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Q U E S T

Behind the subtle shadows of the earth 
I sought the Light that throbs to every star 
And twinkles in the throats of singing-birds 
Dim empty human voices broke the hush 
1 hat laid its quiet linger on the mouth 
Of inner loveliness. . . I cried alone
bor solace from the deep infinitudes 
Of pale blue-thinking clouds and cool grey space 
Between their journeying song of silence.
I ran beyond the gardens of my heart 
Chasing white butterflies of solitude 
Spotted with burning colours that unfold 
lo  quick pulsating dreams glowing within. . .
I  flung my woven net of many wounds 
To catch divine unerring wings of peace.

Burns my mouth redder now with flaming thirst 
For a rich cup of Beauty, filled by a hand 
Of whitest language to its sparkling brim.
For I  would drink, not to forget my pain 
But feel its passion and its magnitude 
With all the grand intensity of the sea 
For the silver moon. . . .

For shadows flit and pale. . . .
I seek and seek the mystic light behind the veil.

Harindranath C h a t t o p a d h t a y a .



T HE festival of Christinas,which 
is, throughout Christendom, 
the chief event of the month 
which now opens, marks a 
turning point in the year which 

has from time immemorial been celebrated 
by mankind with religious rejoicings. For 
it is in what is now called Christmas week 
that the days begin to lengthen. That 
week marks, in a literal sense, the Rebirth 
of Light. The Romans celebrated this 
Rebirth in their Saturnalia, the Druids in 
their festival of Yule. It was probably 
because of the time-honoured sanctity 
and significance of this period that the 
Early Church, after many changes, finally 
selected it as most fittingly commemora
tive of the birth of the Founder of 
Christianity. Not only was an ancient 
tradition thus perpetuated, but the sym
bolism was felicitous and exact. The 
coming of a Great Teacher and Saviour 
into the world is ever a Rebirth of L igh t; 
and He comes when days are darkest and 
when light is most needed. Moreover, 
with His coming—as in the passage or our 
earth round the sun—there begins a new 
phase ; a period of broadening light and 
lengthening days ; the melting away of 
Winter, the birth of Spring, the culminat
ing glory of Summer, and then the gradual 
decay of Autumn, leading on to another 
Death of the Year and, at the appointed 
time, another Rebirth. “ As above, so 
below.” The spiritual history of the 
world has its periodicities. The observant 
eye can mark its seasons. The perpetual 
self-restoration of Nature, which ever 
brings new life and hope to birth out of 
the womb of darkness and despair, has 
its parallel in the world of the Spirit.

When Dharma decays, says a Hindu 
scripture, the Lord Himself descends 
among men. Shelley’s question : “ When 
Winter comes, can Spring be far behind ? ” 
may be applied equally to the Winter of 
the Spirit.

* * *
There must be many who feel that a 

Winter of the Spirit broods over the earth 
to-day. The joyousness and warmth of 
the Ages of Faith is no longer with us. 
Our life has been chilled and made rigid 
by the creeping frosts of materialism and 
commercialism. The angry gusts of storm 
and dissension rage fitfully through human 
society. The heavy mists of doubt and 
uncertainty hang over us and shut out 
from our eyes the vision of the eternal 
verities. These are the dark days. But 
just because they are dark, we who have 
faith in the periodicity of Nature, spiritual 
as well as physical, know that the Rebirth 
of Light cannot be far off. “ If Winter 
comes, can Spring be far behind ? ” Let 
us carry these words in our hearts, strong 
in our faith that the darkness is not for 
long, and that this Winter of the Spirit 
will, in the fulness of time, have its 
Christmas Day, its great Rebirth. We 
believe that One will shortly appear 
amongst men, who will show us a better 
solution of our many problems than we 
are capable of reaching, and realising, 
ourselves. Sooner or later the only true 
solution—that of Peace and Goodwill 
amongst men—will be re-proclaimed, and 
we shall be shown how to apply it in 
practice. Just as the frost-bound earth 
yearns for the warm birth of Spring, so is 
the deep heart of mankind to-day yearning 
for the rebirth of Faith and Love. And
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when they are born anew, then will the 
new cycle, the new Spiritual Year begin.

* * *

This is the Christmas message of The 
Herald of the Star to its readers. And 
now, in the few lines which are left to us 
(for our space is limited this month) let us 
say something about our plans for next 
year. It  is our hope to make the Magazine 
next year a greater inspiration to its 
readers than it has been during the present 
year. Promises of contributions have 
been secured from sources which, we know, 
our readers will welcome, and we hope 
that our pages will, in a fuller degree than 
hitherto, breathe the spirit of the Star 
life and of Star ideals. As announced last 
month, T he Herald of the Star will, in 
future, devote space in each issue to a 
record of the work of the Order of the 
Star in the East, and a first instalment of 
reports appears in this number. One 
further change will be made, which is made 
not entirely for the purposes of economy 
but in order, also, that the Magazine may 
embody something of that spirit of service

which is the essence of the Star movement. 
In future payment for articles will only be 
made in cases where the Editor has 
definitely commissioned the article on that 
understanding. We shall, of course, fulfil 
our outstanding obligations, in the case of 
articles already in our possession but not 
yet printed. But, after that, our endeavour 
will be to throw open The Herald of the 
Star as an opportunity for service to all 
members of the Order, or others, who feel 
they can help by writing. If members 
feel that the Magazine is not something 
independent of their assistance but actually 
dependent upon it, we are sure that they 
will rally round it and seek in it an oppor
tunity for helping the Cause for which it 
stands. And, if this be the spirit in which 
it is carried on, there is no doubt that the 
Magazine itself will increase in fife and 
influence. We hope that members, not 
only in Great Britain, but throughout the 
world will do what they can to prove that 
a Magazine, which has been definitely 
founded to prepare the way for the 
coming Teacher, need not lack voluntary 
support.

FADES TH E

Fades the last gleam of setting sun ;
And we grow old and sad at heart 
For all the glories that depart.
For fife’s brief day, how soon ’tis gone ! 
As Night her sombre curtain draws 
Across the thoughtful sky, we sink 
Into enfeebling dreams, and think 
Of Nature’s cold indifferent laws,
Of the sun that knows not saint fromknave, 
Of hope that finds fulfilment never 
Of man’s unending vain endeavour,
And faith that digs her own blind grave.

LAST GLEAM

The fierce lean fingers of the dawn 
Sweep back the scroll of ancient Night. 
O’er the horizon climbs the fight 
Of proudly, surely-striding morn.
Alas, how few of us, once sad 
With all the sadness of the sunset,
Now leap with joy to meet the onset 
Of life’s diurnal duties, glad 
With all the gladness of the sun 
Uprising, by its passion fired,
By its courageous song inspired,
And proud that battles must be won !

John Bateman.



The Angels o f Sacrifice
By Amy M. L eake

T HE Miracle of the Great 
Awakening had once again 
taken place. The brown winter 
earth had been transformed into 
one of bewitching beauty beneath its 

mantle of vivid green.
I had watched through all the long 

weeks the gradual renewing, from the 
time when the earliest buds appeared 
on the lifeless-looking twigs and the first 
delicate shoots above the dull soil.

I  had thrilled at the sight of the pale 
pink of the almond blossom. I  had seen 
the big chestnut buds swelling each day, 
until the strong young leaves burst forth. 
The willows had thrown out their green 
tassels; the sweet spring flowers had 
lavishly scattered themselves over the 
meadows ; the hawthorn hedges had put 
on their snowy dress.

Now, on this morning of blue skies, 
fleecy clouds, and fragrant breezes, I 
stood in the old-world garden of a farm
house, one side of which was bordered 
by a rough stone wall.

The garden was used for the growing 
of fruits and vegetables, but many flowers 
found their way there too. Here was a 
bush of sweet briar, there a clump of 
grey-green ladslove, tall foxgloves and 
graceful columbine filled odd corners, 
sweet-scented gillyflowers bloomed be
tween the gooseberry bushes.

But, on this morning of late May, that 
which held me was the long glistening 
row of fragrant white lilies in full bloom 
by the old wall. The warmth wooed 
them to give forth of their very best. 
Their purity was entrancing, their white
ness dazzling.

As I gazed at them I called to mind 
how, a time ago, there lay, on the floor 
of a warm storehouse, a heap of dry 
brown bulbs. All this glory was the 
result of the dying of those same bulbs.

The words came to my mind, “ Except 
an ear of wheat fall into the ground, and 
die, it abideth alone, but, if it die, it 
bringeth forth much fruit ” ; and the 
thought that had been behind all my 
observation through the weeks of spring 
took shape.

It  was this—how wonderfully, whenever 
life was given up, in order that new fife 
might result, that new life was shielded 
and fostered ! The beneficent influences 
unceasingly surrounded i t ! How careful 
Nature was that the sacrifice should not 
have been in vain ! “ If it die it bringeth
forth much fruit a law which cannot 
be broken.

I  sat down on a seat opposite the lilies 
to ponder.

If this were true in one realm of life, 
would it not be true in all, in the moral, 
and in the spiritual, as in the natural ?

Could any sacrifice ever be made in vain ?
Would not new life always result from 

renunciation, and would it not be im
possible for that life to fail ultimately 
of its purpose ? Presently, as I  gazed, it 
seemed to me that the queenly flowers 
grew taller, until at length it was no 
longer a row of lilies, but of angels, in 
glistening white, ranged before the lichen- 
covered wall.

While I wondered what this might 
mean, I heard a voice, clear and musical 
as a silvery bell, saying, “ We are the 
Angels of the Renunciation. It  is ours 
to shield and develop all life, in whatever 
realm of existence it may be, which is the 
result of sacrifice. Wherever such new 
life is, we are there, to serve. The sleep
ing seed, the tiny babe, the undeveloped 
instinct, the awakening soul, the stirring 
of the spirit, all are the objects of our 
care.”

I questioned how this might be, but 
even as I did so the Angel-forms faded
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away. I opened my eyes to find the 
lily-sentinels watching.

But, with the passing of the vision, 
the thought did not vanish.

I went forth from the garden, into the 
life of the village, to read events there in 
the light of this revelation.

*  *  *

A week or two later I called, one 
morning, at the schoolhouse.

April, the daughter of the refined 
elderly couple who for thirty years had 
ha.d charge of the education of the rustic
mind in S ------ , had been one of the most
winsome of English lasses, healthy and 
IlaPPy, overflowing with life. Indeed, 
she had always seemed to me, with her 
glowing cheeks, bright eyes and hair, her 
lithe form and unceasing activity, the very 
embodiment of life.

Two years ago she had married, and 
gone to a distant home.

After the birth of her little one there 
had been weeks of anxiety in the humble 
schoolhouse, the dread fear lest their dear 
one should slip away in her extreme weak
ness.

Now April was here with her baby girl.
I  was eagerly anxious to see her.

When I entered the garden, where I 
was told I  would find her under the old 
apple-tree, and saw7 the pale wan face 
and delicate form of the young mother, 
my heart was oppressed, there was even 
a feeling of resentment.

Sweet April could never be again what 
she had been in the p a st; her radiant 
joyousness was lost to the world for 
ever. She had given the best of herself, 
her youth, her strength, her beauty. Was 
not the sacrifice required too great ? 
Had not too much of that which is precious 
in this world of gloom and sorrow been 
lost to it when April became a mother ?

But, as I left the shade of the apple- 
tree, half-an-hour later, and took my 
way homewards by the sunny field-path, 
my heart was at ease.

For I  had remembered the garden- 
dream, and I felt assured that I  had 
already seen the beginning of the working 
out of that great truth taught by the 
lilies in their resurrection glory.

Just where the road leaves the village, 
to take its winding way between green 
hedgerows, stands a long red house with 
many small windows, and a general 
appearance of gloom, which is increased 
by the sombre evergreens surrounding it.

This is the home of Barbara Reesey, 
she dwells here with her widowed step
mother.

Her father was a scholarly man who, 
during the latter years of his life, suffered 
much from ill-health. When Barbara 
left school, where she had had a successful 
career, taking all her examinations easily 
and winning honours all along the way, 
her burning desire was to become an 
earnest student, to give herself to the 
quest of knowledge. But she found her 
father longing for her companionship. 
The shallow-minded, self-centred woman, 
who had attracted him when Barbara 
was five years old, failed to satisfy him 
in his weakness.

When Barbara discovered how things 
were, she knew she could not leave her 
father ; as long as he needed her, her place 
was by his side.

But, through long years of loving 
service, the girl kept her purpose to the 
front in her own mind.

After her father’s death, when the 
poignancy of her grief had passed, Barbara 
made her plans for her career. She felt 
already the exhilaration which a life of 
study would bring to her, and she realised 
that her desire for it, though kept under 
all these years, was keen and strong as ever.

Then it was that her step-mother inter
vened. She who had never shown any 
love for Barbara, nor any desire for her 
companionship, but, rather, had regarded 
her presence in the home as an intrusion, 
now railed at her for thinking of leaving 
her. She could not enter into Barbara’s 
desire for a life of study, and she insisted 
that it would be the height of selfishness 
on her part to leave her in her loneliness, 
that, indeed, she could not live without 
her.

I knew7 something of the struggle through 
which that strong soul passed.

There could be no half measures with 
Barbara Reesey, she was so thorough in
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everything she undertook; she must give 
the whole of herself in one direction or the 
other.

She made the great renunciation, but 
she experienced the bitterness of death 
when she laid the one hope and ambition 
of her life in its grave.

She hid her grief from everyone, and 
quietly, even cheerfully, set herself to her 
great task.

On a June evening, ere the lilies had 
quite faded, I  called at the Red House.

I  had been away from my village home 
during the winter months, and the few 
lines I had received from Barbara, now 
and again, touched only the surface of 
things.

I  was shown into the shaded drawing
room, where, remembering other days, 
I expected to find Mrs. Reesey on the 
sofa, surrounded by cushions, and novels, 
and scent bottles, deploring the state of 
things in general, and her own in particular.

She was not there, and when Barbara 
came in she at once asked me to go with 
her to their little workroom, where her 
mother was. We found her, looking 
through a parcel of clothing, which, she 
told me, was for the fourteen-year-old 
daughter of Widow Day, who was leaving 
home to go into service for the first time.

