THE INITIATE
IN THE DARK CYCLE

A SEQUEL TO
“THEINITIATE” AND TO“THE
INITIATE IN THE NEW WORLD”

BY

HIS PUPIL

ROUTLEDGE & KEGAN PAUL
London and Henley



Thelnitiatein the Dark Cycle

TO
THOSE WHO HAVE STOOD
THE TEST



Thelnitiatein the Dark Cycle

CONTENTS
CHAPTER
INTRODUCTION . .
l. THE DEVA INITIATE .
. SUSPENSE
1. THE BLOW FALLS e
V. “THE SOUND OF A VOICE THAT ISSTILL”
V. KRISHNAMURTI: A PROBLEM.
VI. “A PIONEER OF THE NEW MORALITY”.
VII. DAVID ANRIAS: ASTROLOGER AND OCCULTISM
VIII THE TELEGRAM .
IX. A MASTER'SHOUSE .
X. THE MASTER DISCOURSES . .
Xl THE TRUTH ABOUT KRISHNAMURTI .

X1l.  J. M.H.ON MANY SUBJECTS .

XIl. THE FUTURE OF THE BRITISH RACE .
X1V. A SOUL IN DARKNESS . e
XV. MASTER KOOT HOOMI'S MESSENGER
XVI. TWOHIMALAYAN MASTERS .

PAGE

32
37
41

15
19
27

49
53
58
62
67
71
75
82



Thelnitiatein the Dark Cycle 4

I ntroduction

At a time when mighty cosmic changes are teking place in the unseen worlds, and
corresponding changes and upheavals on the physica plane, the Magters of Wisdom Their
object is to give out alittle more knowledge and enlightenment to a sadly bewildered humanity,
and more especidly to those students of the Higher Occultism who for some time have been
faced, and till are faced, with problems and the modus operandi employed by the Masters for
tranamitting the necessary knowledge will be reveded in the book itself. Thelr suggestion and its
fulfillment, moreover, may incidentaly serve the persond and much less important purpose of
extricating me from a number of dilemmeas in which as the result of my previous books | have
become involved.

For | have been made the target for a host of letters, questions and demands with which, for
the most part, | have but inadequately been able to cope. Come from al parts of the world, have
requested me to induce my Guru to accept them as pupils, others have begged me to ask him to
intervene in their troubles and difficulties or those of their friends, others again have demanded
interviews with mysdalf as a preiminary sep to mesting him. With lavish expenditure of sdf-
praise, some of them have enumerated the many and varied qudifications, which they consider
entitle them to become his pupils. Wives have written to me, asking how they should dedl with
unfaithful husbands, and husbands how they should ded with unfaithful wives. In short, what do |
think the Initiate Justin Moreward Haig would advise in ther particular case? | have even
received threats to the effect that if | do not reved how the Initiate performed his so-cdled
“miracles” | am to be consdered lacking in a true sense of brotherhood, since no lord of
compassion would ever keep knowledge to himsdf, but would share it with others!

Though some of these correspondents profess their admiration for my books (for which, by
the way, | take this opportunity to thank them), they yet put me questions which, to al intents
and purposes, have been answered in the books themselves -- a fact which implies ether that
they have not fully grasped their significance, or that they have done what certain people are gpt
to do in connection with the Bible--namely, accept those particular teachings which suit their
convenience, and ignore the others.

Fortunately the more embarrassing types of communication only show one side of the picture.
| have received many other letters declaring that their writers have been practicaly saved from
conjugd shipwreck by the teachings of the Initiate. Others generoudy maintain that he has been
ingrumenta in completely transforming their outlook on life; others, again, that have been helped
by the books while in the throes of some materid or emotiond crisis.
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In writing this introduction, however, so much of which has dedt with the subject of
correspondence, | do not wish to discourage any reader who fedls impelled to write to me
regarding questions which have not been aready touched upon in the books themsdlves, on the
other hand, | do earnestly remind my readers for their own sakes that it is usdless for them to
write and ask me to effect a meeting with my Master, for they will see, if they have the patience
to read this third book, how and why such a request cannot be grated. Furthermore they will
redlize, as they do not appear to have done from reading the introduction to my last book, that |
am not in a pogtion to saisfy those who have endeavored, or who may ill endeavor, to
persuade meto discard al discretion and tell them outright who the effect that thered J. M. H. is
Bishop Wedgwood, a dignitary of the Liberd Catholic if this is correct, 1 will here quite
unequivocally state that the rumor isfalse. It may have been possible to write the biography of an
inebriate poet without even mentioning soda: -water-for such a biography has actualy appeared-
but it would hardly be feasible to write a book about a bishop and never once mention the
Church! In any case, Gurus who live in the Western world-and thisis an important point-cannot
conduct their mundane affairs after the manner of some of the Indian Yogis or Saddhus, who
seem prepared to deliver little homilies to anyone who wishes to listen, and do not seem averse
from having books and pamphlets written about them, proclaming their saintliness and exact
wheregbouts. In fact, despite their unworldliness, they would appear to have no objection to
becoming public- characters. It is one thing for the fastnesses of Tibet, to permit books to be
written, describing Their environment, and quite another for European Masters to permit a
smilar disclosure. No book has been written indicating the actua whereabouts of, say, the
English Magters, one of the reasons being that the publication of such a book would lead to
disastrous attacks on Ther privacy, and thus interfere with the important work which They, in
common with al other Adepts, are doing for Humanity.

And 0 let it here be clearly stated that the books | have written were never penned with the
intention of “advertisng” my Guru as an easily accessble Teacher in the flesh for dl and sundry
who fed themsalves entitled to occult training, but for the existence of those Great Ones, the
Gurus, Adepts and Magters, who modestly term Themsalves the Elder Brothers of Humanity. In
the first place, there are those people who have never heard of the Adepts, and consequently do
not believe in Them; secondly, there are those who would like to believes unable to do so; and
thirdly, there are the, most unfortunate of al-those who, having once believed, have come to be
assailed by grievous doubts. Those of the first category need not detain us, but those of the
second and third are perhgps in a position to be helped by the testimony of one who has definite
knowledge in contradistinction to mere belief. For the knowledge of one person who has seen
may a any rate inspire belief in the minds of those who have not seen, and in the world of
occultism, belief can eventudly lead to knowledge. Already to believe in the Magters of Wisdom
and to subscribe to ther teachings, is to etablish a teepathic link with Them; or, as we would
say in these days of wirdess, isto “tunein,” asit were, to Their vibrations.

But gpart from this, at various periods in the world's history the Masters are ready with Ther
advice and Their teachings, to adjust the balance of changing moras, cusoms and beliefs. That
my Guru added his contribution to the output of these teachings | have endeavored to show,
however inadequately in these impressions which he has permitted me to write.



Thelnitiatein the Dark Cycle 6

Let us, however, have no misunderstandings at the outset. | who have chosen to call mysdf
Charles Broadbent am neither a spiritua nor a literary “big-bug;” as doubtless criticd and
observant persons have gathered from my previous books. My life has not been that of asaint,
and my literary powers leave so much to be desired that | fed the whole task should have been
dlotted to a biographer or novdist of repute instead of to me. Yet strange to say, no such
novelig has been forthcoming. As for saints, they may with difficulty be able to write about
mygtica states of consciousness, but when it comes to transmitting the most dementary
conversation from actudity to paper, the result is a lamentable digtortion. Let it be understood,
then, that | am merdy an instrument in the hands of Those who at the present tine have been
unable to find a better; perhgps, having more important things to do, they have not even tried.

Be that as it may, they credit my readers with enough sense to know that merely because the
telephone is not painted al over with rose, the messages that come through it are not of necessity
lies and rubbish. Therefore they need not bother themsalves as to whether | personaly am a so-
cdled “evolved soul” or not, or whether | have this or that spiritual qudification. The reason why
| have been sdlected to write of such weighty matters as will be dedlt with in the following pages,
is that my life is so condtituted that | am in the enviable postion of being able to devote the
greater part of it to the requirements of the Adepts. Indeed, | find Their activities-such of them as
| am permitted to follow-the most absorbing and romantic interest of my present incarnation, and
| can imagine no employment so ingpiring and stimulation as that of being Their metgphorical
“errand boy.”

Those who tread the Path of Love may suffer when ther loved ones are taken from them.
Those who tread the Path of Power may suffer when their power is opposed. But those who
tread the Path of Wisdom find peace, for wisdom cannot be taken away. When Wisdom is so
powerful thet it Snks into the subconscious mind and wells up again into the conscious, then it
gives immunity from sorrow: for its light has banished darkness from every layer of
CONSCi OUSNESS.

----- JUSTIN MOREWARD HAIG.
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CHAPTERI
THE DEVA INITIATE

SHORTLY dfter the publication of The Initiate in the New World, | found mysdf
congrained to send an S.O.S in the shape of aletter to my guru, Justin Moreward Haig. It was
not an easy letter to write, because, needlessto say, | knew he was not omniscient; he could not
rase the dead, nor, from his house in Boston thousands of miles away, make the unseen
perceptible to one who had lost the power to see. For my wife, owing, we imagine, to a series
of operations, had been deprived of the clairvoyance, which had made psychic communication
with the Magter possible. This deprivation had caused her much unhappiness, which was not
dleviated till we came into contact with Chris, who, by means of her own transcendenta gifts,
was able to illuminate the oath Viola could no longer see for hersdlf.

And now Chris was dead, and Viola plunged into even greater darkness than before, snce to
her sense of loss was added the sorrow of being debarred from using that very faculty which
aone could have bridged the gulf between hersalf and her beloved friend.

Chris had been no ordinary friend; she had possessed qualities, which set her apart from the
rock of average human beings. More of the other world than of this, yet ever ready with her
amazing ingght and sympathy to lessen its sufferings, she had become the pivot round which our
lives for severa years had revolved. Her desth Ieft Viola, who had an exceptiondly strong link
with her, and who has followed the path of love rather than that of wisdom, inwardly
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heartbroken. Emotiona by temperament more than philosophica, she heroicaly tried to
suppress her grief asincongistent with occult idedls, but only ended in making matters worse.

