it demanded a reconsidera-
tion of principles, a reconstruction of thought, a new attitude towards
life. Moreover, it tore away ruthlessly the masks which the worldly-
minded and the hypocrite so gladly wear.

Another thing that was disquieting about Theosophy: it was
eminently practical. It could not be held in theory alone; it was
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a call to action, to immediate and effective action. There is an ap-
palling definiteness about it; it cannot be applied to society or to
one’s neighbor only. According to its precepts a man must begin
by reforming himself. This done, he may reasonably hope to lend
a hand in the reformation of society, and work effectively for the
regeneration of mankind. The strength of Theosophy lies in its
sincerity. He only is a Theosophist who practices Theosophy. And
now, as always, the only criterium of a true Theosophist is devotion,
loyalty, whole-hearted service, the most scrupulous honesty in regard
to himself and to others.

It was no wonder that such characteristics should command re-
spect, and so, gradually but surely, building upon the only solid foun-
dations possible, the Thcosophic Movement gained strength and ad-
herents, until it has become world-wide, and its influence is felt in all
spheres of human thought and endeavor. People the world over are
beginning to recognize its worth and to see that it offers the solu-
tion of the evils from which mankind is suffering; and men’s eyes
are being turned to the International Theosophical Headquarters, at
Point Loma, as to a beacon-fire of hope and enlightenment.

It is the intention of our Leader, Katherine Tingley, that the
members of the Universal Brotherhood and Theosophical Society,
especially those students gathered here at Headquarters, shall con-
stantly endeavor to make Theosophy a living power in their lives.
Here, in Loomaland, the world may see how the principles of Theoso-
phy may be practically applied; for example, in the famous Raja-
Yoga College, where the true principles of cducation are being ex-
emplified; while elsewhere the practice of compassionate Brother-
hood may be seen in prison-work and work among the fallen and
discouraged. The promulgation of the true principles upon which
alone Permanent Peace Alliance can be made between the nations
of the earth, and War, with all its horrors, abolished, is only another
instance of the practical bearing of Theosophy upon life.

What a change from the ridicule and opprobrium of earlier days!
Theosophy is now acknowledged by many to be the most serious
movement of the age, the most fraught with good for humanity, and
its ideals are overshadowing the world. Its teachings often find
expression in unexpected quarters and are being assimilated, uncon-
sciously sometimes, by the greatest thinkers. There is, moreover, an
acceleration noticeable in the world today in the movement towards
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Brotherhood, a greater desire to draw together in friendly associa-
tion, in mutual love and esteem and a breaking down of the barriers
which formerly divided men and nations. All this is due to the pene-
tration of the thought of the age by the principles of Theosophy.
Again people are more eager now to learn than to criticise and there
is manifest a real desire to understand before passing judgment.
Men’s minds are more receptive. Never before in the history of
the Theosophical Movement has the world been so favorably inclined
towards it.

But with the growth of the Movement and the expansion of the
work, greater demands are made upon its members, both as associates
and as individuals. Tt is easier to glory in the prospective view of
a perfected world than to make the daily, hourly, unnoticed efforts
that render such a consummation possible. As has been well said:
“We form an ideal picture of some better state of the world, in
which the commonplace and secular aspects of life have no longer
any room and duties are at once more heroic and more easy, for-
getting that there is no act but derives its character, its greatness,
or its pettiness, from the spirit which manifests itself in the doing
of it.”” One of the most difficult lessons we have to learn, is that
the positions in which we now are, the duties we have each day to
perform — furnish all that is needed for the realization of our higher
selves.

Again, the success of an organization such as ours is, depends
upon each member doing faithfully the duties of the position that has
been assigned to him, whether it be teaching or hocing, studying,
or what not. We have a Leader whom we all desire to follow, and
we know that behind her and the Society are the Teachers from
whom the initial impulse came, and who watch over the work. We
have the right direction; the only question is, are we willing to
follow it, and co-operate fully with this great impersonal force that
is acting through us, but which is only too often thwarted and hin-
dered by our imperfections and shortcomings. Are we sufficiently
obedient to its promptings?

Rules are necessary; no organization can exist without them;
that we admit. We recognize also the principle of authority. Could
we but make this principle effective in our lives, that is, bring about
the subordination of the lower to the higher, yielding the latter wil-
ling obedience, we should take a long step on the upward path.
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Consider for a moment the different sorts of obedience. The
obedience of the soldier, for instance, only concerns his actions. The
commands of his superiors do not touch his inner life, and the author-
ity, being external, ceases with the expiration of his term of service.
Another and higher kind of obedience is that given by the members
of an orchestra to the conductor, and which shows very clearly the
immense results obtainable when each performer has complete con-
trol of his instrument and does exactly what is required of him. Eye,
hand, and ear, all contribute to the production of a work that trans-
cends the individual. Think of what could be accomplished were
minds and hearts attuned and obedient to some great Master; what
world-harmonies would we not produce! But there is a higher obe-
dience still. It is the surrendering of oneself to a lofty ideal, the
kind of obedience that a great artist yields to the laws of his art, and
of which it is the expression. It is wholly interior; it does not need
to be forced, for it is a willing joyful submission to and assimilation
of that which is highest. That is the kind of obedience that is re-
quired of us as students and exemplars of Theosophy.

Most people are inclined to consider liberty as better than obedi-
ence. They do not deliberately intend to be disobedient, far from it;
they consider themselves as upholders of law and order, but they wish
to be free to do as they like. And they find out to their cost that the
result of breaking any lawful rule is discord — be it in the orchestra,
in the family, or in the state. No! there is no opposition between
true liberty and obedience. We are most free when we are most
obedient to the law of our being, and we face disaster whenever we
desire to go our own way. Many a home has been wrecked because
of the disregard of the rules of right-living, and history warns us
that such disregard, if persisted in, will be a nation’s undoing.

In the School then in which we find ourselves — and which, for-
tunately for us, is the School of Theosophy — let us be thankful for
the wise laws of life that have been made known to us, and for the
rules that inculcate right conduct, right methods of study, and good
manners. Let us fashion our daily lives in accordance with them,
gladly, unreservedly, so that we may become more efficient workers
in the Great Cause to which we have dedicated ourselves.