I noticed how Barbara led her on to 
talk of other interests in the village, and 
I soon became aware of something 
altogether different in the atmosphere of 
the home, and especially in Mrs. Reesey. 
The old querulous note had gone from 
her voice, the dissatisfaction and weariness 
from her expression; one realised that she 
was no longer a woman self-absorbed, 
but one who had found the joy of giving 
out herself to others.

As I went among the cottage homes, 
I soon came across traces of her ministry, 
a ministry unobtrusive and gracious. 
When I tried to understand this, I  remem
bered that, for ten years after she left 
school, Barbara had lived with her step
mother, without in any way affecting 
her mode of living or altering her attitude 
of spirit.

I t  was only after she had, for her sake, 
given up her cherished ambition, that the

hitherto self-centred woman had been 
transformed by the power of the new life 
within.

Once again I  knew that the Angels of 
Sacrifice had been faithful to their trust, 
and that that new life, which was the 
result of death, would not fail to fulfil its 
promise of beauty and fruitfulness.

*  *  *

On a breathless morning in August, I 
passed up the cobble path to a little 
thatched cottage, with overhanging eaves, 
standing lonely by the wayside, half-a-mile 
out of our village.

Sunflowers, hollyhocks and dahlias made 
the garden gay with colours.

The sun beat down relentlessly, birds 
and bees were silent, a sense of drowsiness 
over all.

The heavy door of the cottage was ajar,
I knocked lightly ; there was no response. 
As I waited, there came to me the sound 
of a muffled sob. I  strained my ears. 
Again it came. I  pushed the door open 
and spoke the name of the one who dwelt 
there, then, receiving no reply, I  stepped 
in. The room was in deep shadow, the 
contrast from the blazing sunshine was 
such that at first I  could see nothing.

Presently, I  discerned the figure of a 
woman, crouching in the far corner, by 
the side of a chair. I  came hastily forward, 
and saw it was she whom I had come to 
seek. B y  her side lay an open letter.

When I spoke, she pointed to this, and 
picking it up I read the official tidings of 
the death of her son on the battle-field 
of Flanders. Private Robert Weaver 
had been the only son of his mother, and 
she a widow since the days of his baby
hood. These two had been an enigma 
to the village ever since they came to it 
as strangers twenty years ago, Mrs. 
Weaver wearing her widow's black, Robert 
a fair-haired child of four, with dreamy 
blue eyes and the face of a cherub.

The woman gave the impression of 
having been embittered by some trouble 
or hardness in her lot.

She soon indicated that she wished to 
have as little as possible to do with
anyone in S ------ -; she withstood all
advances, barely returned her neighbours'
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greetings, and never noticed the little 
children who smiled up into her face.

And her own child—the relationship 
between herself and her own boy was a 
mystery to the simple homely mothers 
of the village. The child was well cared 
for, no boy was better fed, and clothed, 
than he, and he was never ill-used; but 
the mother showed no trace of love for 
him, she always treated him coldly, and 
repelled any advances on his part.

Robert was sensitive, and while yet 
a little lad, thus repulsed, he withdrew 
within himself, and the kindly souls
of S------would remark that in his eyes was
the pensive expression of a motherless 
child.

As Robert grew to manhood, the re
straint between them became more and 
more marked. Now and again he tried 
to break through it, but he failed utterly ; 
he resigned himself to what he felt was 
inevitable. Their life was a loveless 
one, to all outward appearing.

Then came the war. Robert was one 
of the first to join the colours, and, after 
after a short training, he went with 
his regiment to France.

His mother showed no sign of feeling 
at parting from him, though she was 
careful to do what she could for his com
fort. She received dutiful letters from 
him at intervals, but he never came home 
on leave. Now, after long months, he 
had made the supreme sacrifice.

As I stood helpless by the huddled 
figure, trying to think of some word of 
comfort, she held out to me a letter

bidding me read it. I t  was from her son, 
he had written it just before the engage
ment in which he lost his life, under the 
strong presentiment that he would not 
come through, and it had been found in 
his pocket, with instructions that, in that 
case, it should be sent to his mother.

In it he poured out his soul, all the 
pent-up feeling of a lifetime was revealed. 
He told his mother how he had longed 
always to show his love for her, how he 
had hungered for some sign of affection 
from her. He reminded her of efforts 
he had made, which had been met by 
her with coldness. But there was no 
word of reproach, only a last, lingering 
expression of his own deep love for her.

And what he had failed to do in his 
life he accomplished in his death. The 
mother’s heart was broken, the pride and 
coldness banished for ever. When the 
exceeding bitterness of her sorrow was 
passed, the sting of her remorse somewhat 
less keen, it was a different woman who 
took up the threads of life again.

Now, where help and comfort are 
needed, in the homes of her neighbours, 
she is to be found ; her days are filled 
with deeds of mercy. She is the friend 
of little children, the adviser of those in 
difficulties, the sympathetic consoler of 
those in trouble.

Again, as I think upon this, I remember 
the fragrant lilies, and realize anew that 
the life laid down can never have been 
in vain, that the promise can never fail— 
“ . . . if it die, itbringeth forth much fruit.” 

Amy M. Leake.



The Stranger Guest
A Christmas Story

By Cecil R. Bernard

IT  was Christmas Eve—a real old- 
fashioned Christmas Eve. The snow 
lay white and thick upon the ground, 
and overhead the stars shone with a 
frosty radiance out of a cloudless

sky.
Away in the east a new star shone forth 

with dazzling brilliance. It  had only 
appeared during the past week, and 
astronomers talked learnedly of the col
lision between two dead worlds. The 
people, however, to whom the secrets of 
space were a closed book, had other views 
on the matter, and more than one man 
and woman, as they hurried through their 
final shopping, remarked to their com
panions how nearly twenty centuries ago a 
star had shone forth with like brilliance, 
heralding the advent of a Saviour and 
Redeemer to mankind.

The grand-looking old man with the 
silver hair was very weary, and as he 
walked he leaned heavily on his stout, 
oaken staff. But in spite of his fatigue 
his eyes shone brightly from beneath his 
snowy eyebrows, scanning with a searching 
glance the faces of the passers-by. At last 
he appeared to find what he was seeking, 
for he went up to a fashionably dressed 
man, and said :

“ Excuse me, sir, but can you direct 
me to the Kingdom of Heaven ? ”

“ The—Kingdom of Heaven ! ” gasped 
the exquisite. “ I  say—haw ! haw !— 
that’s a tall order, you know! The 
Kingdom of Heaven ! W ell! That takes 
the cake ! Ha ! Ha !—” and he walked 
on laughing immoderately.

The old man sighed, and took up his 
vigil again, seeming as he did so to grow 
older and more weary than before.

Presently a young woman came hurry
ing along the pavement. Her face was 
white, and drawn with misery, and every 
now and then a big tear welled up and 
coursed down her thin cheeks.

The old man stopped her and, as before, 
said, “ Can you tell me where I  shall find 
the Kingdom of Heaven ? ”

“ The Kingdom of Heaven ! You’re 
looking for it in the wrong place down 
here, mister,” said the girl. “ Ask me for 
the Kingdom of Hell, and I can direct 
you straight to its chief devil who lives 
just round the comer. Christmas Eve,” 
she sobbed, “ and he has turned me out 
because I  can’t pay the re n t! ” And 
crying bitterly she went on her way.

Two great tears rolled down the 
wrinkled cheeks of the old man as once 
more he took up his watch. Suddenly 
his eyes brightened. Coming towards him 
with portly carriage was one whose 
raiment proclaimed him a minister of 
Christ’s Church. Surely here was one 
who could give him the much coveted 
information. The old man straightened 
himself, and, stepping briskly up to the 
clergyman, said :

“ You, sir, can surely tell me where I 
shall find the Kingdom of Heaven ? ”

“ The Kingdom of Heaven, my good 
man ! ” exclaimed the clergyman. “ Well, 
really, this is a most inopportune time for 
such questions. You know what Our 
Lord said, ‘ Give unto the poor all that 
thou hast, and follow Me.’ Do this, my 
good man, and you will not fail to reach 
the Kingdom. Also come to my church 
next Sunday, and I will preach a special 
sermon on the subject. Now, really, you 
must excuse me as I  am already late for
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dinner, and, breathing benignity, the 
pillar of the church went his way.

As the clergyman was speaking the old 
man had seemed visibly to age, and now, 
with a sigh of heartrending anguish, he 
tottered away, and leaned for support 
against a neighbouring lamp-post.

Could no one answer his question ? At 
this especial time of the year when the 
world was celebrating the Birth of Christ, 
was there no one to tell him what he so 
longed to know? Y es! Surely this 
radiant girl being handed out of a 
brougham by a man in evening dress 
could tell him. Such beauty as hers must 
of a certainty cover a pure and holy spirit. 
He hurried forward, and reached her just 
as she was about to enter the door of a 
brilliantly lit house. Timidly he touched 
her on the arm.

“ Lady ! "  he said. “ Can you tell me 
the way to the Kingdom of Heaven ? ’’ 

The girl stared, and then with a giggle 
looked up at the man by her side. He 
touched his forehead, and, with a meaning 
look to the girl, handed the old man 
half-a-crown which dropped unheeded 
from his nerveless hand. Then the door 
closed, letting escape as it did so a silvery 
peal of girlish laughter. With a groan the 
old man sank down on the doorstep and 
buried his face in his hands.

“ Here, move on ! ” said a policeman, 
shaking him roughly by the shoulder.
“ I can’t have you loitering here.” With 
tottering footsteps the old man went away. 
What mattered it whither when there was 
no one who could answer his question ?

Presently a young man turned into the 
street and came briskly towards him. He 
was so very young that he still almost 
believed in Father Christmas. Yet he had 
a girl wife waiting for him at home, 
wherefore he walked fast, and as he walked 
he whistled softly the tune of some old 
Christmas ballad. Under one arm he 
carried a goose done up in newspaper, 
whilst from the other dangled a bulging 
string bag. From one of his pockets 
peeped the end of the parcel containing 
his simple, yet—because of the sentiments 
conveyed thereby—priceless offering to 
his bride.

The old man stood still leaning heavily 
on his stick. He would make one last 
effort. Perhaps this poor young clerk, 
who, nevertheless, radiated all the joyous
ness of youth, could answer his question. 
So pathetic looked the old man standing 
all alone in the snow-covered road that the 
young man came to an abrupt stop in 
front of him, and asked him if there were 
anything he could do for him.

“ Yes,” answered the old man. “ If 
you would tell me where to find the 
Kingdom of Heaven I should be very 
grateful."

“ The Kingdom of Heaven ! ” replied 
the young man. “ I fear I  am hardly fit 
to guide you there. But if you will come 
with me I will take you to my home 
which is as like Heaven as an earthly 
paradise can be,” and he laughed joyously 
as, tucking the goose under the arm 
already laden with the string bag, he gave 
his free arm to support his guest.

“ I  have a little wife,” he said, as they 
walked along, “ and she will be so very 
glad to see you. She is one of God's 
angels sent down to earth.”

The old man smiled. He seemed to have 
cast off all his weariness and languor. He 
carried himself erect, and his steps were 
firmer.

“ This is our first Christmas together,” 
continued the young man, “ and we are 
going to be children again, and have a 
rare good time. It  will give us such 
pleasure for you to share our happi
ness.”

As he spoke he stopped in front of a 
tiny house the door of which opened at 
the same moment, revealing a young girl, 
clad in white, framed in the setting of a 
tiny hall decked with holly and ever
green.

“ Girlie ! ” said the young man. “ I 
have brought you a Christmas visitor.” 
And he stood aside for the old man to 
enter.

“ Come in ! ” cried the girl, extending 
a welcoming hand. “ You poor people ! 
Why ! you must be perished with cold,” 
and, leading the old man into the sitting 
room, she seated him in an arm-chair 
before the fire.
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Supper was already laid, and in a few 
moments all three were seated round the 
table. For awhile they ate in silence. 
Then the old man began to speak. As he 
talked he gradually won the attention of 
his audience until they were listening 
spellbound. He spoke of all the countries 
of the world, not as a casual tourist, but 
as one who had lived the lives of the 
different peoples, entering into all their 
joys and sorrows. Often he moved the 
two to tears, for, of necessity, his words 
dealt more with sorrows than with joys. 
Chiefly he spoke of the countless millions 
in the East, of their ignorance and misery, 
and of the plagues and famines which 
assailed them. Or he would depict with 
burning words the selfishness of the W est; 
how most men strove to live at the 
expense of their brothers, and to gain 
rank and riches by treading the helpless 
and unfortunate into the mire, little 
heading the divine precept, “ Love thy 
neighbour as thyself.”

So long did he talk that it was eleven 
o’clock before the little house was in 
darkness, the one spare room being 
occupied by the stranger guest.

As the young husband and wife slept a 
dream came to them. I t  seemed to them 
that the stranger guest entered their 
room, and going to the window drew aside 
the curtains and gazed out into the night. 
As he gazed his age dropped from him as 
a mantle. His form straightened, his face 
grew young, and his eyes kindled with a 
more than earthly radiance. Then, turn
ing towards the sleepers, he pointed with 
his right hand to the new star which 
shone in through the window.

“ The Kingdom of Heaven is within 
you,” he said, in a voice that seemed to 
echo round the world. “ For I was 
hungry and you fed me, I was a stranger 
and you took me in.”

As he finished speaking the bells pealed 
out across the great city heralding another 
Christmas morn. At the glad chimes the 
sleepers awoke. All was still in the tiny 
house, but the curtains across the window 
had been drawn aside revealing to their 
eyes the new star in all its glory. Without 
a word the young husband went across 
the passage, and looked into the spare 
room. The bed was untouched. The 
Stranger Guest had gone.