And 0 in the hope of obtaining some advice wherewith to assuage her suffering, | resolved to
send that S.O.S. to my Guru. Little did | think that the consequences ensuing from so smple a
resolve would provide sufficient materid for alarge portion of this third book?

* * * * *

As | st writing these firgt few pages, my memory goes back to that gpparently inggnificant,
middle-aged little woman who, before she passed over, plated so important a part in our occult
lives, and transmitted to those few capable from the Masters of Wisdom. | can still picture her
with her slvery white hair and contragtingly young face, not beautiful as regards feature, but
rendered beautiful as regards feature, but rendered beautiful nonetheless by an expresson of
spiritual multitude. | picture her in her rather dilgpidated guest-house into which drifted human
wreckage of al descriptions, derdicts broken and battered in body and mind-derdlicts certain
not only of welcome, but in most cases of hedling for their particular ill. They clamored for her at
al hours of the day; never had she a moment to hersdlf. | see her dways in a hurry, attempting
the proverbia impossibility of being everywhere at once, often exhausted and amost ceasdlessy
tormented by neuragia, yet dways sweet-tempered and equable, now soothing away somebody
elsg's heedache with her srangely magnetic touch, now consoling some girl in the throes of an
unhappy love-affar; a one moment solving an abstruse metaphysical problem for a painstaking
student of philosophy, the next attempting student of philosophy, the next attempting to adjust the
differences between some ill-assorted married couple. Even now | il continue to marved at the
amogt ingtantaneous adaptations she was able to make to their varied and conflicting clams.

A drange rambling house it was, with its heterogeneous assortment of patients. Christabel
Portman and her husband seemed incgpable of closing their hospitable doors to people of
whatsoever socid type or standing: the measure of their need was their sole passport for
admittance; sogp-manufacturers from the North, aristocrats both English and foreign, tired little
schoolteacher, Indian civil servant, French, Dutch, Syrians-all these and many more a one time
or another had assembled and sojourned at “The Pines’ that retreast which the Portmans, in
conjunction with a doctor, had run for the trestment of baffling psychological complants. Chris,
with her wonderful powers, not only diagnosed the complaint, but was psychicaly impressed
with the mogt suitable means to cure it. But the ill she was best & curing, as Viola dways
declared, wasthat caled “heart-ache’ ...

A number of the people were theosophists, recommended there by fellow-theosophists; others
had come a the suggestion of some unconventiond physician, only to find themselves puzzled
and sometimes not a little shocked at being thrown amongst such a peculiarly minded crowd.

Wl do | recdl the incongruous snatches of conversation | so often heard at the crowded
dinner table, as the voice of one person or another predominated over the generd clamor, or a
sudden piano momentarily brought a few consecutive sentences into high relief?

“I suppose you know, Mr. Smith, that al your trouble is Karmic . . .” from an earnest and
humorless spindter.

“Never ’aving coom across that word in Ma-anchester”-stolidly sarcagtic from Mr. Smith -
“Ah couldn’'t say asit wasn't. But Dr.’ Odges saysit’s congtipa-tion.”

“No, no, you don’t understand-does he, Mrs. Portman?’
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“Mais pardon, Madame ...” and the Frenchman’s voice pierced the conversationa orchestra,
nasaly, like a muted trumpet, “ze Absolu’ can in no circomstonce evair come into manifestation
voyons, can’ est pas logique cal”

“But I’ ve dways understood from the books----"

“You can please yoursdlves, of course” though this Yorkshire woman did not look as if she
meant it, “but give me the good ole story of Jesus Chrigt and the Chridtian religion.”

“None of us are denying the Chrigtian religion, Mrs. Saiterthwaite.”

“How that woman doeslove atitle, ...” awhispered remark from my neighbor.

“Is the permanent atom aways in the throat-centre, Mrs. Portman?’

“Chris dear, | had such a curious dream-could it have been amemory of a past incarnation?’
“S0 queer-my toes dwaystingle where | meditate; do you think means---*

“Thisyear, next year, sometime, never-"

But thiswas only someone earnestly counting her plum-stones.

And there at the head of the table sat Chris, dways the fina court of apped, a one moment
trying not to be convulsed with laughter, at another attempting to pour oil on troubled waters and
produce a semblance of harmony amidst the clash of so many diverse persondlities.

And now my memory harks back to another and very different scene: Chris in her large and
romantic garden with its lawns and winding peths, its lily-pond, its pergolas and rose hung
arbours, Chris, discoursng on high metaphysics to a smdl circle of men, while they lisened
impressed and enthralled. Because she never laid herself out to impress her listeners,

she never gave them the irk-some feding that she was “holding forth.” Moreover, if she set her
mind to it and “tuned hersdlf in,” she could give most correct and erudite discourses on subjects
about which she had previoudy known nothing, I remember an occason on which somebody
chalenged her to ddliver alittle lecture on Japanese art; she not only complied, but came off with
flying colors.

Although al were agreed that “Mrs. Portman was awonderful woman,” even the theosophists,
with very few exceptions, did not suspect how close was her link with those Magters of Wisdom
they had been taught to revere. And had they been told, some of them would not have believed.
Like Madame Blavatsky of mixed fame, Chris, from her earliest childhood, had clairvoyantly
seen that impressive and live-radiating Being she later on came to know as one of the Himaayan
Masters-her own specid Guru. | remember her telling me one day as we sat done together in a
secluded part of the garden, how, when her body was adeep, she used to transport hersdlf to
His house in Shigatse, and with child-like rgpture listen to Him improvising on the organ He had
had built up there. For Master Koot Hoomi takes an especia interest in music, and endeavors to
ingpire dl those who, in varying degrees, are receptive to His influence.

Chris had a genius for improvisation hersalf. She could hear the super-earthly music of the devas,
and, dlowing for the limitations of the piano, trandate it into earthly sound. It seemed strange, in
a sense, that one so gifted should have been doomed to spend her life in this atmosphere of
sickness and menta aberration from which | dways fdt that her sengtive nature inwardly shrank.
“Oh, if only I could have been a muscian!” she would sometimes rether wistfully exclaim; then,
with her funny little smile” Ah, wel, it just wasn't meant to be...” and asif to banish the thought,
she would run off to cheer up one or other of the many patients ; when, a little later, she flitted
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past me again on some further errand of mercy, she flung over her shoulder:” Don't go imagining
| don't love my work for my lame dogd”

“The more lame they are, the more you seem to love them,” | retorted. Her laugh, receding in the
distance, answered me...

* * * * * * * * * * *

One day | told Chris about my Guru, JM.H., though | did not mention his name. “How
frightfully interesting!” she exclamed, al enthusasm; and then that faraway look came into her
eyes which meant that she was “sensing up” things.

In amoment or two she smiled to hersdf-awhimscd, enigmatic amile.

“Now look here, Chris” | said, “you're not going to keep al that to yoursdf. Strikes me, you
probably know more about my Master than | do. Come dong, out with it!”

She laughed heartily. “How you do amuse me!”

“Thank goodness for that; but I’ m waiting to hear what you know about my Master.”

“Oh, not much; only that his particular work seems to be in connection with preparing bodies for
the new sub-race.”

“Thereyou are!” | exclaimed, “I never knew that.”

“Oh, didn't you?’ shewas, or pretended to be, surprised.

“Wdl, how shoud 1? He never told me. | wonder why?’

“The ways of Magters are mysterious,” she said. “Perhaps he thought it of no importance.”

“Or perhaps he didn’t want me to know, and you' ve gone and let the cat out of the bag,” teased
her.

“He doesn’'t mind whether you know or not; if he did, | shouldn’t have told you.”

“All right, then, please tel me some more!”

“All these physiologica Y oga practices he teaches-”

“Well, what about them?’

“They’re for the purpose of making the body extra strong and controlled, as well as extra
senstive. That'swhat the new Race has got to be.”

“Y ou mean that when his pupils have children, they’Il inherit dl that?’

“Wel, of course.”

“And why specidly in America?’

“Because there are going to be a great many sixth sub-race bodies over there. But not only
there. Your Guru, for the time being, has undertaken to do that work for the Americans in this
particular cycle”

“This is getting interesting. Let's hear some more” But she was cdled away to ded with
somebody in an epileptic seizure. Always an interruption of one sort or another.

* * * * * * * * * * *

| remember there were some curious people who used occasiondly to turn up a “The Pines”
ogtensbly because they were feding a bit “off colour,” but in redity because they wanted
confirmation of their own psychic impressons, or merdly wished to talk about them to Chris.
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One well-meaning but deluded soul was convinced that she was in frequent communication with
the Virgin Mary. On one occasion she even asked Chris to go down on her knees, as the
Madonna was aleged to be present.... But unfortunatdly al Chris could see was a mischievous
spook, thoroughly enjoying the sport of masquerading as that exdted Being; and thus found
hersdlf faced with the ticklish task of conveying to the good lady that her visons arose mostly
from her own subconscious mind, or a any rate that what she saw was not quite what she
imagined, and that the Virgin Mary was in no sense involved. ..

| remember another woman, stout and full-blooded, who insisted that she got “Teachings’ from
Beings of quite unimaginable dtitude. These Beings, however, proved to be drangdy
accommodeating. The doctor had forbidden her, for her heath’'s sake, to indulge a taste for port
wine, but after abstaining for a few days, she impressvely informed us al-and the doctor-that
her “Teachers’ had overruled hisinjunctions! Again Chris had to sepin...

She did not of course deny that the clairvoyance of such women as these was occasionaly
genuine. It was just the trouble, as she pointed out, that, like dl untrained clairvoyants, they could
not Sft the tares from the whest, nor prevent their “sensings’ and “seeings’ from being colored
by their own persond desres. To make people of this type more sdf-critica without
discouraging them too much, was afar from easy, though quite alarge part of her work.

* * * * * * * * * * *

| could go on multiplying these memories of Christabe Portman, but to do so would betofill the
pages of a whole book. Y et even this sketchy portraya of her, such asit is, has been no mere
literary s=f-indulgence: it has been a preude to that most vivid of al memories-that Sunday
morning when she came to me and said: “The Master has offered to speak to you.”

* * * * * * * * * * *

In achar done by the fire in the little oak-pandled room set aside for meditation, sat Chris; but
the ineffable amile with which she gregted me was not hers, and athough the voice was hers, the
Inflections and choice of word were different.

Her lips spoke the words gently and lovingly: “Greetings, my son...” and her hand held mine
for amoment before motioning me be seated-with a gesture that was also not hers.

And then | redlized that she had done what only initiates of an advanced degree can do-she had
conscioudy stepped aside, and temporarily yielded up her body to her Master.

Would that | were permitted to write of dl that He said on that and ather occasions when He
did me the honor of spesking to me, but He has enjoined slence. For much that He imparted
was of a private nature, and much that He taught me may not yet be revealed in a book. Y et of
His love, His tolerance, His modesty, His wedth of language, His power to ducidate difficult
problems or expound occult truths in a few smple words and a poetic smile-of these | fed
impelled to spesk. Despite His imposing intellect and spiritudity, which radiated from Him, He
seemed so endearingly human. There was none of that patronizing e ement of looking down from
superior heights upon the childish frailties of us poor unevolved mortas. Many a time | was
condrained to lament over my fallures, but insgead of reproaching me, he reassured and
comforted of reproaching me, He reassured and comforted me by conceding that the tasks
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which had been st were too difficult to be accomplished in a moment of time. As long as He
saw that His pupils were redly trying their best to succeed, He never reproached them; only
when they were indifferent or thoughtless did He manifest sgns of displeasures.

| used to come away from those interviews refreshed and exated in body and spirit, and with
such akeenness of memory that even now | can recollect amost every word He spoke.

* * * * * * * * * * *

And then Chris died, and these soul-ingpiring interviews came to an end.

Perpetudly surrounded by patients who made ceaseless demands upon her; ways giving out
and getting scarcely anything back; expending more and more of her diminishing strength on her
husband who, for years, had worked under the disabilities of an incurable malady, she hersdf
contracted a painful and fatal disease. People had come to depend on her too much, and for the
sake of ther spiritud development, as well as for reasons connected with her own evolution, it
was deemed best that she should be withdrawn.

Because of love, she had dl her life sacrificed hersdlf to the needs of others, as thousands of
years before she had sacrificed herself to come from the free and joyous plane of the deva-
kingdom to the troubled and redtricted planes of earth. Although to our limited vison she was a
human being, to those who could see, she was till a deva in spirit, and beloved of the devas as
much as she loved them. And because of that love, the hedling devas guided her hands when she
touched the sick; the sound devas inspired her when she touched the piano; even the little nature
spirits, busy among the flowers, mingled their joyousness with that joyousness of hers, which
ever radiated on dl around.
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CHAPTERII
SUSPENSE
The SO.S. to my Guru was duly written, and Viola added a few lines patheticaly reproaching
hersdf for being so unphilosophica and for feding what she knew was sdfish grief. | told her
these avowas were unnecessary; dl the same | inwardly admired her for being honest and not
atempting to judtify hersdf.

Strange to say, the very afternoon | posted that letter, | ran up against Toni Bland in the

cloakroom of aclub.
“Seems to me we ve met before,” he remarked.
| couldn’t place him for the moment, then we both remembered simultaneoudy.
“Moreward Haig.” said Toni, shaking hands.

He was the effeminate, mincing little man | had met many yearsago a J. M. H. ’srooms,
and whose camouflaged pen-portrait | had inserted into my first book of Impressons | had
aways dreaded meeting him, lest he should have read the book and recognized himself.

He noticed my embarrassment and smiled. “I could pick a bone with you,” he sad, “but |
won't, your portrait served a very good purpose.”

Like acoward, | pretended not to understand.

“Surely you haven't forgotten your own books?’ he suggested.

“Come” | replied, * it's bad enough to have written the book-you can hardly expect me to
reed it aswdl!”

He laughed, and suddenly | began to admire the little chap. He could have behaved so
differently, seeing how | had ridiculed him. After that 1 owned up, and we had a long and
revedling tak, J. M. H. had warned me twenty years ago not to migudge him by appearances,
but even 0, it seemed hardly possible that any man could change so much for the better, and
only served to show me once again what a Guru can accomplish with awilling pupil.

* * * * * * * * * * *

A few days later | had asked Toni Bland to tea to meet my wife and Lyal Herbert, the
composer, a pupil of J. M. H.’ swhom | had met in Boston, we had hoped to form an exclusive
trio, lut who should come sailing into the room but Mrs. Saxton. This large and determined
woman used to frequent “ the Pines.” In fact, it was | who first recommended her to go there for
treatment. For some years she had been a theosophist and proclaimed hersdf a staunch admirer
of Mrs. Besant's, a devotee of the Magters and a member of the Liberal Catholic Church.
Suddenly, however, she had thrown dl that overboard in favour of Krishnamurti; and because
Krishnamurti, in so many words, repudiated Theosophy, Masters and Churches of every
description, so did she... Mrs. Besant had at one time publicly announced that Krishnamurti was
the World Teacher: very good, then! What the World Teacher taught must of necessity beright.
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Introductions having been effected, Mrs. Saxton plumped hersdf down, had a good look at
Toni, and, as | could see, classfied him a once as that effeminate, inggnificant type of man she
found particularly objectionable.

We had not seen her since Chris died, so | murmured something about the tragic fact of her
desth.

“Tragic?’ said Mrs. Saxton, and her complacently cheerful tone conveyed arebuke. “I don’t
seeit likethat at dl.”

“But so many people had come to depend on her-surdy-*

“They should learn to stand on their own feet,” she interrupted sententioudy.

“ Even if they're so weak that their legs wobble?’ queried Herbert, enjoying himsdif.

Mrs. Saxton looked down her big nose and ignored him, “Fancy,” she went on. “Miss Hart-
that crazy little creature who was dways hanging round Chariteble-actudly taks of trying to
communicate with her through a spiritudistic medium!”

“Oh, do you think ---- ” Viola began eagerly, then, flushing, checked hersdf.

“Do | think she's likely to get any results?” Mrs. Sexton | completed for her. “Mogt cartainly |
do not. Poor dear Chris-table-she may have had her failings-believing Master were necessary to
our progress and al that-but I'm sure wherever may be, she's out of reach of people pandering
to their own weakness by trying to get hold of her through mediums.”

“Poor Miss Hart . . . “ murmured Viola She was thinking, | knew, of the neurasthenic,
broken-down little schoolteacher, for whom Chris had been---everything.

“Blessed are they that mourn, for they shal be comforted.” Bland said quietly, and Viola threw
him a grateful look.

“If people lived the Truth,” Mrs. Saxton declared, “they would never need comfort.”

“If ...” sad Toni.

“If people weren't S0 smug---* Viola began, but | frowned at her to shut up.

“S0 you' ve been studying Krishnamurti,” said Lydl to Mrs. Saxton.

“I go to Ommen whenever there's acamp,” she answered, as if she camped, she answered, as
if she were determined to go whether there was acamp or not.

“By the way, what do you think of Krish-namurti and his pronouncements?’ Viola asked Toni
Bland.

“An excdlent corrective to spiritud spoon feeding carried to injudicious lengths. Advaita
philosophy in a modern guise, propounded by a very pure and beautiful soul.”

“Then you don't think he is the World Teacher?’ she pursued.

He smiled, “Do we require a World Teacher to tell us what is as old as the hills? Could we
rightly apply the term Teacher to a man who told us that nobody, however exated, can teach us
anything at dl?’

Mrs. Saxton glared a Toni, as he had a habit of shutting his eyes and gently musing into space,
asif he did not see her expression,

“Are teachers absolutely necessary when we want to learn the piano?’ he continued, “ Perhaps
not. But by profiting of their greater knowledge and guidance, we can at least be saved a great
dedl of trouble and time.”

“ Wouldn't it be fun,” chuckled Herbert, “if somebody aleged to be the World-Piano-
professors were only so many obstacles to our ever learning to play the piano! Can't you seethe
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crowds of conceited folk imagining they were Paderewskis, when al they could do would be to
thump the ingrument to bits?’

“What addightful muffin-dish that is ...” Mrs. Saxton pointedly addressed my wife.

After she had gone, we dl exchanged glances.

“How she didiked me” said Toni with comical plaintiveness.

“And me!” echoed Herbert, laughing.
“So much for what Krishnamurti’ s teachings have done for her!” Viola remarked indignantly.
“That's not fair,” | exclamed; then, turning to the others. “ I've know her for years and she's
aways been like that. Long ago | induced J. M. H. to go and see her, and afterwards | put her in
my first book---properly camouflaged, of course...”
“You and your books...” murmured Toni with awink.
“She recognized him dl right, but luckily for me, she didn’t recognize hersdlf. When she took up
Theosophy, partly as the result of reading my book, and heard about Initiates, she bragged that
she'd known one in the flesh. Of course now that she’s gone over to Krishnamurti, she's given
them dl the bird, Still, it's hardly fair to blame him for her shortcomings-why, she doesn’t even
begin to know what he' s talking about!”
“Sothat'sthat...” Violasad mischievoudy.
“Some people change their character as well as their philosophy,” Bland remarked, “Other
people only change their philosophy.” He opened his eyes and smiled.
“I think your little man's perfectly sweet,” declared Viola when we were done; “ and so clever
at hitting the nail on the heed gracefully.”
“And that’ s the man who seemed as if he couldn’t say boo to agoose when | first met him!”
“I don't believeit.” Shelaughed, “ nor would anyone else. HE' s the sort of person to go to when
you'rein trouble, asfor that slly old woman, and her patronizing remarks about Chris----"
“Hoho, what price brotherhood now?’ | interrupted, teasing her.
“Brotherhood be hanged!” she retorted. “ It's not even as if her attitude were the least bit
origind-she's only pinched it from Krishnamurti. Just because he's said somewnhere that loving
the individua sooner or later means suffering, she-she------- “
“Hands us out ill-digested Krishnamurti as a poultice for our pain, en?”’
She had to laugh in spite of hersdf, “The fact of the matter is-“ | began, but Viola took the
words out of my mouth-“that Chris’s dying wasn't atragedy for her: she never redly loved her!”
“Precisdly. Yet even people who did love her-why, | was devoted to her myself, as you do, my
dear.”
“Oh, you're so much more balanced and philosophica,” she cried impulsively. “1 wish | were
like you, but I'm not, so there it ig | know you're unsdfishly glad that Chrisis free-soam 1, of
course-it's judt-that | do miss her so frightfully . . . “ Her voice wavered and | realized how true,
even though hackneyed, were the poet’ slines:
Oh, for the touch of a vanished hand, and the sound of avoice that is 4ill...
They defied dl intellectua argument.
“ Ah, well.” | said with deliberate cheerfulness, “ | wonder what J. M. H. will write. | daresay
he'll give us a message from her. After al, don't you remember when my mother died Master
Koot Hoomi wasn't above giving me quite alot of news about her through Chris.”
“ And | loved Him dl the more for it,” murmured Viola, “for being so-so human...”
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After a long brooding pause she exdlaimed wigtfully: “Oh, how | wish J. M. H. wasn't so far
away, then we could have an answer at once.”
She seemed like a drowning woman grasping for alifebelt.
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CHAPTER I
THE BLOW FALLS