GOLDEN MOMENTS

^ T H E R E  are moments in everyone’s life when something of the breath of reality 
i  seems to be wafted to him from the mountain peaks of the eternal. Such moments 

come and are gone ; they are not at the command of the w ill; but, when they depart, 
they leave an ineffaceable memory behind them. Their intrinsic value fax tianscends 
the long succession of hours governed by ordinary thinking and feeling. Brief though 
they be they stand o u t; and, for the retrospective mind, they are the authoritative 
experiences of life. So true is it that quality, and not quantity or duration, is the 
standard by which we instinctively estimate all which pertains to our inner conscious
ness. A moment of insight is worth years of clouded vision ; a touch of ecstasy far 
outweighs a long succession of mere pleasures. Dimly we realise the truth that the leal 
life of every one of us is out of time and space, and is measured by other dimensions 
than those with which we are familiar in our physical day-to-day existence.

From  a Student’s Note-Book.



Thoughts on the Times
WHAT THE WORLD NEEDS

THE POST-WAR CALL TO MEN AND WOMEN OF GOOD W ILL

I
T  was inevitable that the European 
War should bring about a condi
tion of life in which very many 
thinking Europeans should be 
moved anxiously to ponder the 

question: “ What’s wrong with the
World ? ”

For more than four years the major 
part of Europe, and of the New World, 
was involved in a struggle of quite unpre
cedented desperateness and ferocity, in 
which the issue seemed to be nothing 
less than the destruction or the salvation 
of all that had so far been accomplished 
in the direction of civilisation and freedom. 
A world dominated by victorious Prussian 
militarism would have been a world of 
little hope and no liberty for the sort of 
men and women who read the Herald 
o f the Star and serve its aims. And some 
there are who, in the present phase of 
reactionary weariness and unrest, are 
too faint-hearted to be able to discern 
much light or hope in the conditions 
to which we have so far emerged 
from out the bloody wrack and infernal 
chaos of 1918. But that is the fault 
rather of the observer than of the 
conditions, and is evidence, not so much 
of blackness in the prospect as of nerve 
strain and short-sightedness in the student. 
In  our world’s mortal sickness the crisis 
was passed in November, 1918; but the 
sickness had endured for more than four 
years, and not even convalescence, to 
say nothing of complete restoration, 
could be attained by the mere signing of 
treaties. Convalescence is with us now, 
now that we approach the end of the first 
post-war y ear; and convalescence is 
notoriously a period of irritability and 
uneasy fluctuation. As renewed health 
succeeds convalescence, in the second 
post-war year, we may hope for useful 
foundation-laying activity in the much

discussed work of reconstruction. What 
then of our needs and prospects in the 
gradually reconstructed world that is to 
be when poor, battered, bleeding Europe 
is, so to say, “ getting about ” again ?

The problems, spiritual, psychological 
and material, are very numerous, and 
some of them are undoubtedly for
midable. To attempt to examine them 
(let alone to suggest solutions for them) 
in a brief article would be presumptuous 
folly. But of them all, of the conditions 
producing them and of the ends to be 
aimed at in their solution, it is possible 
that even in this space something useful 
may be said ; and this for the simple 
reason that the question of mankind’s 
attitude and frame of mind in approaching 
them are of crucial and permanent 
importance. Upon this alone, upon the 
mere frame of mind and condition of 
spirit in which we approach the problems 
of the second post-war year, will depend 
whole stages of progress and happiness 
or stagnation and suffering, not for our
selves only, but for our children and for 
their’s. This is not a figure of speech, 
but a statement of exact fact.

Comprehendingly appreciated, the 
thought is one to give pause even to the 
least reflective among the many mere 
spenders of money, time and emotion. 
It should command the earnest, striving 
concentration of all men and women of 
good will, and more particularly of every 
reader of this journal.

Those who fought for us in this war, 
as well as those who remained at home 
to plan and to administer, were able to 
think, and at tunes were richly inspired 
as to vision. One of them, in writing 
home shortly before the Armistice, said :—
“ Like the rest of Europe I suppose we 
shall come out of the war bankrupt of 
our accumulated savings ; pretty nearly
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paupers so far as money is concerned. 
But financial bankruptcy would be a 
small matter, if we could emerge from 
Armageddon endowed with a genuine 
spirit of brotherhood ; if we could carry 
on into the Peace the community spirit 
and the team work that we have suc
cessfully evolved in the War. I  wonder 
shah we do it, or will the old petty 
sectionalism reappear and rule again .

Those three homely little sentences are 
quoted here because, fully understood 
they embody a complete indication ot 
policy ; they place before us in the fewest 
possible words the factor which is more 
vitally important than any othei in this 
vitally important question of how we 
should approach the problems of recon
struction. And, manifold and complex 
though those problems may be, they 
will assuredly be solved and rightly 
solved, if only we who have survived 
the War can approach their solution 
and the foundation-laying of the new 
order in the light of the spirit indicated 
by that officer’s letter. Financial bank
ruptcy would be a small matter, he 
wrote; and so it would, for a people 
endowed with the spirit of genuine 
brotherhood. If  we can sweep away 
sectionalism, and tackle the great task 
before us as members o f  one fa m ily ;  it 
we can lay aside all egoism, all merely 
individual ends, forgetting the petty 
divisions of class and party, and con- 
centrating single-heartedly upon the com
mon weal, each for all and all for each, 
l'i icre need be no shadow of fear or doubt 
as to the result, for the Peace will be real 
and enduring, the post-war world will be 
secure, our children will be saved from 
much misery, to enjoy an order based 
more truly than any that we knew before 
the W ar; and the process of our evolution 
toward the light will be substantially 
advanced. There must be unity and 
community. There must be an end of 
the primitive, tribal selfishness of mere 
sectionalism.

Unfortunately, there have been bitter 
outbreaks of sectionalism during the 
first post-Armistice year. Russia presents 
the cruellest example of them all, for

there men have made of their earth a 
hell, in the effort to wrest profit for one 
section out of the destruction of another 
section. With this ghastly lesson before 
their eyes mankind might well be moved 
to answer in the right way the speculation 
of the officer who, writing from the 
murderous turmoil of the fighting line 
in France, so truly said that financial 
bankruptcy would be a small evil if we 
could face the future in a spirit of genuine 
brotherhood. But in England also 
sectionalism of the self-seeking sort has 
been rampant, among the employed, and 
individualistic egoism of the baser, money- 
grubbing kind among the employer class. 
The contemplation of war-made fortunes— 
blood-money, it has not unnaturally 
been called—has roused the bitterest 
kind of animosity against the newly rich. 
The newly poor, of the middle classes, 
have been sorely tried by the reduction 
in value of their incomes. And it must 
be admitted that the division of the 
community which groups itself proudly 
under the head of Labour has, more than 
any other, shown itself inclined rather 
toward sectionalism than the service of 
the common weal. But those who are 
inclined to judge harshly of Labour 
because of this, because it displays more 
of sectionalism and class hostility than 
any other division of the community 
now shows, would do well to consider 
seriously the history of Labour during, 
say, the period between 1775 and 1825, 
for example, and to remember, humbly, 
that we none of us can separate ourselves 
from our history, or escape the penalties 
of our forebears’ misdeeds and mistakes. 
Upon its side, it is urgently necessary 
that. Labour should—should grow, develop, 
broaden its outlook, and put away 
finally the obsolete pettiness of class 
antagonism. To a large extent this has 
been accomplished in the newer lands : 
America, Australasia. Where tried and 
assured confidence is, defiant assertive
ness must needs be foolishly out of place, 
besides being mischievous.

Finally, in this most momentous period 
of history upon which we enter with the 
close of the present year, let us bear
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steadily in mind the central truth that 
self-seeking will mean inevitable failure 
and probable destruction ; whilst sincere 
service of the common weal, community 
of service, forgetfulness of self in the

determination to build and labour for 
the benefit of our fellowmen, will as 
certainly bring success, progress, and 
true Peace. No other course will serve 
our need.

THE NEW YOUNG PEOPLE

'T H E  older generation will probably 
never fully understand the new race, 

that looks out upon the world with 
“ eyes of youth.” It  is an old story ; the 
elders have ever been at a loss, even Jane 
Austen’s correct young people, who seem 
so exceptionally sedate and scrupulous, 
fell short of grace in the sight of their 
parents, and so backwards through time 
immemorial. But to-day the question 
has a thousand complications, hitherto 
unknown ; for the last five years have 
hurried boys and girls into premature 
manhood and womanhood, with bewilder
ing results. Yet the situation carries 
the germs of hope.

The elders stand perplexed before that 
impetuous new brood, with its courage, 
its curious wisdom and experience, its 
paradoxical assumption of ripeness, 
coupled with a gracious yet somewhat 
pathetic survival of childhood, betrayed 
in mad extravagances and headlong 
pleasures. Small wonder that the balance 
was upset. When the boy, just turned 
eighteen, went forth to war, he made, 
in one stride, a progress that would other
wise have been the gradual work of 
years. When he returned, his father 
recognised that old methods of guidance 
would serve no longer, for although his 
son did not presume, yet there was that 
about him which bespoke a creature 
refashioned after a pattern hitherto 
unknown. He had seen things and endured 
things of which his father had no know
ledge. In certain respects, his experience 
of life was deeper. The boy that was 
returned no more, yet he came back not 
altogether a m an; odd remnants of 
boyishness remained, accentuated to a 
strange whimsicality, almost out of place 
in the manly setting. Pieces of him only

proclaimed the m an ; the suddenly 
arrested boy looked out at times, distorted. 
This new being was a paradox, an enigma, 
compact of wisdom and freakish folly 
and withal a little unstable. Yet so 
developed was he, on a broad survey, 
that to hold him still in pupillage had 
been absurd, or perilously near an outrage. 
The parent recognised an added respon
sibility. a new problem, for the solution 
of which no precedent appeared in aid. 
Here arose no case for reconstruction, 
but a task purely constructive, on lines 
entirely fresh.

The problem more particularly in view 
here is that of the boy of nineteen, who 
came of military age late in the war and 
saw only a year or less of service. His 
elder brothers, hardened in many cam
paigns, returned men complete, with 
character formed and set, for better or 
worse. But the last classes of young 
conscripts were flung back upon’ their 
homes in an unsatisfactory middle state, 
neither recruits nor veterans, still of an 
age to be governed, to reckon by birth
days alone, yet grown to a mental stature 
that challenged governance of the kind 
appropriate to their years, had the natural 
course of things remained uninterrupted. 
Here stood a new and startling form of 
hobble-de-hoy, efficient in places, sadly 
lacking in others, trained and untrained, 
formed and yet unformed, knowing red, 
raw facts of life and death, whereof he 
spoke seldom or not at all, wise on points, 
with a hidden wisdom, yet “ pleased with 
a rattle, tickled with a straw.” This 
amazing creature set its begetter (after 
the flesh) groping in dark ways to dis
cover such moderating influence as might 
mould and direct without alienating a 
spirit adrift in a world hardly rescued
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from chaos, and itself partaking largely 
of the chaotic.

Definite prescription of a course, educa
tional or professional, would answer no 
longer. The day of parental command 
had passed. “ I will go, if you wish me 
to go ; but ”—here the man looked out 
and gave reasons so cogent, so utterly 
undreamt of by a father’s more limited 
experience of a re-shaping world, that 
they compelled respect. This personality 
must be met on its own ground. Pre-war 
formulae had gone by the board. Youth 
saw with other eyes, knowing what it 
wanted and stating its case independently, 
with facts in support. These the senior 
dared not “ pooh-pooh,” as in former 
times. He had to reserve judgment, 
while he repaired blanks in his own 
information, and so by degrees the pair 
arrived at a modus vivendi, without breach 
or irritation. And the senior had still 
a word to contribute to the debate, 
for, after all, his years count for something, 
and even the new youth, sage as it is 
on occasion, has not compassed the 
whole of wisdom. Yet, just because of 
its rapid development, it is hard to 
handle, ultra-sensitive and easily derailed.

In some cases another handicap appears, 
that of too early disillusionment. Not 
infrequently the boy who went out to 
war full of enthusiasm has returned with 
enthusiasm quenched or in suspense. 
He suffers from moral shell-shock, as it 
were, and seems incapable of directing 
his energies. Such an one may have 
possessed some special capability, which 
he put at the service of his country, only 
to find that a blind system disregarded 
his aptitudes and flung him into unsuitable 
tasks. One whose health denied him a

commission in a technical corps, where 
he had hoped before the war to find his 
life-work, voluntarily entered its humblest 
ranks with an official certificate of special 
mechanical skill in one branch, only to be 
used for the roughest labour and forced 
to carry heavy loads when strangling with 
respiratory trouble. He returned, with 
his old physical disorder confirmed, and 
a new and disturbing mental disorder. 
The old keenness was dead, the Corps, 
to which from early boyhood he had so 
eagerly aspired, had become a mockery. 
For months he could settle to nothing. 
He was the victim of a shattered ideal, 
a creature astray, vocationless. The case 
is not singular. Such require a more than 
mortal wisdom for their healing.

Under a multitude of forms this malaise 
of the young generation, ensnared and 
sacrificed by war, declares itself. The 
conflict, it is true, brought out great 
qualities and splendid self-realisation; 
but it has left also a sad wrack of per
versities and anomalies. Only by seeking 
to understand both cause and effect can 
elder people find the true secret of guiding 
the morally shell-shocked towards stability 
and hopeful purpose. That understanding 
is not easy to come by, so much does it 
involve of a tempestuous world which 
those of mature years knew only at 
second-hand, but the task is far from 
desperate. Deftly handled, the patients 
themselves prove the physician’s best 
teachers, and thus old and young arrive 
at a new reciprocity, a new understanding. 
Thus the very accident of these times, 
which seemed to set youth and age more 
cruelly apart than ever, may yet serve 
to bring them into a sympathy such as 
no former epoch has attained.

THE OTHER CHEEK ?
At every trifle scorn to take offence,
That either shows great pride or little sense.

POPE wrote the above lines or some
thing so like them that we shall 

run the risk of being found “ with just 
enough of learning to misquote.” Let us in 
the first instance, of course, agree aboutthe

definition of a trifle. The most of us are 
all willing to overlook what is trifling, but 
who shall decide where the trivial ends 
and the serious begins ? The molehill of 
the sane, clear-sighted man whose con-
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science and digestion are equally sound 
becomes a mountain to the neurotic, the 
super-sensitive, the dyspeptic. Few of us 
have minds that see all round a subject 
and are able to understand even though 
we cannot accept the view-point of our 
opponent. The healthy man finds it hard 
to realise why the unhealthy one should 
be so absurdly sensitive, so hard to please ; 
the invalid is astonished to find that a 
robust frame should be associated with 
what appears to him an utter absence of 
the finer perceptions.