SEVERAL weeks had dapsed and there was Hill no letter from my Guru. Had Viola's hedth
and spirits been better, and the tate of our finances less discouraging, | should have felt sorely
tempted to cross the ocean and present mysdf at J M. M.'s house. It was now many years
sance | spent those memorable months with him and his disciplesin Boston, and my desire to see
him again in the flesh, for from Decreasing with the passage of time, had only become more
intense. Often during those years | had wondered why he had never suggested that | should pay
him a vigt, but as Chris had so egptly observed: “ The ways of mesters are
mysterious...” doubtless he had had his reasons. Moreover, | had had the wonderful fdlicity of
spesking with and receiving indructions from the Himaayan Magter whom J. M. M. in severd
occasons had lovingly spoken of as a much higher Initigte than himsdf. This policy of
temporarily handing over a pupil to another Guru is often adopted by the Masters of Wisdom,
for whom &l such petty wesknesses as “professond jedousy,” if the term be pardoned, are
non-exigent. But of course with the passng of Chris and the shutting-off of Viola's psychic
powers, | had again become entirely depended on norma means of communication for guidance
and indruction, small wonder, then, that both she and | waited for J. M. H’s letter with
unconcedled impatience,

And then one morning the blow fell.

Instead of the long-expected reply from J. M. H., | recelved a letter from his secretary, briefly
telling me the Guru had disappeared, my expression as | read the few lines must have reveded
my utter surprise and dismay.

“What on earth’s gone wrong now?’ demanded Viola, who had just come down to breskfadt.
There was nothing for it: | had to tdll here. It was a dreadful moment, for | knew what it would
mean to her. She had logt Chris, and now she had lost her Guru, and with him every hope. She
was a sck woman, and in no fit state to recaive such a shock as this. Yet | was powerless to
prevent it. She turned very white, said nothing, then burgt into tears.

By way of trying to console her, | endeavoured to make light of the communication. “My dear,”
| said, putting my arms round heir, “you don’t for a moment suppose he's disappeared for good?
He' s sure to turn up again dl right. D'you imagine he' d just go off and leave dl how chelaslike
that without a word, unless he intended to come back?’

: We never thought the Masters would let Chris be taken from us.” She sobbed, “but they did....
Oh, | can't bear it. Am | to lose everybody | love?”’

Suddenly | fdt indignant with J. M. H. what ring had he to go away like this and cause such
auffering? God know, Viola had been a faithful chela to him the year tha we were both in
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Boston, and she heroicdly sacrificed herself to obey his decrees. He must know perfectly well
that she was ill now, and had lost her friend, and just a a moment like this he chose to
disappear! And what about dl his other chelas? Was he just going to leave them to suffer
without any sort pf explanation? But indignant thoughts serve no purpose, and in any case they
were no comfort to Viola; so | banished them asbest | could. There were other letters waiting to
be opened, and among them a bulky envelope with the Boston postmark. | tore it open.

“MY DEAR BROADBENT,” | read,

“As Heddon will have written you, we ve had a fine biff in the solar plexus here. J. M. H. has
evaporated. Two months ago he went off, leaving us to infer he'd be back in a few days, and
We' ve been Sitting on our behinds waiting for him ever since, there' s even an idea that he passed
out in a ral-wreck in Cdifornia, because among, one of the chelas you haven't met, | think,
immediately chartered an airplane to go and investigate, but the body was unrecognizable. A
good, many other bodies were in the same condition. All they had to go on was a new sutcase
with JM. Haig slamped on it. Persondly | don't believe this man was our Guru. Initiates like him
don't have the sort of Karma that gets them killed in rail-wrecks. | suspect Heddon, who is J.
M. H.'s most advanced chela, knows more about the whole business then he'll tell, but that
doesn't help us any. Severd of the other chelas say they had hunch JM.H. was going to do the
disappearing-act, because just recently when he told them off for not getting ahead as quick as
they might, he asked if they imagined he' d dways be there to put them through their paces!

Anyway, | thought I'd write and tell you, and hope you won't fee too badly about it. Besides,
| wanted to let you know | shall soon be making the trip to London. A year ago my old Dad,
who'd been alling for months, died and left me most of his money. Why not blow some of it on
globetrotting? | may be a cheerful sort of guy, but gee! This has knocked some of the guts out of
me. This place without J. M. H. -well, | just fed | want to get away from it for awhile. Expect to
sal in about amonth and will give you aring when | arrive. Remembrancesto Viola

Cordidly,’
ARKWRIGHT.

P.S.- Suppose you haven't seen atame Guru wandering about London?’

The writer of this breezy epistle had indeed hit the nail on the head when he spoke of a hiff in
the solar plexus. What on earth was | to say to Violanow? She had left her breskfast untouched
and gone out of the room, which a any rate gave me time to think. To tell her that perhaps
JM.H. had been killed-that would be the last straw. In her present state of mind, the mere
suggestion of such a tragic possbility would be sufficient to make her bdlieve it was true. And
was it true? Might it not be possible that JM.H. had till had some Karma to work off, and had
chosen that way? The thought was horrible! He had gone on that train knowing that a a given
moment the crash would come and he would be killed. Think of the ghastly anticipation...or
perhaps after dl he was not the advanced Initiate we high-grade Indian Y ogis of whom he o
often spoke, he could not foresee the moment of his death, and even his remarkable clairvoyant
faculties had been withdrawn from him by Powers higher than himsdf.’

And so | who had thought | could never doubt, found mysdf plunged in that most desolating
of dl soul-states. As soon as | tried to dispel my doubts by one argument, a counter-argument
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would immediady spring to my mind, as if some entity were stlanding beside me, and impressing
it upon my brain.

Meanwhile there was my wife, probably upgtairs in her room, struggling in the throes of a
twofold grief. | must go to her. But | decided to say nothing about this letter from Arkwright. If
later on | received definite proof that JM.H. had been killed, then | would have to bregk the
news to her as best | could.

| found Viola lying on her couch, in pain, both physcd and mentd. “That poor little Miss
Hart-“ she began fechly.

“Yes, dear, what about her?’

“Do you think she redlly has been able to communicate with Chris? Y ou remember what Mrs.
Saxton said.”

| nodded. “There's no teling,” | answered encouragingly. “Are you thinking of trying
yoursdlf?’

“| fed I'd like to see her-d'you think you could ring her up?

| went to the telephone. Presently | was talking to Miss. Hart or rather she did most of the
taking.

How good of you to ring up...I’ve been wanting to see you so badly, but felt too shy...Are
you quite sure | shan't be disturbing you if | come? Quite sure? And not tiring Mrs. Broadbent
too much ...?

| know she's not well, and when you're not well-1 think I'd better not stay too long.
Supposing | just come for aquarter of an hour? Or is that too long? Shdl 1-7

“My God!” | exclamed when at last | was able to hang up the receiver.

Miss Hart came dong that afternoon; awistful, restless, voluble little cresture of very uncertain
age, totally unmodern in every respect. | had not intended to be present at the interview, but got
caught. She was in turmoil of hope, doubt, yearning and bewilderment. She sat down beside my
wife with the air of a child who wants to tell one dl about it, though, as a matter of fact, she had
started to do so long before we could induce her to be seated.

“Such a nice woman...so kind...only charged me five shillings for the gtting because |
mentioned | wasn't well off and have these headaches...darling Chris used to be so wonderful
with them-a touch like magic...oh, dear...but | mustn’t depress you, Mrs. Broadbent...let me
see, what was | saying? Oh, yes this medium! ... Only five shillings...wasn’t it good of her?
And then people say mediums are just out to make money. She described Chris-oh, I'm sureiit
was Chris-her white hair, the blue dress she usad to put on in the evenings, the fumy little ways
she had, her amile-everything...and she said Chris sent me her love and said she wasn't far away
redly, and’-suddenly Miss Hart's voice broke and her eyes filled with tears-“and then Mr.
Clegg spailt it dl-and he's supposed to be such awonderful psychic!”

“Spailt it?” Viola asked eagerly. “How do you mean?’

“When | told him about it afterwards-| often meet him, you know-he said Chris was s0
advanced and would have gone to such a high plane that it would be impossible for her to
communicate! That was only her agtrd shell the medium saw-think of it, only her astrd shell-and
| was so sure-*

“I should have thought,” 1 gently interrupted the torrent, “that the more advanced the soul, the
more compassionate, and the more she’' d want to try and comfort those she' d |eft behind.”
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“Oh, Mr. Broadbent,” cried the pathetic little creature, her eyes filling again, “do you redly
think thet?’

“I don’'t see how one could think anything ese” | replied. Then | excused mysdlf and made
my escape.

It struck me afterwards that a man like Harold Clegg might have had more sense than to
ventilate his assumptions about Chris's after-life to a women like Miss Hart. Why couldn’'t he
have left her the morsdl of comforting illuson, if illuson it was, indead of snatching it from her in
that bruta manner? And now of course Viola was involved; she had often met Harold Clegg a
“The Pines’ and been impressed by his clairvoyance; so she would be inclined to give credence
to what he had so unwisdy affirmed. And my fears proved only too correct. When Miss Hart
had gone, Viola said dgectedly: “I'm afrad there’'s no hope there ather...l’d thought for a
moment-but if Harold Clegg hadn't been right about Chris, he/ d have seen her himself without
any medium.”

“Not necessarily,” | rejoined. “She liked him well enough, but there was no red link between
them. Much more likely she'd appear to people who really wanted her than to a man like that
who thought she’ d gone to God knows where-Venus or the Pleiades. Such rot!”

She laughed sadly. “Miss Hart wants me to go to this medium of hers. She seems to think |
could tell whether it wasredly Chrisor not. | told her I'm as blind as a bat these days, but-*

“If it'll make the little woman any happier,” | interrupted, “I should go.”

But it ended in my going too.

A queer little room it was in a rather sordid street. There was nothing eccentric about the
medium that chose to cal hersdf “Euphonia’. She did not treet us to any hocus-pocus or
pseudo-occult affectations. She possessed this peculiar mediumistic faculty, and was out to help
us as best she could.

After rdaxing in an amchar for a few minutes, she began to go through a series of
contortions, suddenly she sat bolt upright and rubbed her hands with vivacious satisfaction.
Snowflake, the medium’'s control had “come through’-a little Indian girl as she afterwards
informed us.

Snowflake was ddightful, full of jokes and quaintness of speech. She addressed me as “Mr.
Man” and MissHart and Violaas“lady”.

“00,” she sad, turning to Viola, “what lovely colors round your Mr. Man; ‘e an't no cheap
soul, ‘e a@n’t ... ‘e much loved this Sde; "e do big work out of body and big work in body
too...we known him long time, we have ... ‘e in touch with the Big Magters-me fed like little
worm-*“

“Come, come,” | remongtrated, “are you out to make me blush, or what?’

She went off into pedls of laughter. “Aha, if 00 ’ad dark skin like me, 0o couldn’t blush!”

Then dl a once she became serious. “Ah, lady, 0o aso beautiful aura, but what sadness-00
'ave suffered much-me fed al weepy...and other lady too-aways so sad, so sad-dear friend
Snowflake see before-white hair, blue dress, lovely smile-she come over this Sde and leave
much sadness-but never mind...” rubbing her hands, “me and my meedie, we see what we see
what we can do.” She paused “Beautiful little lady here now-says she will try and control
meedie-but,” shaking her heed, “very difficult-very difficult-little lady very big soul-vibrations too
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quick for poor little meedie. But we will try, we will try-Snowflake help...” the medium sank
back in the chair and was motionlessfor awhile.

Once again she sa up; there were no contortions this time, but her heart was besting so
rapidly that | could hear it fromwhere | sat. Chris, if Chrisit redly was, extended her hands with
a gesture that might have been hers, and gave one to Viola and the other to Miss Hart. | heard
my wife catch her breath. Then a very faint voice that was neither Snowflake s nor the medium’s
own sad:

“Wdl, herewe are again...”

Violawinced: Chriswould never have used such an expression.

“Y ou thought I’d leave you high and dry” -another expression she would never have used-“but
| couldn’t do that. Y ou wanted me, so I’ ve tried to come....it'slike old times, isn't it?’

“Chris, darling, Are you happy?’ Miss Hart asked, trying to control her emotion.”

“So-30,” she answered with awan smile. “1 should be if they weren't dll so sad.”

“Y ou mean your lame dogs?’ Viola said softly.

She shuddered. “It's dl such a sticky mess!”

Viola winced again though on my part | redized the expression referred to the turgid sate of
the auras of those who grieved.

“I must go,” Chris said abruptly. “The power’s giving out.” She took my hand and pressed it.
“Dear friend,” she murmured, “and I’ ve had no time to talk to you...”

Viola came away from the sStting depressed and exhausted. Emotiondly, more especidly
during the first few moments when Chris had gppeared to take control, she had been convinced;
but intellectualy she was repelled by what seemed avulgar travesty of our friend.

“Those dreadful expressons-“ she reminded me.

Yet drawn by the hope of getting better results, she went to the medium again and again. A

sense of dmost overwheming love was dways conveyed, but when this came to be expressed
ether in Snowflake's quaint borrowed phraseology or that of the medium hersdf, the effect

jarred.

“It'sso tantdizing...” Viola confessed to me, “Chris-and yet not Chris...Chrisal muffled by the
medium’s persondlity...”

We never got anything redly convincing or illuminating as to our friend's life and activities on the
other planes; in fact, far from giving any impression of their joyfulness and beauty, she seemed
rather to be swamped by the darkness and sorrow of earth-conditions which she perforce
contacted when she made the sacrifice of descending into denser matter to control the medium.
That it was a sacrifice, Viola by degrees became convinced. Although Chris apparently made
heroic attempts to maintain the link she had established for the sake of her sorrowing friends, she
grew increasingly lesslike her true self, asif she were receding to greater and greet distance; until

a last Viola feding it was no longer judtifigble to call her back from those spheres where
doubtlessdl was joy, gradualy came to renounce the sittings atogether.

Some while later, however, Euphonia rang Viola up, entregting her to go and see her, asin her
own words, she was “properly up againg it...” in severa cases where she had been eager to
give hdp, she-or rather Snowflake working through her-had faled dismdly. Guidance
volunteered had led to increased confusion; prophecies made had never been fulfilled. Poor

Euphonis, an essentidly truth-loving person, was in a nothing but an unconscious and involuntary
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fraud? She hersalf was unaware of what was said when Snowflake was in control, yet naturaly
she felt respongible for what” came through”; and if her gift, such as it might be, was only to be
used for trickery and to let people down-in short, would Viola, one of her most sympathetic
clients, do her the favour of having a sitting with her; she wasn't to dream of paying for it,
athough poor Euphonia owned to being “on the rocks.”

All she craved was this chance to test her powers and reassure hersdlf that they had not entirely
deserted her. “If Snowflake can’'t do anything for you.” Added the medium, “she can’'t do
anything for anyone, and | may aswdl shut up shop.”

Viola consented to see her readily enough. “I can just imagine the sort of hell the poor cregture’' s
having.” She said.

“Perhaps as you're going in a purdy unsdfish spirit: | teased her, “you may get something
through that’ s really worth while.”

She shrugged her shoulders and laughed. “1’ve given up dl hope; but | can't let Euphonia down:
she's gone whatever wasin her power for me.”

Suddenly | had a brain wave: why not get someone who could see to join the Stting?

There was Harold Clegg. Although his pronouncements might not dways be accurate, he
probably possessed sufficient clairvoyant power to be able to help the poor woman in her
digtress. Also why not have the gitting in the more congenia amosphere of our own house, and
perhaps ask Lyall Herbert to come and send the medium “off” with alittle musc....

* k kK k k k k k%

Lyal Herbert had played the Good Friday music form Parsifal; the medium had gone into
trance, and snowflake took control.
“0o0,” she began, rubbing her hands as usud, “what lovely music, and what lovely atmospheres
in this 'ouse-me not afraid 'ere.... And three mens-me much grdified...” then she began to
moan. “Oh, but my poor meedie, she very sad, she’ave 'ad bad punch in tummy-me’avetold
wrong tings to Mrs. Lady and Mr. Man who meedie knows, and Mrs. Lady and Mr. Man very
angry.... We "ave tried to tdll truth, but sometimes not easy-such alot of astra dust make every
thing so dark, we can’t see.... and sometimes guides “ave let me make mistake in purpose for
sake of evolution of Lady and Man.... But now please you tell my meedie she no fraud-she no
worry an more...”
* %k * % %

| then asked her, as indeed during the earlier Sttings Viola had often asked her before, if she
could give us any news of J. M. H. Had he redly been killed, and if not, where was he and why
had he disappeared? But she only shook her head and said that even on “their Sde’ they were
not dlowed to know everything, she went on to inform us in her own quaint fashion that the
elevated vibrations produced by the music Herbert had played had made it possible for the “little
blue lady,” as she caled Chris, to come for a short while. Even in the haf-light | could see the
look of unselfish pleasure on Herbert's face, and the mingled surprise and yearning on Viola's.
But Chris, when she did take control, though she seemed to radiate her love al around, spokein
avoice that was no more than a breathless whisper.

* % * % %
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“I shan't dways spesk through this medium-1"'m searching and searching everywhere ...
someone eseto be alink between us-1 cameto tell you---* she faded out...

“Wdl, what did you make of it?" we asked Clegg when the medium had gone.

“Snowflake is certainly right,” he replied; “ the astrd conditions are so churned up these days
that it makes dl psychic work very difficult. | daresay a good many mediums of Euphonia stype
find themsdlves in the same draits”

“Sill, 1 think we managed to paich up her sdf-respect a bit by giving her Snowflake's
messages,” sad Viola

“She looked a darned sight happier than when she arrived,” declared Herbert, and we dl
agreed.

“While Herbert was playing,” Clegg continued to give us his impressons, “ | saw the amusing
little Indian girl hovering about the medium.

Then suddenly- puff~--and she disappeared into her heart-centre like a bit of smoke sucked up
the chimney.” * But what about Chris?’ Viola asked eagerly.

“ During Snowflake' s conversation, | saw her gppear-Oh, it was Mrs. Portman dl right” -Clegg
had never cdled her buy her Chrigtian name, “ -she stood alittle distance away by the wall.”

“I thought you said,” | began, “that she had gone to such ahigh-* But Violamotioned to me not

to interrupt.
“When the little Indian creature withdrew, Mrs. Portman tried to control the medium’s aura and
sort of impress her thoughts upon it; but she never took entire control of Euphonia's body as
snowflake did. | don’'t think she would have been able to. She seemed to find it hard enough to
do what she was doing, and had to be helped by Snowflake. The whole thing was in a sense a
mixture of Mrs. Portman, the medium and her little guide.”

“That's exactly what I've dways fdt,” Viola exclamed, “dl Chris's wonderful affection-and
then when she triesto put it into words-*

“Like trying to play the piano with thick gloveson...” Lyal suggested, drawing his long fingers
down the sde of his senstive Chopinesgue face- alittle characteristic gesture of his.