I t  is well to remember that we ourselves, 
strong or weak, fiery or phlegmatic, pre
pare the soil upon which all grievances are 
to be sown, and decide for ourselves 
whether they shall germinate or fail 
utterly to take root. We suffer when we 
are misunderstood or traduced or cheated, 
as in the course of the normal life we are 
all bound to be. Our indignation is often 
born of the keen sense that we deserve 
better treatment, that we have en
deavoured to “ play the game,” that we 
have not sought to deprive any man of 
his rights. We at least ought to have been 
immune from suspicion, from abuse, from 
misunderstanding and from treatment 
that approaches the fraudulent. How 
seldom do we pause to ask why ? Surely, 
if we are to have a clear conscience we 
must be prepared to pay something for it ? 
If we will resist and will keep our more 
primitive emotions tightly reined in, it 
may be that no seeds of anger or passion 
will blossom or bud and fill some corner 
of the mental world with poisonous fruit. 
Rightly considered, he who wrongs us is 
worse off than we are, even though there 
be some material advantage of the wrong
doing. If anger was the cause of the 
affront, we can meet it best with pity, for 
the angry man is the slave of his passions 
and provided he fails to tempt us to a 
response in kind he has harmed only 
himself. Was it malice or avarice that led 
to our being wronged ? We may be 
rightly advised to resist, it may be 
imperative to defend our rights, but we 
may at least do it with a very minimum of 
emotion. There is no attitude that others 
can take up to our hurt if and while we

remain the master of our fate, the captain 
of our soul. We may well pity those who 
have wittingly done us wrong, because 
whether they hurt us or fail to do so, they 
are at least certain to have hurt them
selves. They have broken the Law and it 
will vindicate itself ; they have incurred 
a penalty of which not all our forgive
ness will avail to relieve them.

It is well to remember that however 
peacefully we endeavour to go about our 
work in the world, we shall not escape 
from either enmity, censure or mis
understanding. They are a part of the 
life we share. The best we can do is to rise 
above them. At first the effort is a very 
hard one, for injustice has an evil habit of 
taking us unawares. We have approached 
people without suspicion, we have believed 
and trusted in them, and on a sudden they 
fail us utterly. What wonder, then, if we 
wish to proclaim the perfidy of mankind 
from the housetops, if we summon our 
remaining friends to bear witness that we 
are greatly wronged. What a shock to 
find they care not at all ! They are right. 
The work of the world would be seriously 
disturbed if we were to pause to agitate 
against all life’s little injustices.

We know a man who has contrived to 
control a fiery temper that earned him in 
those days, when he was green in judg
ment, the title of “ the pepper-pot.” 
Marcus Aurelius brought him healing. 
He is not a reader, but once, in seaside 
lodgings, under stress of bad weather, he 
was reduced to books, and the Meditations 
chanced to be on a shelf. After that time 
he never engaged in a quarrel. Once or 
twice, when he felt he had been sorely 
wronged, he wrote some letters full of 
bitterness and invective, sealed them and 
locked them up. A month later he would 
open and read these fiery epistles, and be 
very glad they had remained unposted. 
As time went on even the inclination to 
write such protests died away, and within 
a couple of years of his death he could say 
that he thought he had no enemies, and 
that, if he had, he asked their pardon.

The truth is that, though many injuries 
are worth a protest and some may call for 
action to obtain redress, there is nothing
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that is worth malice or ill-will, because 
each of these feelings injures the possessor. 
I t  is bad enough to be injured, ill-treated, 
slighted, to suffer evil in return for good ; 
it is far worse to suffer further by acquiring 
a diseased state of mind. Anger in all its 
varied forms is a disease, and he who 
succeeds in infecting us has done an injury 
that must last until we can summon up the 
will power that alone brings healing. Those 
who injure us do so of our own free w ill; 
before a true sense of perspective the worst 
efforts of our ill-wishers lose all their 
significance. For all who believe that life 
is a recurrent phenomenon, and that the 
present is no more than one in a long cycle 
of lives, there is the certain knowledge 
that none can do us harm. We can hurt 
ourselves, and we shall do this the more 
dangerously according as we take the 
efforts of others seriously.

This mental attitude is not grasped 
without difficulty by the average man, 
but none will question the reward it brings 
to those who have grasped it. The vision 
of material good becomes dim, the things 
that appeared to matter are seen to have 
but little worth. Malevolence becomes a 
mere fantasy, an aberration, it cannot 
rouse to anger though it may stir to regret. 
Only when passions have been dismissed

and we are the masters of ourselves we 
begin to live and then the wider and 
deeper aspects of life come within the 
range of our vision.

There are truths that pass glittering 
down the ages and yet only a few people 
see them. Marcus Aurelius could deliver 
his message to a conventional twentieth 
century mind that discovered it by 
accident. There were whole ages in which 
revenge was esteemed rather than con
demned, the lex talionis was of common 
acceptance. Walter Savage Landor gave 
the truth a new facet when he wrote his 
own epitaph, beginning “ I  strove with 
none, for none was worth my strife. He 
did but put the old thought into a new form.

There may be a few who will turn the 
other cheek, who being robbed of one 
garment will offer another. We cannot 
hope to reach this high standard of 
achievement, nor is it necessary. Suffice 
it to resist anger, to shun controversy, to 
preserve as best we may the love of love, 
the hate of hate. Then if we lack the 
positive virtues of the saint we have the 
consolation at least that we have done 
nothing to poison the mental atmosphere 
in which we and those who have injured us 
dwell together, brethren whether we will 
or no.

NOTICE TO CONTRIBUTORS.

The series o f  “ Thoughts on the Times ” will be continued throughout next year, and will 
be open to all contributors who care to send in suitable articles. I  he widest range o f subjects 
is admissible. Articles should not exceed 1,500 words in length. E d it o r .



From a Country Study
Some Notes on Life and Letters 

By S. L . Bensusan

W
HEN the horses are stolen 
or strayed, somebody locks 
the stable door; now that 
war has devastated Europe 
and laid no small part of it 

in ruins that are moral as well as physical, 
there is a keen search for the first causes 
of the catastrophe. Perhaps the most 
illuminating study of the forces that have 
destroyed the hopes of the present genera
tion is Earl Loreburn’s “ How the War 
Came ” (Methuen). The writer is one of 
the greatest living lawyers, and he is 
better able than most to consider the value 
of evidence because that has been his life 
work and it was done well enough to carry 
him to the very topmost pinnacle of 
success. It is not given to many men in 
any century to become Lord Chancellor 
of England, and, though the supply has 
been more generous of late years than 
appeared possible when Lord Halsbury 
looked like holding the office until the end 
of time, it is still the prize given to the 
very few. We may expect, then, from 
Earl Loreburn a masterly summing up of 
all the evidence afforded by Iris authorities. 
Those official books that recall in their 
multi-coloured wrappers the Coat of the 
Patriarch—British and German White 
Books, French Yellow, Russian Orange, 
Belgian Grey, Serbian Blue and Austro- 
Hungarian Red Books—supply the facts, 
and Lord Loreburn, having marshalled 
them with great skill and fairness, draws 
inferences that will command the respect 
and the agreement of most unbiassed 
readers.

The result is an indictment of secret 
diplomacy that every Member of Parlia
ment and every candidate for membership 
of the House might ponder. I am not

sure that an examination in the principles 
set out should not be a condition precedent 
to candidature. It is almost beyond the 
reach of doubt that, had we possessed an 
open and avowed foreign policy to which 
Parliament was a consenting party, there 
would have been no war in 1914. Unfor
tunately, Mr. Asquith, Lord Haldane and 
Lord Grey of Falloden (then Sir Edward 
Grey, and so referred to in the following 
comments) committed this country to a 
policy of agreement with France, and did 
not even take the rest of the Cabinet into 
their confidence. There were conversa
tions with Belgium as early as 1906 show
ing that London and Brussels were dis
cussing contingencies that could only be 
met in the fashion proposed if France were 
a consenting party. Gradually as the 
years passed Franco-German relations 
grew more strained. British policy moved 
steadily in directions where Franco- 
Russian assistance was as certain as 
German opposition was sure. The group
ing of the Great Powers of Europe, 
nebulous though it may have appeared at 
first, found definite shape by slow degrees, 
but neither Lord Haldane, Sir Edward 
Grey nor Mr. Asquith took any steps to 
instruct the people. To be sure, Lord 
Haldane prepared the groundwork for 
building up an army. He went to Berlin 
and endeavoured to remove by friendly 
negotiation the standing dangers to peace, 
while on all occasions Sir Edward was 
courteous, correct and peaceful. But, as 
one gathers from Lord Lorebum’s pitiless 
exposure, the triumvirate never prepared 
to back up their own policy. On August 
3rd, 1914, Sir Edward Grey could say in 
the House of Commons, “ We have taken 
no engagements with regard to sending
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an expeditionary armed force out of the 
country.” His policy had been wholly 
unaccompanied by national precautions, 
he and his two fellow culp—•—let us say 
colleagues, had been content to believe 
that they could ride on the whirlwind and 
direct the storm that scattered their hopes 
and good intentions. We might have 
answered for France, we could not answer 
for Russia, and, as Lord Loreburn says, 
“ we went to war unprepared in a Russian 
quarrel because we were tied to France in 
the dark.” I t  would seem to be Lord 
Loreburn’s opinion that the Kaiser and the 
great leaders of Germany’s new commerce 
were opposed to war, but, if this is so, they 
were quite unable to stand up against the 
Generals. The Zabern incident had shown 
that German militarism was not popular 
with the Reichstag, that the day might 
not be far distant when there would be no 
more room for it in the scheme of German 
national life. A great world victory might 
give militarism a century of renewed 
authority, a world defeat would merely 
anticipate that which, failing a victory, 
appeared to be inevitable. Above all, and 
this is a point that Lord Loreburn brings 
out quite clearly, German militarism was 
prepared to gamble on British neutrality, 
in  the last weeks of peace we see Sir 
Edward in non-committal mood ; he is 
unable to state his intentions, he will do 
nothing, but asks that no inferences may 
be drawn from inactivity. He cannot say 
what manner of advice he will offer his 
distracted country, he reserves Iris rights, 
nobody must depend upon him, he will 
make no engagements, long-tried friends 
and potential foes must stand aloof from 
this Foreign Minister—a much harassed, 
deeply perplexed, undecided man to whom 
the fateful hour brought no clear call. A 
severe critic once said that the late Lord 
Salisbury was a lath painted to look like 
iron. Such a description, harsh though it 
sound, and unjust as it was in relation to 
him of whom it was uttered, is not in
adequate here, even though we grant the 
difficulties and the tireless efforts made at 
the eleventh hour to find a way to peace. 
There were moments when success and 
failure trembled in the balance. Sir

Maurice de Bunsen, most expert of 
diplomats, could write “ A few days delay 
might in all probability have saved 
Europe from one of the greatest calamities 
in history.” German war leaders would 
run no risks of peace, and their ultimatum 
to Russia unloosed the dogs of war. This 
is old history, but Lord Loreburn shows 
how completely unfitted were the men at 
the helm to face the worst issues. When 
the torches were already alight, we find 
King George writing to M. Poincare that 
“ his Government would continue to 
discuss freely and frankly any point which 
might arise of interest to our two nations 
with M. Cambon.” Who, one wonders, 
asked the King to sign so fatuous and ill- 
written a note ? One of the men who had 
sown in 1905 the seed that took more than 
four years of bloody war to harvest ? What 
could the recipient have thought of it—if 
no covering letter were sent ?

On August 1st, 1914, we find Sir Edward 
Grey discovering that any attempt to 
infringe the neutrality of Belgium would 
affect feeling in this country, but even at 
that late hour he might have saved the 
situation by telling Germany that, if 
France was attacked, Great Britain would 
enter the lists on the French side. As it 
was, Sir Edward was forced to tell the 
House of Commons that, while no binding 
treaty existed calling us to the aid of our 
nearest neighbour across the Channel, 
every instinct of moral worth demanded 
that we should not leave her in the lurch. 
“ We were constrained,” says Lord Lore- 
bum explicitly and remorselessly, “ to 
enter upon that war whether Belgium 
were invaded or not.” But, and this is 
one of the worst charges to be brought 
against Mr. Asquith, Lord Haldane and 
Sir Edward, “ when the time came there 
was nothing to start on. No machinery, 
in many cases no raw material, no men 
accustomed to the work.” General Mahon 
wrote these words a few months ago. It 
was his duty, when war set Europe ablaze, 
to tour the country and expedite by every 
possible means the supplies of ammuni
tion. “ None of the politicians had 
thought of accumulating reserves of guns, 
rifles or ammunition sufficient to enable
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rapid expansion of strength if such 
became necessary, and we axe told that 
they knew it would be necessary.” In 
short, our leaders exposed us to a maximum 
of risk with a minimum of preparation.

Lord Lorebum passes with becoming 
gravity to the most deplorable side of the 
situation. We went into the war with 
clean hands, we were forced to become a 
party to foul agreements, to schemes of 
greed and rapine that put our boasted 
virtues to the blush, and in the end we 
appear to have reconciled ourselves to the 
inevitable. We have found consolation 
for ourselves in the largest possible share 
of the booty. Russian demands, French, 
Italian, Greek, Rumanian claims—to all 
or most of these we were forced to become 
consenting parties, so that there is no small 
danger that Peace, whenever ratified, will 
find the world still full of unsettlement, 
injustice and unrest. Public patriotism 
and private jobbery are a bad pair to run 
in double harness. The brave, enduring, 
ignorant rank and file of Europe have paid 
for secret diplomacy with a war that not 
one man per thousand of belligerent 
populations can be said to have desired.

These melancholy facts serve to point 
Lord Lorebum’s moral, which is that, 
unless we are prepared for a renewal of 
world tragedy, for the utter desolation of 
all that remains to-day of the wasted 
fabric of civilisation, we must put an 
end for all time to secret diplomacy. It 
has made world war inevitable, it has 
parcelled out the world without regard to 
am? principles that commend themselves 
to honest men. It must go. All lovers 
of peace and sanity will be performing a 
public service by enlarging the area of 
Lord Lorebum’s appeal. For it is made 
by a man who stands far above suspicion.