“That' sthe very amile I’ve wanted and couldn’t find,” said Viola

“I dways think it's a pity,” Clegg observed, “that mediums aren’'t more enterprisng; they have
this gift, but they don't study scientific occultism. That good woman didn’t know what was redly
happening.”

“And you were a bit out yoursdlf the other day, old man...” | was determined to have my little
say. “Who wasit who said Chris had gone so far that communication was impossble?’

He laughed gpologeticdly, “1 was usng my brain instead of my psychic faculties”

“Brains can be very mideading thing,” Herbert put in dryly.

“You nearly broke Miss Hart’s heart,” | said, not meaning to make a pun; but being such a poor
psychologist, Clegg didn’'t understand.

“That's just the trouble with some people who can see: they can't put themsdlves in the position
of those who can't ...” Viola remarked when he had left. Then rather wistfully: “ | say, | do
wonder who this new link will be, that Chris spoke of finding for us....”
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CHAPTER IV
“THE SOUND OF A VOICE THAT ISSTILL"

BUT | have forestalled the sequence of events.

On the day | received the momentous letter from Arkwright, | rang up Toni Bland and Lyall
Herbert, asking them to come and see me; | felt constrained to break the news to them in case
they had not recelved it direct from one of the chelas.

Lyal Herbert was visbly affected when | read them Arkwright's communication; Toni, on the
other hand, after the first momentary shock, closed his eyes according to his usud habit, and at
once endeavoured to reassure us.

“After dl,” he mused, “ a Magter remains a Master whether he temporarily loses his physica
body or not.”

“But a Master doesn't go and get himself killed in that sort of way,” Lyal objected. “It's one
thing to dlow yoursdlf to be crucified in a great cause, and quite another to lose a perfectly good
physical body in aralway accident,”

“Aren’'t you assuming the worst before we know it is an actud fact:” Toni queried.

“I redly don’'t know what to make of it,” | declared; * the whole affair baffles me completely,
when | read that letter, | don’'t mind telling you felows that the firgt thing | did was to begin to
doubt.”

“Doubt what?" asked Toni.

“Wdl-I wondered if JM.H. was quite al we' d thought he was!”

“| fed abit like that mysdlf,” said Lyadl. “Thought I’m rather ashamed to own it.”

Toni smiled. “ Might it not be a question of Cycles?’ he suggested.

We did not follow him” You remember the Adept known as the Comte de St. Germain, just
before the French Revolution?’ Toni pursued.

| nodded.

“After working in Paris and even mixing in society. At one time, JM.H. used to do in London,
didn’'t he mysterioudy disappear?’

“That’ s true enough,” Herbert, conceded.

“ Yes, but why?” Toni went on. “I have an idealit’s because adepts work in Cycles. And when a
particular Cycle comes to and end, they need to dter their policy and make al sorts of
adjustments.” He opened his eyes ad looked a me. “ Wasn't it around 1908 that JM.H
disappeared from London?’

“Approximately,” | agreed.

“And it was about twelve years before we saw him again in America-| arrived there a few
months after you' d |eft, Broadbent. Did JM.H. ever tell uswhat he’ d been doing dl that time?’

“He certainly never told me,” | replied. “He seemed pretty well ingtalled there with his circle of
chelaswhen | arrived, but how long he’ d been there dready he never let on.”
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“Wadl, d'you suppose he'll ever turn up again?’ Lydl asked. “ That's what | care about. I've
been sweating away in these hard times to save up enough money to go back to Boston, and
now ---“ He broke off and | redlized what he was feding.

“But has he ever suggested it?” Toni asked with asmile.

“No, now | cometo think of it, he hasn't!”

Toni shook his head. “It's a dangerous thing to make plans of that sort where a Guru is
concerned. When JM.H. wrote and invited me to Bogton, specifying the exact time, in my

eagerness | cabled asking if | coddn't come a month sooner. The answer was a cute,
unequivoca No without any explanation. When | arrived eventudly, he reproached me for

sending that cable. Since then I’ ve learnt my lesson.”

“And yet, if you please” | pointed out, “I get lots of letter asking me to arrange meetings with
JM.H. when even we, his pupils, can’'t go and see him a minute sooner than he chooses. On one
occasion | ventured to send him a letter from a very persstent correspondent, and he replied:

“my son, | thought you'd have sufficient intelligence to redize that | can be of no assstanceto a
woman S0 preoccupied with her own importance... That was a nasty one, though very much to
the point.”

“And now nobody can get at home” Lyal ruminated with some bitterness, “ | must say, | think
it'sdamned hard on dl his cheas. If he hasn't been killed, he might at least have contradicted the
rumor-somehow-instead of leaving everyone to suffer like this. It seems very srange behavior
for an Adept.”

“Strange or not,” said Bland, spesking quite emphaticdly for him, “theré s one thing we must

certainly not do, and that is dlow dl these speculations to involve us in a usdess and isisolating
condition of doubt.
Whether dead or dive, spiritually JM.H. will never cut himsdf off from us;, but we shdl cut
oursalves off from him if we dart logng fath the very moment he does something we can't
account for. Remember, doubt erects a barrier that even a Master is not alowed, or possibly
may not be able, to break down.”

After that | more or less tacitly resolved | would be loya to our Guru whatever happened, and
| believe Herbert made a amilar resolve. As for Toni’s attitude, the question of doubt did not
seem to trouble him greetly, or S0 it gppeared on the surface. But then, there was gtill something
about him, which mystified me. In any case the shock we had sustained-and only those who
have been in persond contact with a Guru can redize what it meant-served to draw the three of
us closer together, and our inclination was to mest more and more frequently and talk of him
who had been so much to us.

Severd weeks had gone by, and Arkwright, the breezy American chela who figured in my
second book of Impressions,  had arrived in England and was staying in our house. Naturally
one of thefirst questions | put to him related to JM.H -was there any further news?

“Not aparticlel” hereplied.

“Yet you persondly il think he's not been killed?’

“Sometimes | do and sometimes | don’t. What makes it look queer is that nothing seems to be
known about the guy who got smashed up; no friends or relatives went dong to identify him. Dr.

Morton made every possible sort of inquiry.”
| then asked how the chelas had reacted to their loss.
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“Some proved what damn fine natures they were,” he declared generoudy; “ just because
JM.H. wasn't on the spot, they redlly set to and got a move on.

Others---" he shrugged his shoulders. “ Trouble with us over there is that we're so darned hot
on persondities that if afellow comes aong with five cents’ worth of magnetism and anew stunt,
we run after him like alot of kids after candy. I’ ve a strong suspicion JM.H. tipped Heddon the
wink to carry on the work after he'd gone, but because he hasn't the persondity, some of the
chelas, especidly the women, won't tune in with the scheme Gosh, as you know, JM.H. gave us
enough teaching to lagt a lifetime if we'd redly wanted to put it into practice. But the idea of
keeping the center going as a place for study and mutua encouragement hasn't gppeded to
everyone, so our numbers have adready decreased,” he paused for amoment to light a cigarette.
“ One or two of the women transferred to the salf-gppointed V edanta Swamis, others best it off
to Cdifornia, to see if that fdlow Krishnamurti had anything to give them. Maybe you' ve heard
of him, maybe not ... anyway-* but here my young son burg into the room, and in another
moment Arkwright was behaving like a schoolboy in playtime.

| never divined why Mrs. Saxton fdt it encumbent upon her to drop in on us from time to time,
unless it was the irresgible pull of her power-complex exercised at the expense of my
unfortunate wife, however, on this occasion, as it gppeared, she had come with a more specific
purpose than that of merdly ventilating her superior opinions for our benfit.

“Not a very pleasant day,” she remarked platitudinoudy to Arkwright, after shaking hands with
him.

“ Wdl, | guess this bum climate of yours is somewhat notorious,” he replied genidly, “So I'm
only getting what | anticipated.”

Mrs. Saxton’s expression conveyed that, like Queen Victoria, she was “not amused,” but she
sad nothing.

| intimated by way of easing the situation that she was interested in philasophy,

“Ah, that' s the goods!” exclamed Arkwright. “ Gee! We need it these days when religion’s gone
to pot and our girls are pickled in dcohol and deegp with a different felow every night, and
atogether the old world'sin ahdll of amess” He looked at Mrs. Saxton with an expression o
disaming and friendly, tha if she had been less hard and less shockable, she would have
warmed to him at once,

“ | perceive the depressing dtate of the world has neither damped your enthusasm nor your
Spirits” | laughed.

“I reckon I’m pretty much the same old codger-it takes alot to jigger me up.”

“What | redlly came for,” Mrs. Saxton portentoudy addressed Viola, “ wasto offer you aticket
for Krishngi’s lecture to-morrow evening. | bought it weeks ago for Miss Hart - thought it
would do her so much good, if only she could teke it in, poor thing-but now-most tiresome-she's
gone and got bronchitis.”

“Oh, what ashame,” cried Viola sympatheticaly; but Mrs. Saxton somehow seemed to regard it
as scandalous rather than regrettable.

“So Violaisto be done good to ingtead.” | thought to mysdlf.
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“ You'll use the ticket, of course!” Mrs. Saxton gave the impression that Viola must consider
hersdf fortunate in thus having the chance to be liberated from the various doctrina superdtitions
in which she was plunged.

“I'll be ddlighted to useit,” Violaassented. “1’ve reed hisfunny lithe ydlow

Magazine, but never actudly heard him lecture.”

“It'll dter your whole point of view,” Mrs. Saxton severely informed her.

“So Krishnamurti’ s here” said Arkwright. “Why, that's the guy who....”

“ Guy?” Mrs. Saxton interrupted, svelling with indignation; “ he has amost beautiful face.”

| explained to her that in America the word was neither associated with effigies nor fireworks,
but she did not appear to believe me.

Arkwright laughed heartily a his own fauxpas, and told her he had had no intention whatever of
offending her susceptibilities. “A fine fellow,” he added with genuine admiration. “ Heard him
lecture back home. Orienta philosophy in occidenta dress. As you say, a beautiful face. A bit
too fond of repeeting himself, though-and when a fellow repeats himsdlf too much, one' sanerve
get kind of on the bum.”

And that finished Mrs. Saxton, who made a hasty retrest,

“I guessif she never ssesme again, it's too soon!” Chuckled Arkwright when she had made her
exit.

But | assured him that Toni Bland and others hed fared smilarly at her hands.

“She seems to regard any sort of human contact as a obstacle to liberation....” My wife
observed.
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Oh Krishngi! You led us dl to believe in 1926 that we were seeking happiness, in 1927
liberation, in 1928 truth, and in 1929 uniqueness, in 1930 you shattered our beliefs in
reincarnation, masters, saviors, and now you speek of the removal of the “I,” of the ego, of a
date without birth and degth, of life which seems to have a meaning to you, but not to us, and yet
you spesk of an atainment, of a redization, of a culmination. Has your redization, then a
progressive character-progressive in the sense that you have much to say and so your messageis
now passing through a state of incompleteness to completeness?

---“ Sar bulletin,” September, 193I.
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CHAPTER YV
KRISHNAMURTI: A PROBLEM

VIOLA had gone to Krishnamurti’s lectured and we were a mae quartet: Toni Bland, Lyal

Herbert, Arkwright and myself. We had lingered over the dinner table, and having adjourned to
the drawing room, had induced Lyadl to play us a little Scriabine. He had just got up form the
piano when Viola returned.

We were of course anxious to know what she had thought of the lecture, and | jestingly inquired
if she'd been converted and become a devotee.

She laughed. “No; I'm only an interested spectator. The female devotees seem to be ether those
who yearn to be a mother to him, or, enamoured of his eyebrows and exquisite appearance,
who yearn to be something quit different.... Then ther€' s the vast host of Indeterminates, trying,
in spite of inadequate menta equipment, to grapple with the negeativeness of his teaching.”

“Do you redly find it so negative?’ Lyall asked.

“Wdll, for me, he's smply the Apostle of Negation,” she replied,  just as Chris was the Apostle
of joy.... Besdes, he's such a contradiction: tells people they must think for themselves but bars
al the avenues of individud thought, we're told we can't reach the god through worship or
ceremonies’ why on earth not? Krishnamurti may not need any of there things himsdlf, but what
about others? Surdly if they choose to seek God through beauty or art or whatever it may be...?
Why, dl the old religions and philosophies (which he doesn’'t seem to have studied, by the way,
or if he has, he's chucked them into the dugt-bin with the rest)... every teacher from time
immemoria has implied that by whatever path Man tries to reach God, he gets to him! But
Krishnamurti not only destroys the path-or paths-but the god itsdf. To begin with, you're not to
use the word ‘god’ ...... Krishnamurti’s Ultimate Redlity is just a hazy abgtraction, sometimes
cdled ‘life’ Sometimes‘ Truth,” but never conveying any sense wonder or ddlight.”

“Ah, you dear ladies,” said Arkwright, smiling, “ you sever were dead struck on abstractions-it's
part of your psychology. What you want is anice persond fatherly God on anice fat gold cloud,
who'll hand out gdlons of rich juicy comfort whenever you shout for it.”

“ That's not what | want at dl!” she laughed. “ But you must admit that whether you're a Dudist
and want a God outside and beyond yourself to reach out to and worship, or you're a Monist
and want to redlize yoursdlf as the one sdif, reason, let done that heart, demands a god that's
atractive, to say the lest! You may think it's cowardly and feeble not to want to stand on a
blesk mountain-top, sripped of everything, in an icy gae, while you contemplate a void-but |

ak is it worth while? If this ‘completeness of Krishnamurti’s is meant to be synonymous with
happiness, what a pdlid, puny thing it seems besde the joy that Chris spoke of -and lived....
She didn’'t anthropomorphize God: she put the idea of Him beyond the farthest reach of thought,
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but only to show that dl beauty and magic and mystery too marvelous to be contemplated
unvelled... The master who spoke through her reveded Him as the transcendent Loveliness and
L ovableness for which every body yearns, whether he' s conscious of it or not, each in the terms-
and who responds to each in the term - and Who responds to each in the terms of his own need.
He said: Human intellect can no more understand the Absolute, than the insect under the
floor can understand a Master, but this you may know, that He is all love.... And that
Love isthe reason for the universe, the reason for your very existence!”
“ But Krishnamurti doesn’'t deny love a one time he was dways talking about it,” | objected.
“ Ah, a one time, perhaps-but not so much now; and even when he does, the love he spesks of
srikes one as 0 impersona and vague as to be dmogt afraid of itself. What a different sort of
feding one had when Magter Koot Hoomi said: The love that | feel for each one of you, that
is God... And again; Love and Truth are the keynotes of the universe - and love is Truth
and Truth is love... that’s not much live Krishnamurti’s: truth can bring no comfort.... How
can you reconcile the two points of view?’

“ Do you particularly want to?" asked Lydll.
“I don't persondly, Fifty Krishnamurtis couldn’t biff the idea of the Magters that we got from
Chris, and before that from JM.H... I'm thinking of the poor wretches who were trained on
amilar lines, perhaps, but may not have quit our bulldog tenacity for holding on, they’ ve been
taught, too, that the Magters are their Elder Brothers, lovingly trying to guide them into; union
with the Infinite a ever higher and higher leves.... As old Leadbeater says somewhere. And
then Krishnamurti comes dong and tells them that Masters are only crutches; so they chuck
away their crutches, totter a few steps, perhaps, in search of his ‘Liberation’ and fal to the
ground of crutches, or even to show them how to grow wings for themselves? Not he! He isn't
enough of a psychologist to tell them where is to begin. HEd prescribe the same recipe al
round; what | have done, you can do... No account taken of individud limitations of Karma or
grades of evolution or anything, Chris-she knew that no two people can be handled the same
way; that was the secret of he success with individuds, she never handed out castor ail
indiscriminately to the whole class.”
We had to laugh, but Viola, pacing up and down the room in her boyish fashion, was full of the
indignant sympeathy, which the lecture seemed to have aroused in her.
“It'sdl very wdl to laugh.... | daresay it is good to force people to stand on their own feet and
do their own thinking,” she pursued, “ But how many of those who've listened for so long to the
voice of Authority booming at them from the T.S. are capable either of individuaistic thought, or
have got the discrimination to Sft the grain from the chaff in Krishnamurti’ s teaching? Y ou should
have seen the expressons on some of their faces at the lecture, as they tried so hard and so
conscientioudy to follow the world Teacher to his augtere heights of glory, and found-at any rate
if they were honest with themsdves-that there wasn't any glory there for them-only emptiness
Y ou could see from the baffled look in their eyes the hell they’ re going through - especidly those
women. He's taken everything from them-reincarnation, surviva, mesting with their loved ones
after death, the Masters help and compassion-why, the whole spiritud sructure of ther lives-
and given them nothing in return but a nebulous state of consciousness that doesn’'t make the
dightest apped to the heart or the imagination.”
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“I can't entirdly agree-* | began, but she ignored me, and continued to champion those whom
she evidently considered were the greatest sufferers.

“They’re floundering hopelesdy in the void, poor thingsl Too docile and obedient to deny
Krishnamurti completely and stand for the old ideds, quit unable to gragp what he's driving at
and get any red satisfaction from it; and lacking the initiative to strike out on lines of their own.....
They're wondering if what they were taught before was only a lovely fiction’ that’s the spectre
they have to face in their deepless nights, and pretty ghastly one it is, too. Nothing more
devagtating than to tell a person that what he believesisn't true, even aman who only believesin
himsdlf goes to bits when that belief’s shaken... if the early teaching was afiction, what are they
to do now? Krishnamurti has destroyed al their old landmarks; if they venture to use or to think
in any of the old terms, they get rapped over the knuckles, they cry to him in the hope that he's
dill got something up his deeve-something ill unexpressed in his teaching thet'll dlow them to
reconcile the old with the new-and they’ re frustrated at every turn: what’ s to become of them?’

“Someone ese will probably turn up,” suggested Bland, “who'll try and restore their beief in
the Masters.”
“It may be too late: perhaps they won't be de to respond, they’ Il be too battered, some of them
too old. You can't shatter the beliefs of tears without damaging the very power of belief in itsdf-I
fed pretty certain of that. Sometimes | wonder if even the Masters Themsdlves don't fed alittle
sad when they see the gulf Krishnamurti has put between Them and those whose footsteps They
were once able to guide. And now,” she added with a sudden change of mood, “ having talked
your heads off, 1t's for asandwich!” she waved to usironicaly and went out.
“ | guess friend Krishnamurti’s tickled her up some,” said our American, sympathetic though a
trifle amused.
“ Soit would seem,” | assented.

“Wdl, when you've just lost your Guru and your dearest friend,” Herbert protested, “it’s not
exactly the moment to go and hear Krishnamurti belittling both Master and persond surviva.”
“ Yes but what none of you redize” Toni said gravely: is that dthough Viola may have logt her
clarvoyant faculties she's very mediumigtic. Mentaly sengtive to surrounding condition, she is
impelled to express the collective thoughts and fedlings of those unfortunate women who cannot
or dare not express them for themselves,”
“Good for you!” Arkwright concurred.
“Persondly, I've aways taken a particular interest in Krishnamurti’ s development,” | remarked,
“ That he should have started as a Dudist and then become a Vedantic Monist or Adventist, is
mogt intriguing, Pity he's watered down his Adventism, though, instead of going the whole hog,
merdly to tell us that Truth is happiness, or even eternd happiness, isn't enough, The red
Adventigt says that Truth is the Absolute- Existence-Knowledge-Bliss----*
“Ah, if he d said that,” Toni broke in,”the whole impresson might have been very different. But
to say, for ingance, Truth can bring no comfort without a once qudifying the Satement, is
dissatisfied. He who knows himsdlf to be that Absolute Bliss doesn't need consolation, and
that’ s the whole point!”

“ | wonder,” mused Lydll, “ if heredizesit is Advaita he' steaching?’