*  *  *

The Education and Research Society of 
St. Philip’s Settlement, in Sheffield, in
stituted, in the autumn of 1916, an inquiry 
into “ the adequacy of the Adult Manual 
Workers (of Sheffield) for the discharge of 
their responsibilities as Heads of House
holds, Producers and Citizens.” The Re
port, under the title of “ The Equipment

of the Workers,” has been published by 
George Allen & Unwin, Ltd., a firm 
that would appear to have taken the lead 
in the output of sane studies of social 
reform. The main interest lies in the 
conclusions of the inquirers, and these, 
oddly, but inevitably, follow immediately 
upon the preface. Three chapters, “ The 
Great Education,” “ The Method of 
Investigation," and “ Classification,” are 
of great value, and, though the extensive 
and intensive studies of individual cases 
that follow are real human documents, 
they do not present surprises to students 
of life in large towns, being little more and 
little less than the average observer would 
expect. The special interest in the opening 
chapters is derived from the fact that the 
authors of the inquiry, though avowedly 
revolutionary in aim, have an uncanny 
honesty. I say uncanny, because it is 
hard to understand how they could have 
taken all the pains their book reveals in 
order to demolish what would appear to 
be their own pet theories. They think a 
revolution is necessary to make a new 
England ; evolution is a train stopping at 
all stations, and they demand an express. 
They accept, without a smile and as a 
serious utterance worthy of regard, the 
statements of colliers, raihvaymen and 
engineers who prophesied Revolution half
way through the war, declared they were 
“ fed up," that the workers would stop the 
struggle, as though by declaring that it 
interested them no longer. Yet they 
came to the conclusion, as early as page 
13, that the well-equipped men and 
women workers, about 25 per cent, of the 
whole, would make intelligent demands; 
and that the inadequately equipped 75 per 
cent, do not know definitely what they 
want and do not possess “ much willing
ness for self-discipline and patient en
deavour.” They are not regarded as 
“ capable of responsible and thoughtful 
participation in political and industrial 
affairs.” The real truth is summed up 
(page 15), “ the ultimate sources of human 
life and progress are in spiritual things ; 
that what is the matter with the poor (and 
the rich) is spiritual poverty; and that 
the fundamental solution of the problems
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ahead of us is education.” From thinkers 
who are frankly advanced this is a most 
valuable concession to the logic of facts, 
and no mere party men would have set it 
down. Again, we get sound sense in the 
following (page 28) : “ It  is only by
putting new ideas into people’s heads 
and new virtues into their hearts that 
civilisation can be fundamentally and 
permanently improved.” Of the mal- 
equipped class, the lowest grade, the 
investigators write, “ Could all the mem
bers be segregated but plentifully supplied 
with whatever material goods they de
manded, it looks as if in twelve months 
they would drink, gamble, lie, steal, 
murder and rob themselves to extinction. 
Were Sheffield freed of their presence, 
many thousands of policemen, Poor Law' 
officers, medical men, social workers and 
others engaged in combating disease, dirt, 
destitution, vice and crime, would have 
little or nothing to do.” If any people, 
who had not declared themselves in favour 
of the most advanced views and were not 
regarded with respect by serious workers, 
had written in these terms of any section 
of the manual labourers of any great city 
what would have been said of them ? It 
is right to add that the mal-equipped are 
represented as forming no more than five 
to eight per cent, of the population, a low 
percentage enough when we consider the 
pressure of life in the great industrial 
centres, the few opportunities of making 
progress, the many temptations to take 
the downward roads. The picture palaces, 
the public houses, are the limits of their 
horizon; their life is destitute of ideals, 
and they are in some sort of blind revolt 
against the drudgery that provides the 
means by which they live. But it is not 
the virtues at the top that need improving 
or the vices at the bottom that can be 
cleared away, it is the vast mass of life 
lying between that needs a stimulus in the 
right direction.

Now, it would be a shameful thing to 
treat the revelations of this remarkable 
work—which, by the way, is the first of a 
promised series—as a pulpit from which to 
harangue the thriftless and the submerged. 
It  seems to me that the true value comes

in the admission it makes both directly 
and by implication that education in its 
widest sense is the one means to the 
desired end. If Sheffield may be taken to 
be typical of the towns of industrial 
England, it follows that there are, roughly, 
25 per cent, of well-equipped, earnest, 
striving men and women who are out to 
make the world better than they found it, 
and are the salt of the earth as it stands 
to-day. There are anything between 
65 and 75 per cent, of inadequately 
equipped men and women who are not 
fitted for any form of responsibility and 
are not competent to assist any form of 
government, though they would be likely 
to hinder one ; and there is the uncertain 
five to eight per cent, that is positively 
or negativelv criminal. Remember that 
the figures are given by people who are 
profoundly dissatisfied with the social 
conditions prevailing, and believe that 
almost any change must be an improve
ment. If they were not thoughtful and 
educated they would be mere demagogues ; 
as things are they are spurred by the 
desire to raise and leaven the mass of their 
fellow citizens, victims all too often of a 
blind and foolish industrialism. They hope, 
in another volume to be called “ The 
Education of the Workers,” to show how 
the existing conditions have been brought 
about, and in yet a third volume, “ The 
Environment of the Workers,” to consider 
the agencies and influences that are 
moulding the personalities of the adult 
“ hand.” Down to the present what they 
have shown us is that the crying need of 
the worker is, in the first instance, for 
considerably better accommodation. There 
were 28,000 people living in tenements 
containing three or fewer rooms, and it 
may be taken for granted that bad accom
modation is one of the most potent sources 
of degradation. After decent houseroom 
there must be decent soul room, space for 
ideals to thrive in, there must be some
thing of an atmosphere in which men and 
women may grow. At present they are 
attracted by the commonest lures, they 
are repelled by responsibility in any form. 
Consequently they are not only unfit to 
exercise authority, they are equally unfit
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to vote, and they are at the mercy of 
people who know how to play upon the 
emotions that are their substitute for 
intellect. The vote of any one of the 
lowest types set out in this report is equal 
to the vote of the cleverest statesman, the 
most learned divine, the most scholarly 
philosopher, the most saintly philan
thropist. Herein lies the gravest danger 
to the commonweal, for it is the custom to 
flatter the ill-equipped and the badly- 
equipped, to assure them that they are the 
proper inheritors of the earth, and that 
they are quite fit to overturn existing 
institutions and “ remould them nearer to 
the heart’s desire.” Yet, if the truth be 
told, ample houseroom, wider education, 
and a proper measure of well-directed 
leisure are the real needs of these people, 
and any attempt to give them what they 
require most would be denounced as an 
outrage against the liberty of the subject. 
It is part of the prevailing cant of the 
times we live in that everybody wishes to 
be taken for an advanced and generous 
thinker, is afraid of being denounced as a 
reactionary, and lacks the courage to 
assert that there is no greater virtue in 
manual than in mental labour. Indeed, 
unless that manual labour be directed to 
the production of food on the land, the 
manual labourer is very likely to be 
inferior to the mental worker ; the factory 
does not ennoble employment, while the 
fields may and frequently do. Certain 
papers and certain groups that propose to 
rise to power on the shoulders of the 
manual workers are siding with the most 
extravagant demands put forward, and 
the general public is a little confused, a 
little hesitant, because it knows that before 
the war Labour seldom received its due. 
This honest, sober and well-considered 
Report seems to suggest that a system of 
sound education, with food for those who 
need it, and a system of housing that 
encourages a healthy fife, would provide 
the best means of paying the debt of the 
comfortable classes to those who have 
brought them comfort. I t  is hard to avoid 
the thought that, among a large number 
of the papers that profess to have the 
interest of the proletariat at heart, “ The

Equipment of the Workers ” will pass 
unnoticed or rebuked. Perhaps it is on 
account of her extreme unpopularity that 
Truth lives at the bottom of a well.

*  *  *

There is something very fascinating 
about the collection of war-time notes 
contributed by that Nestor of literature 
and journalism, Frederic Harrison, to the 
Fortnightly Review, and published by 
Chapman & Hall under the title “ Obiter 
Scripta.” The notes written during the 
last year of the war are published, the 
author tells us, without addition, qualifi
cation or excision. Now, a year after the 
Armistice, thcystill make excellent reading, 
for Mr. Harrison bears lightly his heavy 
burden of years, his judgment is clear, 
and his conviction strong. Some of his 
aphorisms make good reading. Here are 
some : “ Public men must remember 
they have no private life. Two-thirds of a 
statesman is character; and public men, 
just like private men, cannot abolish for 
themselves recognised laws of morals. . . ” 
“ The private life of poets is not so really 
important as that of politicians, whose 
characters we need to know before we 
judge their acts. . . . Happily no man can 
unearth the domestic privacy of Homer.” 

If faith in social order is destroyed 
wealth is sterilised, suspended, destroyed. 
It  melts away as does a snow figure in a 
thaw.”

He quotes Shenstone’s exquisite epitaph:
Heu, quanto minus est 
Cum reliquis versari 

Quam Tui 
Memin isse,

and his own delicate rendering :
Ah ! can the living be to me 
All that I feel remembering thee !

He is old in years but younginenthusiasms.
“ I am an Early Victorian. I  plead 
guilty. . . . The world is to the young. 
Believe how we elders rejoice and admire 
them.” Thinking of Mr. Harrison one is 
reminded of what De Quincey wrote, now 
nearly a hundred years ago, of Bentley :
“ An Indian summer crept stealthily over 
his closing days; a summer less gaudy than
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the mighty summer of the solstice, but 
sweet, golden. . . . ” I  would not suggest 
that his pen has lost its sting, merely that 
time has mellowed his judgment and given 
it a quality that only the years can confer. 
I  like to commend “ Obiter Scripta ” to 
all masters of a quiet hour and a tranquil 
mood. I think the library is the most fitting 
place, and a writer evening, when the log

(T h is  series is

fire burns brightly and the curtains are 
drawn, the proper time. For it is not so 
much in what he says as in what he 
suggests that Mr. Harrison lays us under 
obligation. These suggestions involve 
repeated reference to the shelves that 
house our best friends, and their friendli
ness is never quite so real as on a winter’s 
night at home.

now concluded .)

Two Sonnets
SPIRITU A L HEROISM.

The night’s dark eyes look on heroic deeds 
Not known of men, in solitude performed :
No wave of hot excitement, city stormed ;

No shout of charging throng, nor rushing steeds ;
Nor yet the praise of high Command who heeds ;

Nor bitter cry of women, children mad 
With fear in shipwreck ; nay, nor drowning lad 

Whose mother’s hand for his life intercedes.

In dark and solitary space confined
The lonely spirit struggles on ’gainst fear,

’Gainst all the forces of dark hell combined,
Straining a sweet and distant voice to hear,

While loathsome forms assail the mind of him 
And raging doubts their awful pictures limn.

H IS COMING.

Go forth to tell with joy, Children of Light,
A Saviour comes, another Christ to be,
To save the world from its great darkness. See 

E ’en now his prophet speaks the word with m ight:
“ Come forth into the day ; leave now the night 

Of brooding darkness where is sin : Hear me,
And leave the ways of i l l : I  have the key 

To ope the doors of joy and give you sight.”

Then ring it out aloud, ye sons of men ;
Let others know the joy your heart has borne :

O, now prepare the sacrifice, and when 
He comes again, He shall not be forlorn,

But raised up on high and worshipped then,
Bringing to this sad earth a glorious dawn.

5 5 John A. Palmer.



The Struggle for Social
Justice

Notes for the Month 
By A. E mil Davies, L.C.C.

jA  T  the time these notes are written 
the eyes of the world are 
turned towards the United 

/  %  States, where the same struggle
that in which European 

nations are engaged is proceeding. It may 
take a different shape from that which our 
own conflict assumed, but in its essence 
it is the same—a struggle between those 
who have the hard and disagreeable work 
of every day life, and those who enjoy the 
fruits of a system which condemns the 
majority of their fellows to hard and 
unlovely lives.

T h e  R igh t  to Com bine.

Although at the moment the coal miners 
occupy the centre of the American stage, 
it is the dispute with the iron and steel 
workers which deserves most attention. 
Here the men are fighting for the right to 
have unions and appoint their own leaders 
who shall negotiate on their behalf with 
the employers; and the iron and steel 
magnates, under the lead of Judge Gary, 
the President of the United States Steel 
Corporation, are opposing this demand. 
It  should be noted that it is the United 
Steel Corporation, itself the greatest com
bination of employers in any one industry 
in the w'orld, which will not grant its 
workers the free right to combine. The 
ordinary European student of affairs can 
only stand aghast at this state of affairs, 
which makes him realise how far the 
United States still has to go in labour and 
social matters. In many respects the 
United States is like a giant in a country

with a giant’s resources, but with an 
intellectual development—in this parti
cular domain, at any rate—that is incom
mensurate with his stature. I  have the 
privilege of reading, month by month, 
some scores of letters, circulars and 
publications issued by leading American 
bankers and financial institutions, and am 
startled at the economic crudities which 
are often to be found therein. Only the 
other day an important bank in its circular 
actually put forward the hoarder of food 
and commodities as performing a useful 
service to the community ! The fact is 
that the United States is so vast a country, 
with such enormous resources, that its 
leading spirits have been able to grow rich 
without having to pay much attention to 
economics or sociology. It  is this cir
cumstance, no doubt, which is partly 
responsible for the lack of the “ Inter
national Mind ” that has been so per
ceptible of late across the Atlantic ; and 
it is this circumstance also which is 
responsible for the intensity of the struggle 
between Capital and Labour that is taking 
place over there.

S w im m in g  A gainst  the T id e .
It  may be that, by the time these words 

appear, the first great engagement of the 
struggle will be over and that Capital, 
supported as it is by the Government and 
the press, which is much the same as in 
our own country, will have won ; but it 
will be only one battle in the campaign, 
for the trend of the thought and spirit of 
man is not in the direction desired by the
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great capitalistic interests of the United 
States. There is an interesting test that 
thinking people can apply to themselves, 
viz., to go through a list of reforms or 
proposals which are the subject of dis
cussion and combat, and discover which 
of them they, in their innermost soul, 
know will be accomplished. I  remember 
applying this test to myself some years 
ago and finding that among measures 
which responded to this requirement was 
the following incongruous mixture : Politi
cal equality of women with men ; the 
construction of a Channel Tunnel; and 
the institution of a real and effective 
International Court of Arbitration. I did 
not know when these would occur; but 
that they would come about sooner or 
later I  felt absolutely assured. There 
were other things I  desired quite as 
ardently as some of the foregoing, e.g., 
nationalisation of land and railways, but 
with regard to which I  did not feel the 
same inner certainty. A result of this 
test, I  fear, is to make one somewhat 
impatient and intolerant of opposition to 
those things which one knows will come 
about, and it is from this standpoint that 
I  judge the action of the big American 
financial interests in trying to prevent the 
development of trade unionism, and the 
action—or inaction—of the great American 
political interests in obeying the behests 
of capital in this matter.

Tfrio National F inan ces .
The workers of this country are reading 

the newspapers, and know that, when in 
August last there was an estimated deficit 
on the year of 250 millions, the Chancellor 
of the Exchequer said that if we were to 
continue spending as we are spending it 
would lead straight to national bank
ruptcy ; but at the end of October when, 
according to his own revised estimate, the 
deficit becomes 473 millions, he tells us 
that matters are all right, and that there 
is no need for a levy on capital or increased 
taxation. In the face of these two state
ments ordinary men and women can only 
ask themselves if it is they who are mad, 
or if this is really to be taken as an index 
of the capacity with which our governing

class carries on the affairs of the nation. 
The Chancellor’s utterances denoted a 
complete capitulation to the narrow - 
sighted capitalistic interests which almost 
alone are represented in the present House 
of Commons. Well, we shall see what the 
future brings forth ; but, readers of these 
notes should bear in mind that the state
ment of the national finances produced by 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer and com
mented upon so favourably by the Prime 
Minister, serious as it, does not fully 
show the true position of the national 
finances, for it omits to make provision 
for the interest that has accumulated on 
the War Savings Certificates in respect of 
which £261,000,000 has been subscribed at 
the rate of 15s. 6d. per pound, but which 
are repayable within the next few years at 
£1, nor does it make any provision for 
the premium upon the enormous amount 
of National War Bonds which have to be 
paid off at £102, £103 and £105 per cent, 
respectively ; and it palpably understates 
other items of expenditure.

Increased Production.
The one thing that all those who 

through their speeches and newspapers 
attempt to guide the working classes 
preach consistently as the sole cure for 
any possible troubles, is “ increased pro
duction.” The necessity for increased 
production in a state of society where the 
community in the aggregate is much 
poorer than previously owing to a dreadful 
war, is obvious, but it is becoming equally 
obvious to the worker that unless some 
change is effected in the systems of dis
tribution of that which is produced, he 
and his dependants will not necessarily be 
any better off in consequence of increased 
production. In my local paper, covering a 
district in the south-eastern comer of 
Kent, I  read an account of a speech made 
at a meeting of the Primrose League, and 
as it is illustrative of the ideas that are 
being expressed in different parts of the 
country towards the end of the year 1919, 
some of the remarks of the speaker, a high 
official of the League, are worth noticing 
He commenced by pointing out that a 
change had been made in the declaration
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of membership, whereby the Primrose 
League was henceforth not a party 
organisation. There was no longer an 
official Conservative Party in existence, 
nor an official Liberal Party ; we were 
living under a Coalition Party “ composed 
of the best of the Liberal and Unionist 
Parties,” so the declaration had been 
changed in order that the Primrose League 
would be able to “ Stand on the old 
patriotic basis, and not be bound to any 
political party.” The speaker hastened 
to add, however, that it did not follow 
that the League would not support the 
Unionist Party, to which he and most of 
his hearers adhered :

Personally he thought that in future they 
would see two parties only, one party that stood 
for the Constitution and the defence of the 
country, and for closer unity with the Colonies ; 
and the other party, small but noisy, which did 
not care about the good of the country, but 
only about putting itself into power for what 
could be got out of that position. The future 
struggle in the. country would be between men 
and women patriots who desired to preserve 
the greatness of the British Empire, and on the 
other side a party that would probably spring 
from the present Labour Party, out for Anarchy 
and Socialism, because they wanted money and 
power without working for it. So that the 
Primrose League was as great a necessity as 
ever, and there would be calls on their patriotism 
in the future just as great as during the five 
terrible years of war they had gone through.

The speaker’s remarks as to the neces
sity for increased production are worth 
quoting in extenso from the Press report.

Great Britain and the British Empire to-day 
was in a more serious position than at any time 
in its history. A colossal debt had been piled 
up, making it impossible for the ordinary man 
and woman to live decently, or to bring up their 
families properly, and now there were people 
who were trying to stir up trouble, trying to set 
labour and capital at loggerheads, oblivious of 
the fact that labour and capital could not exist 
without each other. He urged upon them to 
impress upon working men the lesson that the 
only way to improve their condition was by 
increased production. . . . . .  The only 
way to wipe out the enormous debt was by 
seeing that the utmost amount of work was done 
by everyone in the country, and that the utmost 
amount of goods were produced. If this was 
done he was certain no one would begrudge 
increased wages to the worker. Of course, they 
all desired to make life better for the working 
man and his family ; but this could not be done

by increasing his wages, reducing the hours of 
labour, with at the same time a decreasing pro
duction. There was no royal road to wealth. 
If this country was to recover its former position, 
or to attain to an even better position, they had 
to educate the working men on these points.

W ar S aving s  Certif icates .
The following is the wording of an 

official advertisement regarding the ad
vantages of War Savings Certificates 
which appeared at the same time as the 
speech referred to in the preceding para
graph :—

A FA M ILY  INVESTM ENT.
Recently a family of ten walked into a London 

Bank and astonished the cashier by buying, each 
one of them, 5 0 0  Savings Certificates. The total 
cost of the Certificates was £3 ,8 7 5 . In ten years’ 
time that family will receive back Six Thousand 
Five Hundred Pounds !—a clear profit of £ 2 ,6 2 5  
earned by simply waiting for it !

Of course it is obvious that such a family 
must be fairly wealthy. Most families cannot 
contemplate investing thousands.

The point of the story, however, is this. 
If Savings Certificates are good enough for 
the wealthy to buy them “  up to the hilt," 
they are good enough for You, who can, 
perhaps, invest only hundreds, or tens, or 
pounds.

S avin g s Ce r t if ic a t e s .
B u y them Y o u r sel f .
Advise Y our W i f e  to invest her housekeeping 
savings in them.

Teach Y our Ch ild r e n  to save their pocket 
money to buy them.

If  you hold a 15s. 6d. Certificate for ten 
years you get back £1 6s.
E v e r y  Ce r t if ic a t e  Y ou B u y  ad d s h a l f-

A-GUINEA TO THE FAMILY FORTUNE. 
Savings Certificates are obtainable 
through a Savings Association or from 
any Bank, Money Order Post Office, 
or Official Agent.

The cleverness and ability with which 
our present governing class conducts 
affairs is shown by the fact that the above 
advertisement appeared in the Daily 
Herald. One pictures the “ Bolshevist ” 
railway workers with their 53s. a week 
buying these certificates in large quan
tities for themselves and their wives and 
children ; but the interesting point is the 
admission in the advertisement that the 
person who to-day lends £3,875 to the 
State receives in ten years “ a clear profit 
of £2,625 earned by simply waiting fo r  it ”
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(the italics are mine). This should be 
compared with the accusation of the 
Primrose League speaker that the Labour 
Party wants money and power “ without 
working for it ” ! To enable the promise 
in the official advertisement to be accom
plished, it is evident that the working 
class will have to produce more ; and it is 
thoughtful of the governing class to 
impress the fact upon the workers m this 
delightful fashion.

The results of the Borough Council 
Elections, with their extraordinary senes 
of Labour victories, ought to be an eye- 
opener to those people who, misled by the 
Press in the manner described here a 
month ago, felt sure that “ the public 
was dead against Labour on account of 
the railway strike. Such a notable senes 
of victories in the face of a Press almost 
unanimously opposed to Labour gives 
food for thought.

[T h is  series is  now concluded.)

A  New Civilisation
y *■•HE world to-day is 

' 6  ana
fuU of

_  marticulate yearnings. To the
I  sensitive these are even more
*  apparent than the strivings 

and aspirations which have found vent 
in thought and speech. On the surface 
there is noise and clamour, chiefly political 
and economic; and all this we are ac- 
customed to sum up as the Problem of 
the Times. But it is very much to be 
doubted whether this Problem consti
tutes even a fraction of the true enigma 
which has to be solved before the world 
can enter upon a new civilisation. 
Civilisations are fundamental things ; 
they spring from the roots of being. A 
new civilisation is more than a reordering 
of existing conditions. I t  is a new 
growth—something independent, coming 
up like a flower from the deep soil of 
Nature. The disturbances which attend 
such a growth may be likened to the 
breaking of the surface incident upon 
that upward pressure. Behind all the

turmoil and upheaval of to-day there is 
the pressure of something at present but 
little apprehended, yet dimly fe l t ; and 
the break-up of old forms and conditions 
of life has really but one object, and that 
is to give room to the new growth. The 
hard surface has to be broken and loosened. 
The water of criticism and common- 
sense has to be poured upon the dry soil 
of obsolete ways of thinking and living. 
The fertiliser of idealism has to be called 
in to help. But these things, when all 
is said and done, are only preparatory. 
They are negative processes, preparing 
the way for a future positive. Reform 
can never bring a new world into being ; 
it can only clear the way for something 
which is original and underived, a re
influx of the Eternal. That is what a 
“ new civilisation ” really means, and 
that is why we look beyond the move
ment of to-day to something greater 
which is to come.



The

Crusade against Cruelty
Monthly Notes

By G. Colmore

There is no creature which creepeth on the earth but God provideth his food.
Al Koran.

B o ok s  W orth Buying .

Two books have been sent me, and 
both of them I can heartily recommend. 
They are small books ; one is very small 
indeed; and both are full of valuable 
information, of knowledge derived from 
direct observation and practical study, 
of knowledge, therefore, which is truly 
scientific. The smaller book, the price 
of which is no more than sixpence, is 
issued by the Royal Society for the 
Protection of Birds, 23, Queen Anne’s 
Gate, London, S.W. 1, and is called 
“ An A.B.C. of Common Birds.” Its 
aim is, in the words of the preface, “ to 
give a short and simple description of 
the commonest birds of the country"  
(England) “ from which they may be 
identified by the non-scientific person, 
together with notes on the food they eat 
that may be considered as ‘ pro ’ and 

con the interests of husbandman, 
gardener or gamekeeper, and also their 
local names.” Later on in the short 
preface it is pointed out that the re
putations of birds have gained far more 
than they have suffered by reason of 
investigation \ and also that “ laboratory 
investigation can never be final, because 
the food of birds differs with the district, 
the season, and the supplies.” The book 
can easily be put in the pocket, and would 
be most useful to anyone who wants to 
be able to identify birds and to study 
and observe them for his or herself.

One Who Knows.

m e otner book is written by a veter
inary surgeon, William Brown. T.P 
M .R C .V .S .; it is called “ Our Lesser 
Brethren," and is printed and published by 
Headley Brothers, 18, Devonshire Street, 
London, E.C. 2, at the price of two shillings. 
The fact that the author is a veterinary 
surgeon implies that he has had great 
experience of animals, of their capacity for 
feeling pain and of their behaviour under 
suffering; and this experience leads him 
to the conclusion that “ they feel the 
agony of inflammatory diseases and the 
throb of the injured nerves even as we 
do."

It  is because he knows how much 
animals suffer and realises the cruelty 
practised upon them that he has written 
this book ; because he is impelled to ex
press something of what they themselves 
are debarred from expressing. And this 
expression, this conveying to the con
sciousness of men and women what is 
going on around them every day, is the 
only way of bringing about reform ; for, 
says the author, “ Were it not for thé 
fact that animals cannot communicate 
with us in the direct way of speech, much 
of the terrible cruelty now perpetrated 
upon them would be impossible and un
thinkable." He goes on to say that 
those who would understand animals 

must approach them with sympathy 
in their natures and love in their hearts.
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They mast be at pains to leam their 
habits, their likes and dislikes, and some
thing of their marvellous natures with 
all their wondrous gifts.”

« ¡o th e r  Love.
I t  is the same old story ; the woes of 

the world are largely due to ignorance 
and lack of imagination. This is especially 
marked in respect of the treatment of 
animals, and in this treatment lack of 
logic is a strong factor; if, indeed, the place 
of logic is not usurped by a reasoned and 
calculated selfishness. That this is some
times the case is evidently Mr. Browns 
opinion, for he says: “ While we grant 
the right of every defenceless human 
creature to be protected against wrong 
and outrage, yet in our utter selfishness 
we deem it right to place animals under 
any terrible disability, and even to inflict 
upon them untold agony, if by so doing we 
can bend them to our purpose or make 
their sufferings the channel through 
which we may possibly find relief for 
our own.” The wonderful strength of 
mother love in animals is well known to 
those who know anything about animals 
at all. Mr. Brown speaks of it in con
nection with stag hunting. He lives m 
a county famous for this particular form 
of “ sport,” and he tells us that when 
the dogs are about, the mother stags hide 
their little fawns under the bracken fern. 
“ Then the mother runs away and draws 
off the dogs from where the fawn is lying, 
and the little thing will remain quite still, 
and very often the dogs will pass close 
to it and never touch it, intent only on 
following the scent left on the trail by 
the mother.” The book abounds in 
instances of animal affection, intelligence, 
and faithfulness, and is useful for purposes 
of reference as well as interesting to read.