“Search me!” from Arkwright.
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“He seems so afraid,” Lyal eaborated, “ of people finding any of their own beliefs, that I'm a bit
doubtful.”
“Whether he redlizes it or not, the fact remains,” | said, “ As| can easly prove to you.” | took
up the little pile of Star Bulletins | had collected, and chanced to dight on some of the very
sentiments, which had roused my wife' sindignation. “ Ligen to this

“ Spiritud attainment does not lie in the following of another, whether leader or teacher or
prophet... That following of another is a weakness, A mediator uses but a crutch... Truth does
not liein diginctions, in societies, in orders, in churches. ..

“As| am free of traditions and beliefs, | would set other people free form those beliefs, dogmas,
creeds and rdligions which condition life.”

| went to my bookshelf and got down Vivekananda s lectures on Vedanta, and read out:
“Nothing makes us so mora as Monism... when we have nobody to grope towards, no body to
lay dl our blame upon, when we have neither a devil nor a persond God to lay al our evils
upon-then we shdl rise to our highest and best... Pilgrimage can never bind me... | am the
Blissful One”

| turned again to the tallow magazines, and read further passages.

“ ... The'l’ isthe limitation of separateness... by continua concentrated effort, every moment of
the day, you must remove this wal of limitation, and thus establish yoursdf in true freedom of
consciousness, that is immortdity ... that is to be beyond time and space, beyond birth and
death....”

| reverted once more to Vivekananda

“Hear day and night that you are that soul (or One sdif). Repest it till it enters into your very
vens... let the whole body be full of that one idea* | am the birth less, deathless, blissful, ever-
glorious Soul.””

After that we compared numerous other passages. For indance | mantan tha man is
fundamentdly free (Krishnamurti). We are free-this idea of bondage is but an illuson
(vivekananda). Happiness lives in the extreme of detachment (Krishnamurti). Be not atached
(Vivekananda). And so on and so forth.

“Wadll, | guessthat’s pretty conclusve.” Said Arkwright at length.

“Thetroubleis” Lydl contributed, “ that Krishnamurti hasn't the knack of redlly getting his idess
across, He may know what he means himself, but doesn’'t convey it to others. I'm afraid only
people who've been properly taught by a Guru beforehand can redlly grasp what he's talking
about.”

“Pre-csdy,” sad Arkwright, “ The rest of them comprehend the knocking-down process right
enough, but when it comes to what he's handing them out in place of it, it's a very different
proposition, We know what he' s after because we' ve studied Advaitawith JIM.H.”

“Who dso said-don't forget,” | ingsted, “that it was not a suitable philosophy to be broadcast as
the only meansto Liberation.”
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CHAPTER VI
“A PIONEER OF THE NEW MORALITY”

WRITING books of this kind in which certain unconventiond teachings are put forward, and
in which redl people areinvolved, may let one in for embarrassing complications,

Many years ago | had a sentimenta friendship for a girl named Gertrude Wilton. Her father
was an Archdeacon whom JM.H. had been instrumenta in helping “ he had, in fact, been
present at his death-bed. Because of al he had done for her father and hersdlf, Gertrude loved
JM.H. with the devotion one fedls towards a Guru, though it was only later on that she came to
redize the full sgnificance of the term. At twenty-three she was a beautiful girl, but as a woman
nearing middle age, sheis, to my mind, more beautiful till. After her father’s death she married a
well known barrigter, and the three of us have dways been close friends, for many years
Gertrude and her husband were supremely happy, though, if the truth be know, Alfred - for by
thet name | will cal him-loved her rather more than she him.

Then one evening | dined with them and noticed that there was something amiss. Gertrude
seemed ill-at-ease, and Alfred looked depressed. | knew them well enough to ask point-blank
what had gone wrong, but it was so evident from their non-committal replies that they did not
wish to confide in me, that | took the hint and changed the subject.

But | was migtaken: far from not wishing to confide in me, they not only in turn made me a
living target for their confidences, but set me up as a court of apped aswell.

Alfred and | sat together over our cigars.

He cleared his throat, “of course | never knew that Guru of yours, but he's had a great
influence on Gertrude-1 may even say on metoo, indirectly,”

| wondered what was coming, but having no particular rejoinder handy, waited.

“Hm,” he mused, as if trying to find the right words, “You asked if there was any thing
wrong.... Well, yes, there is, I'm not ajedous man by nature. | agree with your Guru-that sort
of thing's undignified and childish. But | grongly object to my wife taking up with a rotter, and
making hersdf conspicuous dl over London. Why, he even borrows money from her.”

| agreed that that was a bit thick.

“She not only expects me to swalow my private fedings on the subject-and of course | must
own to a few naturd ingincts which defy dl theories, even though I've done my best to fight
againg them:-but she doesn’t take my point of view into account in the least. It's not that | want
to stand in the way of her happiness, but after dl, | have got my postion to consder! If only
she'd be discreet. .. but she's so proud of the whole business that it has to be blazoned abroad;
thinks she' s a pioneer or an exponent of the new Mordity, or whatever your Guru called it.”

“What' s the attraction?’ | queried.
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“God knows...” he shrugged. “ As a matter of fact,” he corrected himsdlf. “ He's very good-
looking in an effeminate sort of way | very much didike.”

“Have you done anything about it?’ | asked.

“What can | do? When | protest, shetells meto re-read those books of yours.”

I made awry face, “I'm afraid you're not the only husband who finds himsdf in this kind of
predicament as the result of my books” | said by way of consolation. “ I've had letters from
othersin asmilar mess”

“Hm...” he mused,” s0 you have, have you? ... Well, there it is, and I'm damned if | know
what course to pursue.” He paused for a moment. * It's one thing for married people to forgive
each other’s peccadillos, but this is a very different matter. Your Guru-at any rate according to
my reading of your books-never encouraged downright selfish-ness.”

“Wdll, of course not...”

“The trouble is, she refuses to recognize that it is selfishness-talks about reforming the fellow,
and al that sort of nonsense”

How women do love the reformation stunt!” | laughed, but he was engrossed in his own
thoughts.

Then he sad tentatively: “I suppose you couldn’t write to your Guru and ask him---*

“My dear fdlow,” | interrupted, “ | only wish to God | could, but | don't know where heis, or
if he'sdead or dive, asamaiter of fact, both Violaand | have had rather athin time of late - firgt
of al shelost her greatest friend, and now JM.H. has disappeared.”

He expressed his sympathy, and agreed that in the circumstances of course his suggestion was
useless,

“ All thesame, “ | hazarded, “ if you think it's any good my taking to Gertrude...?’

He laughed somewhat bitterly, “it's she who'll talk to you, if you give her haf a changel”

| found Gertrude done in the drawing room.

“Ian't Alfred coming up?’ she inquired.

“He swriting letter,” | explained, omitting to tell her the letter were merdly a pretext to leave
usaone, | sat down beside her on the chesterfield.

“ | suppose he's been tdling you?” she said, but added without giving me time to reply: “ |
thought | understood Alfred, but evidently | don't ... | expected him to behave so differently: it's
asif he gave with one hand, and took away with the other.”

| said nothing, resolved for the present to let her do most of the talking.

She turned 1 me impulsively, “I’ve been having a wonderful experience.... It is wonderful,
you know, to be able to help someone who' s redlly worth while.”

| smiled in inwardly, having just heard that the “ Someone-worth-while’ was a money-
borrowing rotter. “ Well, don't you think it is?’ sheingsted, cornering me.

| had to agree that it was.

“Badl issuch adear! If only Alfred could seeit...”

“All people are temporarily ‘dears while we' rein love with them, “ | couldn’t resst saying.

“You're dways 0 flippant, Charlie” she reproached me; “ thisis redly serious. HE s alink
from apad life - Oh, | know heis ... the very firs moment we met-1 knew it herm, Surely you
understand?’
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But despite her loveliness | should have understood better if she hadn’t been so intense. When
Gertrude getsintense, | get put off, and she knowsiit.

“If one fdt it encumbent upon one to eroticaly oblige dl links from the past-“ | began dryly,
but with consderable hauteur she ignored my remark.

“Don’'t you see this is a chance to-wdl-to lice up to what JM.H. taught? That's what I'm
adways tdling Alfred.... If | didn't give Basl what he feds he can't do without, he says he'd
samply have to go away; he wouldn't be able to tand it....” But it was evident that this ingbility
on Badl’spart to* stand it” was a source of gratification rather than regret.

“And supposing he did go away?’ | suggested. “ What then?”

“ Oh, you're S0 dense,” she cried; “ must one be so terribly explicit? Haven't | as good as told
you that-er-piritudly...” she sopped short and shrugged a my apparent hopel essness.

“What you evidently want to tell me, my dear, and don’t quite like to,” said I, coming to her
assistance, “is that you are a more advanced soul than this man of yours, and rather than let him
go, and thus deprive him of the inestimable spiritud advantages of associaing with you, you
prefer to commit-1 mean, you prefer to be unfaithful to your husband. And you're proud of it into
the bargain!” | added triumphantly.

“Oh no, you're not, you're just being an ordinary saif-deluded female woman,” | laughed, and
shewinced. “Whatever you may say, it's obvious that you want to go to bed with this man-*

“How crude you are!” she interpolated.

“... But ingead of facing the fact, womanlike you pretend to yoursdf and everyone else that
you've some highfautin mative for it. You know perfectly wel that if you gave your man the
booat, it'd do him far more good than anything else-he' s that sort of chap. But no---you prefer to
get yourself talked about al over the place, and put your husband in a position no man of his
eminence can aford to find himsdlf in. Surdly you're not going to tell me JM.H. would advocate
that?’

Of course she retdiated with a cannonade of arguments, none of which hit the mark; she even
implied it was Alfred’s own fault if this affar caused him any suffering, and my duty to try and
convert him to her point of view. But | firmly stood my ground, and let her talk hersdf out.

“Look here” | said at length, trying to coax her into a more reasonable frame of mind, “ don't
be hurt at what I’'m going to say, but it seems to me Alfred has a clearer conception of JM.H.’s
standpoint about these things than you have. He's been unsdfish enough never to put his foot
down and say once and for dl the affar must stop-he's merely asked you not to broadcast it,
and | agree with him.” | took her hand, and though | was a bit too old to respond to her
magnetism, | couldn’t help inwardly sympathizing with this man, whoever he was, who had fdlen
su