A m u sem en t  and Attitude.
The use of the term “ sport ” for the 

hunting and destroying of animals is 
indicative of the false and tyrannical 
attitude of mankind towards the sub
human kingdom, and of the limited 
advance towards true civilisation and 
culture by the large bulk of the peoples

of the world. For there is nothing which 
so surely marks the stage of a man s 
development as his ideas of recreation 
and amusement; his pleasures are an 
index to his ideals, his laughtei throws 
light upon his aspirations. To be sure, 
in the matter of recognised “ sports,” 
hunting, shooting, fishing, skill in sport- 
manship is an element—and a strong 
one—in the pleasure of the sportsman, 
as the conditions under which the sport 
is carried on, the endurance, and some
times the danger connected with it, are 
elements in his enjoym ent; and as the 
birds, beasts, and fishes which are his 
victims have, in practice sometimes and 
in theory always, a chance of escape, fair 
play is claimed as one of his character
istics, and has, in truth, a place in his 
ideals. Nevertheless the fact that slaugh
ter is and can be looked upon as an 
amusement, and that the men and women 
who thus amuse themselves are generally 
encouraged and admired, is a fact which 
goes to prove that the vision of humanity 
as a whole is heavily obscured when it 
is turned upon animal beings and animal 
suffering.

Here a Little and Th e re  a Little.
It  is obscured by beams and motes 

which leave a portion of it clear ; but 
in different individuals and classes of 
individuals the portion which is clear 
is a different portion. Thus the sportsman 
constantly condemns the vivisector, be
cause of his methods, while the vivisector 
condemns the sportsman, because of his 
aim s; and women, enlightened enough 
to repudiate the practices of either or 
both, continue to out-Herod Herod by 
encouraging the stupendous slaughter of 
beasts and birds which is inseparable from 
the procuring of furs and feathers. And 
so it goes on. There are those who, per
ceiving cruelty in one direction or perhaps 
in several directions, are blind to it in 
others ; conscious of the beams in others’ 
eyes, they are unconscious of any ob
struction in their own : and the vision 
which recognises cruelty in all its forms 
has been attained as yet only—com
paratively speaking—by few.
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Salvation by Whipping.

There are people whose acceptance, 
and even advocacy of cruelty is not con
fined to cruelty practised upon the animal 
kingdom, but is extended to the kingdom 
of humanity. For the most part such 
people as these have something to gain 
through the existence of cruelty, money 
or some other advantage: not so the 
Founder of the “ Corporal Correction 
League,  ̂ whose motive in advocating 
that whipping should become a science 
is an altruistic one (seeing that he himself 
is not a child), namely, “ to make naughty 
children good.” This gentleman sees in 
the children of to-day a fateful “ de
terioration,” which he ascribes to the 
“ growing sentimentalism and mawkish
ness of mothers, seriously encouraged 

by the abolition of corporal 
punishment in schools.” Churches, Sunday 
Schools and other institutions, he tells 
us, have gone on striving to do their b est; 
but religion, he implies, is a poor thing 
where the training of children is concerned. 
I t  lacks something. What ? “ Obviously 
that which our wiser and less mock- 
modest grandmothers used to apply 
so effectively—corporal correction that 
brought shame as well as pain.” Not 
pain alone nor shame alone, but a 
partnership of the two are essential to 
“ goodness ” in children.

A Qolden Age of Discipline.

What kind of goodness is it that is to 
be secured by shame and pain ? What 
sort of society does the founder of this 
League want to found ? Discipline is to 
be ensured, since children “ remain un
disciplined, as so many are, because 
unwhipped.” The future citizens will 
be modest, for “ who were more modest 
than our grandmothers, who, in their 
turn, as children, were undoubtedly 
whipped ? They will be truthful, 
because untruthfulness will be whipped 
out of them. And the grace of humility 
will be theirs because the whippings 

humble (which is so very necessary, 
especially where obstinacy is) as well as 
hurt.” A truthful, disciplined, humble, 
modest community, this is to be the

result of whippings, administered (and 
here is a glimmer of righteousness) as 
privately as possible, with the hand as 
a rule and, “ only when the hand has 
hopelessly failed,” with “ a heelless 
slipper, or a short, broad, medium-thick 
strap. Originality, initiative, enterprise, 
individuality, courage, tenderness, sym
pathy, joyfulness; of these there is 
no mention; but since the Founder's 
aim in education is not to develop the 
inner selves of the children, but “ to bring 
increased peace to your home, and so 
keep down your worries,” the more those 
inner selves are suppressed, the more 
completely they are moulded to a uniform 
shape, the greater, in his view, is the 
success of his system.
T h e  C ra b ’s P ro g re s s .

There are many people who think that 
the ways of our grandmothers were better 
than the ways of to-day in other respects 
than in that of causing pain and shame 
to their children, but people who want to 
improve the world by going backwards 
instead of forwards can, fortunately, not 
attract a large following. They will appeal 
to those of a like spirit with themselves, 
and there is, no doubt, a considerable 
body of people who, in their outlook on 
life and their attitude towards it, belong 
to our grandmothers’ days; but the ex
istence of old bottles does not stop the 
fermenting of new wine, and there is 
much new wine in the world to-day. 
Vessels there are, unbroken yet, in which 
the vintage of cruelty still floats secure ; 
conventions, customs, beliefs—in medicine, 
morality, and fashion—which may persist 
for years to come : nevertheless the past 
with its errors is past, and it must buiy its 
dead; they cannot be re-imbued with life. 
M isdirection.

Truly the evils of the present are more 
than sufficient unto the day, without 
revivifying the cruelties that are passing 
or past. In the Daily Express of Sep
tember 17th, the following paragraph 
appeared:—

“  Perhaps the real reason why the rat lives 
to m ultiply and to mutilate is that he has six  
senses, while his human hunters have but five !
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Professor Watson, of the University of Chicago, 
proved this entirely to liis own satisfaction m 
1 9 0 6 . B y  means of skilful vivisection, he 
destroyed the five senses of a rat without killing 
it The animal was then turned loose—-and 
found its way to food. This, Professor Watson 
claimed, proved the existence of a sixth sense, 
which he termed the sense of direction.

The absurdity of the Professor’s claim 
is only surpassed by the cruelty of his 
proceedings. He must be indeed a poor 
observer of animal life who does not 
know that the sense of direction is strong 
in most, if not in all, animals. Many 
are the instances of animals who, con
veyed long distances from home m covered 
baskets or in railway trucks or both, have, 
as soon as they were released, gone straight 
back to the place whence they were taken. 
Neither sight, hearing, taste, smell nor 
touch could have aided them in finding 
their way through country which they 
had previously travelled in circumstances 
which rendered any record of the road 
by these senses, or any one of them 
impossible. If the Professor had studied 
rats in the truly scientific way, that is 
to say, in their natural surroundings, 
he would have learned far more about 
them than by subjecting an isolated rat 
to cruel mutilation. We are continually 
assured—with indignation on the part 
of the assurers—that wanton cruelty 
and vivisection have not even a bowing 
acquaintance ; but can the infliction of 
suffering such as was inseparable from 
Professor Watson’s experiment, entirely 
unnecessary, entirely barren of results, 
be described as anything but wanton . 
There is nothing scientific in such blunder
ing inquiries into the senses and capacities 
of animals, any more than it is scientific 
to study acoustics by the childish method 
of cutting open a drum.

T h e  R a t  P lague.
Professor Watson’s “ discovery ” cer

tainly seems to have been of no use in 
solving the problem of how to keep 
down the too rapid increase of rats, for 
now, after fifteen years, the problem is 
still to the fore. There are—in England 
at any rate—constant and widespread 
complaints of the “ rat plague,” and very

few means of combating it have been sug 
gested, save that of wholesale destruction. 
Yet destruction, on however large a 
scale, is useless except as a temporary 
palliative, unless the cause of the increase 
is known and grappled w ith ; for, however 
many rats are killed, some few are sure 
to escape, and, the conditions undei 
which they have multiplied remaining, 
will proceed to multiply again. Part of 
the rapid increase in rats is probably, 
and more than probably, due to the 
foolish and merciless destructiveness of 
the humanity which now complains of 
the destructiveness of rats ; to the up
setting of the balance of nature by the 
killing, in large numbers, of owls and 
other rat eaters ; and part is explained 
by the fact that where there is food for 
rats, there rats will congregate and 
multiply.

Prevention B e t te r  than  Cure.
These two factors in the excessive 

number of rats can both, to some extent 
at any rate, be controlled. In  the first 
place rat enemies can be encouraged to 
come into existence instead of being 
harried out of i t ; and in the second place 
the depredations on the farmers’ stacks 
can be prevented by the protection of 
the stacks. So long as the stores of grain 
in barns and stacks are easy of access to 
rats, so long will rats assemble and flourish 
in the neighbourhood of those stores and 
continue to feed upon them ; and the 
only sensible suggestion for staying the 
rat plague that has come to my notice 
is one which appeared in the Daily 
Express of September 17th. I t  runs 
th u s:—

“  The first essential of the anti-rat campaign 
is to save food by protecting barns and stacks, 
and the D aily Express is offering £ 7 5  for the best 
design of rat-proof barn and £ 2 5  for the best 
method of stacking wheat.”

Rats most certainly would not frequent 
farmyards if no food were available 
there; and perfect cleanliness would 
also militate against their approach and 
establishment; for rats are scavengers 
as well as corn eaters, and where there is 
scavenging work to be done they tend to
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take up their abode, and are surely, in 
this latter character, benefactors rather 
than foes.

T h e  L esser  B re th re n .
When there is so much exploitation, 

so much ill-treatment of animals, so 
prevalent a belief that man is entitled 
to do what he likes with them, and that 
their lives are of no account, it is encourag
ing to one’s cause and stimulating to one’s 
faith in human nature, to hear of acts of 
heroism performed on behalf of animals, 
of lives risked, and—more than risked— 
given to save animals’ lives. The para
graphs which appear below are taken from 
the Daily News of September 8th :—

Earnest Barnett, aged 14, a coal pit pony 
driver, gave his life to save his pony, and yester
day at Matlock the R.S.P.C.A. presented the 
parents with a silver medal in memory of his 
brave deed.

“ A train of coal trucks getting out of control 
Barnett rushed up, and leading the pony to 
safety was himself killed.
. “ Adam Spencer, a quarryman, also received 
a bronze medal for risking his life down the 
quarry rock to save a terrier.”

There may be, and probably are, those, 
and many of them, who think such 
heroism as this thrown away in saving 
a pony and a dog, but people who think 
thus misunderstand the nature of heroism; 
for the beauty and the value of it consists 
in the courage that dares, the love that 
gives, and the selflessness that does not 
pause to consider, and not in the status 
of the being on whose behalf the heroic 
deed is done. Indeed, the humbler that 
being, the nobler the impulse which 
prompts to self-sacrifice, since the praise 
and the fame of the hero who saves an 
animal is as a molehill to a mountain 
compared with the praise and fame 
accorded to him who saves a king. Yet 
whoso saves the humblest saves the 
highest of a l l ; for what is done unto the 
least of His brethren, said the Christ, 
is done unto Him. Often this saying is 
quoted, but so profound is the meaning 
that many do not fathom it, do not per
ceive that it goes to the very foundation 
of what is essential to His service. If it

were understood, if it were realised, 
accepted, much that is common custom 
would be impossible to those who call 
themselves His followers. For this that 
is true of the good that is done is true 
also of the evil. No cruelty is practised 
that is not practised on Him, no blow 
given to child or animal or imbecile, to 
the helpless, the feeble, the defenceless 
of every kind and degree, that does not 
fall on Him ; and in every fashion, every 
system that hurts the lowliest creature, 
the hurt is given to Him.
An O u tb u rst .

It is not only in men’s treatment of 
animals that conventional misapprehen
sion works for barbarity. Our British 
prison system is constantly cruel, yet so 
little is this fact understood that, when a 
convict speaks of its cruelties, it is assumed 
by those in authority that his mind is 
deranged. As reported in the Daily 
Herald of October 17th, a man, aged 
seventy-one, sentenced at Preston to 
three years penal servitude for breaking 
into a mill, had what is described as 
“ a wild outburst ” in court. Here are 
some of the things he said : “ I have been 
hunted from pillar to post. . . .  I 
have been in iron chains, straight jackets, 
and God knows what in gaols and asylums’
I can tell how criminals and lunatics are 
treated. I  have had six terms of penal 
servitude and three local bits. . . If
a man is a convict on licence and tries to 
go straight, he is hounded about. I have 
worked hard, but the police keep inter
fering. 1 tried to enlist, but they would 
not have me.” The result of the “ out
burst ” was that the magistrate, in passing 
sentence, said that the prisoner’s mental 
condition would be investigated; and 
in this result there is surely a grim irony.
A man dissatisfied with our criminal 
methods must be mad ; that is the im
plication in the magistrate’s order. It 
does not seem to have occurred to the 
Bench that there might be some madness in 
the methods, and that the collective mind 
of the community needs investigation.

G. Colmore.
( T h is  series is now concluded.)



Educational Notes
A School oi Social  R esearch .

In October, in New York City," is to 
begin the work of a new School of Social 
Research, the aim of which is to “ seek an 
unbiassed understanding of the existing 
order, its genesis, growth and present 
working, as well as of those exigent cir
cumstances which are making for its 
revision.” The view is expressed by the 
Directors, that learning and society have 
suffered from the practical separation of 
the social sciences from the ever-changing 
economic and industrial world. Therefore, 
each of the courses of study will include 
such data, historical, economic, political, 
psychological, or anthropological, as 
appear to bear on the special inquiry in 
hand. The courses fall into three 
categories :—

1. A group of studies which will be 
primarily descriptive and historical in 
their emphasis, seeking to give that 
“ unbiassed understanding’’quoted above.

2. A group dealing with the develop
ment of thought and ideals, with human 
emotions, with the conflict of interests, 
with the development of a scientific 
attitude towards social questions and the 
technique necessary to research.

3. A group dealing more directly and 
specifically with special contemporary 
problems which have been selected for 
study on account of their pressing im
portance.

The programme of classes will meet the 
requirements of both regular and research 
students, and the work is divided corre
spondingly into so-called open and closed 
courses.
T h e  Continuation School in D enm ark .

Educationists in this country are 
anxious concerning the fate of continua
tion schools—whether they are to be or 
are not to be ; if to be, how and what they 
are to be. It  is of peculiar interest, there

fore, to read of the progress made in 
Denmark by the road of the continuation 
school. In 1832 the aim of the traditional 
Danish system in education was described 
by Bishop Grundtvig, Denmark’s great 
educational leader, as having been “ to  
give all men a German comprehension of 
heaven and logic, and to the professional 
class a Roman comprehension of the 
whole world, but it has given to none a 
sound understanding of the things that lie 
nearest to us all—nature, the Fatherland, 
and the conditions that make for its 
welfare.” Therefore he proposed the 
establishment of a folk high school, and 
this was actually founded in^ 1844. 
Grundtvig was the pioneer, but Kristian 
Kold was the practical propagator, of the 
folk high school— Kristian Kold, “ who 
was consumed by a passion for communi
cating to others what had brought light 
and help to himself.” Kold became the 
Consultant Educationist for the Danish 
continuation schools; he also engaged 
women teachers and organised summer 
schools for young Danish women, parallel 
to the winter schools for the young men ; 
all this prior to 1864. His influence and 
Grundtvig’s brought teaching into high 
honour as a calling, and produced a supply 
of devoted, patriotic teachers, the basis 
of the work being thus distinctly spiritual.

The desire of the teacher is not to 
“ entertain,” or to make his teaching 
“ interesting it is to impress the feeling 
of some responsibility which pupils should 
meet and take in the social welfare. Thus 
is strong personality developed. In the 
79 folk high schools and 23 agricultural 
schools there are nearly 10,000 of the 
youth of Denmark of both sexes, from 
18 to 30 years of age. The courses are run 
for five months in the winter for the men, 
and for three months in the summer for 
the women. Only 6 per cent, of the 
students come from towns. The schools
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are owned privately, though subsidised by 
the State ; the system is voluntary. In 
the agricultural schools special instruction 
is given for small-hold farmers in farming, 
there is a training course for country 
artisans and for young gardeners, and 
there is a course in dairying and in house
hold economics for young women. These 
folk high schools, which are essential^ 
continuation schools, are the type of the 
whole educational system of Denmark ; 
their nationalist and humanist spirit per
meates all the elementary, secondary and 
university systems. The institution has, 
moreover, spread to Norway, to Sweden, 
and to Finland, and in the United States 
four Danish Folk High Schools have been 
established by Danish settlers there. In 
our own country, the Fircroft School, 
outside Bournville, though a short-course 
school of twelve weeks, has been modelled 
largely on the Danish precedent. In a 
single generation the ideals of the philo
sopher-educationist Grundtvig have trans
formed Denmark spiritually, have created, 
through education, a new world. Grundt- 
vig’s ideal provided the right combination 
of humanism and helpful special know
ledge at the age of adolescence, thus 
giving the solution of the problem of the 
continuation school, the crux of educa
tional problems.

E ducation  in F in lan d .

There has just reached us from Finland 
an interesting account of the progress of 
education in that country. From the year 
1686 the ecclesiastical law provided that 
all candidates for confirmation and all 
persons at the time of their marriage 
must be able to read ; this teaching was 
given by the church, or was required to be 
given in the home. Later, the schools 
were taken from the care of the church 
and placed under the jurisdiction of the 
State.

In 1910, the Finnish Parliament passed 
a law equivalent to a Compulsory Educa
tion Act, though without the sanction of 
the late Czar. It  is thought that this law 
will come into force in the immediate 
future, and will be modelled on the 
principles of the new ideals in education.

Elementary schools have been established 
for many  ̂ years, and the education 
authorities intend to carry out reforms in 
the system governing these. A moot 
question is whether or not religious in
struction shall continue to be compulsory 
in school curricula.

Our correspondent does not believe 
that much “ reconstruction ” will be 
achieved in education in Finland if 
orthodox methodsare continued with. The 
machinery of State-control of schools is 
heavy and slow in its movement, and does 
not allow of much initiative. The 
believers in Theosophical ideals in educa
tion have therefore the important task 
confronting them of supplying pioneers to 
make a new road along which the newer 
education may develop. In 1914 the 
question of education was discussed for 
the first time at the Theosophical Summer 
School, when Mdlle. Helmi Jalovaara gave 
two lectures on “ Theosophy and Educa
tion,” and a little society of Theosophist 
teachers was formed, taking J .  Krishna- 
murti’s “ Education as Service ” for the 
ground of their work. Every member of 
this small society tries to carry out in his 
or her own school the Theosophical ideals, 
and paragraphs have been inserted in 
the general press calling attention to 
these.

In the summer of 1918 Mdlle. Jalovaara 
again lectured on “ Theosophy and Educa
tion,” and so much interest was aroused 
that a Trust was founded for the ad
vancement of Theosophical education. A 
national section of the Theosophical 
Fraternity in Education was formed, and 
the proposal brought forward to establish 
a Theosophical school. Much headway 
has not been made by the new ideals 
during the last year or so, on account of 
the distressed condition of the country, 
and the work has been mainly individual 
on the part of private members. It  is 
hoped that several books treating of 
this most important subject will be 
published before very long.

S t. C h ris to p h e r’s.

There are autumnal days of a brooding 
beauty, the memory of which illumines
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the mind as with a ray of pale light. 
These are days of faint opal haze, of sun 
that caresses the earth with gentle and 
lingering fingers, of heavy sunflowers and 
hollyhocks that with bowed heads await 
the touch of the first frost—days of still
ness and of purity, when the spirit soars 
upward on a song.

On such a day as this Mrs. Besant came 
to Letchworth to lay the Foundation 
Stone of the new school being erected by 
the Theosophical Educational Trust, of 
which she is the President, to take the 
place of the present Modem School. From 
the spot on which the building will stand, 
the rolling plains and thick woods of 
Cambridgeshire sweep out to the far low 
line of blue hills. Around are fields and 
broad, new-made roads lined with slim 
saplings. The Union Jack  and the flags of 
Belgium and of Russia fluttered in the wind.

Mrs. Besant wa$ the honoured guest of 
the Directors of the Trust and a few 
friends, at a luncheon given in Arundale 
School before the ceremony. This visit 
was the first that had been paid by the 
President to Arundale, and she was given 
a very warm reception.

Friends who had been invited to witness 
the ceremony, at the invitation of the 
Principal, Miss King, assembled early, 
and watched with interest the marshall
ing of the children belonging to the 
Modern School. These were formed into 
a guard of honour from the Broadway to 
the entrance to the grounds, the “ littlest 
one of all,” Muriel Mylles, aged 5, in 
solemn charge of a huge bouquet of roses 
and other flowers to be presented to Mrs. 
Besant. The pupils from Arundale were 
lined up inside the gateway.

Shortly before 3 o’clock the President 
arrived from Arundale, and was greeted 
by ringing cheers from the children. She 
passed slowly down the line, smiling back 
at the upturned faces, the sun shining on 
her white hair and shimmering dress. 
At the gateway she received the bouquet 
of flowers, a gentle hand on the child’s 
shoulder.

The Foundation Stone was uncovered, 
and with the silver trowel Mrs. Besant 
laid on and smoothed the mortar on the

supporting bricks. She placed in it silvex 
coins of the year, and the stone was 
lowered slowly. After a moment s 
silence the President spoke the words of 
consecration : “ This stone is laid, rightly 
placed on its foundations—this stone, to 
the glory of God, to the use of His childien, 
to the training of the young in righteous
ness, in piety, and in patriotism. To that 
I  consecrate the building of which this 
is the foundation stone, and which I  
declare to be well and truly laid, in the 
name of the Great Architect, in the name 
of the Master Builders, and in the name 
of all who here shall do their work for 
children in this land of England. And I 
declare this stone to be well and truly 
laid.”

The inscription on the stone read : 
“ This Comer Stone was laid by Mrs. Annie 
Besant, President of the Theosophical 
Educational Trust. 25th September, 1919.” 
I t  is of good augury that the place un
intentionally chosen for the setting of 
the stone was the comer of the Montessori 
room, the true foundation of a school. 
Along the building wall of this room, the 
60 Modem School pupils then placed 
themselves, and, as the masons laid 
on the mortar, each one of them set 
a brick in its proper place. The intent 
and serious faces showed their pride in 
taking part in the erection of their own 
wall. They then clustered in a group round 
Mrs. Besant, who talked to them of the 
new school. After saying that it was quite 
clear that the name given to it should be 
the name of someone who loved little 
children, she told very simply the story 
of St. Christopher, adding that the school 
had been given the name of that good work
man. Teachers should remember that 
the children of to-day will make the 
world of to-morrow, and that it is the 
teachers’ work to carry the little children 
on whom the world depends. Our blunder 
has been to make the child learn what 
we want him to learn, not to teach him 
what he wants to know. The child should 
question, not the teacher. Teachers and 
parents and children all should try to 
make learning a beautiful and a delight
ful thing in St. Christopher’s, that the
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children might be good citizens of this 
country and of the world. When we 
have succeeded in realising that there 
is only one humanity, and not many 
humanities, the King of the Heavens 
shall have come down upon this earth.

It  was pretty to see the children sur
round Mrs. Besant as she entered her 
car when the ceremony was over, to see 
her turn to speak and smile to them, and 
to lay her hand for an instant on young 
head or shoulder. Difference in years 
seemed to fall away between them.

In the gymnasium at Arundale was 
given a short program of choruses and 
recitations, and a display of eurhythmies, 
followed by the presentation (made by 
Helen Bateman, head scholar) to Mrs. 
Besant of a gift of money from the children 
at Arundale to the children in India. 
The President, thanking them, said that 
in school they were learning that service 
which makes others, and themselves, 
happy, and that, when she took this gift 
to the children in school in India, she 
would tell them that at Arundale they 
had brothers and sisters whose hearts 
were the same as theirs, though their 
skins were white instead of dark. Some 
day, when everyone had lived and worked 
for a very long time, this world would be 
a very happy place for children and older 
people, and there would always be smiles 
instead of frowns. The more we are able 
to see the pretty reality behind the some
times ugly outside, the more we shall 
realise that life is a very happy and 
beautiful thing. We must remember 
that we are children and old people to
gether, and must work, all of us, to make 
people better and happier.

After tea in the pretty dining-room of 
the school, looking out on the well-kept, 
lovely garden, a meeting was held for 
T.S. members, a t ' which the President 
spoke. Once more, on her departure from 
Arundale, the children clustered about 
her, waving hands and cheering as the 
car rolled out of sight. It  is a happy 
memory—-the children grouped about 
the gate of the school grounds which 
opens into a quiet country road with high 
hedges and leafy trees, and the President

turning on the step of her car in the 
flickering sun and shade to smile and 
wave her “ God be with you.”

SVIadame ¡VJontessori.

I t  is not easy to reproduce an “ im
pression ” of Madame Montessori's 
lectures, any more than it is easy to re
produce an “ impression ” of her methods 
of teaching children. For one thing, it 
is a novelty to listen to a lecture given 
in a foreign language, and translated 
practically sentence by sentence. The 
novelty has its disadvantages, and in some 
respects the lecture is rendered a slight 
strain. In a hurried literal translation 
there is the danger of using obscure words. 
Yet, though the students may grasp the 
meaning with difficulty at times, there 
is no flagging of interest. The one re
gret is that they cannot meet Madame 
Montessori on the common ground of 
language.

Long before the time for the lecture to 
commence, students may be seen hurrying 
briskly in the direction of St. Bride’s 
Institute, and the large hall fills rapidly. 
I t  has been said by some that the Montes
sori method will commend itself only 
to those who are young or who have had 
no experience of teaching. The observer 
standing by the entrance to the Institute 
receives a fresh contradiction of that ex
travagant claim as each member of the 
class passes up the steps. A small number 
are quite young, but the large majority 
are women to whom, after years of ex
perience, conventional methods of teaching 
have brought no conviction that they are 
as good as they might be. In Montessori 
they have found that which they 
sought.

The atmosphere of the lecture-hall 
palpitates with interest, and the stranger 
is moved to glance curiously about. The 
chairs are packed as closely as it is 
possible, the rows tread on each other’s 
heels, the air is busy with hum of low- 
toned conversation and the conning of 
notes. Groups of heads cluster together, 
others are bent over books. There is 
keenness on the faces of these women, 
University graduates many of them ;
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there is expectancy ; there is a dash of 
impatience for the session to open.

Madamij Montessori appears at a door 
at the far end ; there is a hush, a stir, and 
then hearty clapping as the Dottoressa 
comes on to the platform. A moment she 
stands, smiling, erect, gracious, looking 
directly at the eager faces, happy in her 
work and in her students. She turns to 
ask for certain apparatus. Each move
ment is swift, yet unhurried and grace
ful. The personality is winning, the 
mind poised, the forces concentrated to 
the present work. With a quick turn of 
the head, a gesture of the hands, a slight 
inclination to her audience, Dr. Montessori 
begins to speak in clear, carrying tones, 
musical, decisive. It  is as if she made 
personal invitation to each to come with 
her to be shown more of that which 
is her life-work—as if she spoke to 
each individual member of the huge class.

The meaning of the liquid Italian 
syllables is illustrated by easy manipu
lation of the apparatus. The interpreter 
takes up the thread of the sentence or 
group of sentences just spoken. So the 
lecture proceeds. Madame Montessori 
watches the faces of the students care
fully, detecting at once any shadow which 
suggests that the idea has not been grasped. 
In this case, she clothes her meaning in 
another form, and does not pass on until 
she is satisfied that she has made her 
principle as clear as may be. She speaks 
with that quiet enthusiasm and conviction 
which is the result of long years of study 
and of successful practical application 
of sound theory. There is no hint of her
self ; she is as detached from the method 
as being the product of her own especial 
genius, as if she were merely the expounder 
of a system into which she had been 
drawn, but in which she had had no 
creative part.

Lectures dealing with the psychological 
aspects of Montessori, which are intended 
to make clear the process by which the 
mind and the motor activity of the child 
develop simultaneously and in relation 
to each other, are necessarily difficult to

(This series is

interpret. Madame Montessori shows 
an exact care and precision in her lectures, 
a determination that everything shall 
be thoroughly understood, that is of the 
greatest value when the language em
ployed is foreign to most of her students. 
Her calmness, her patience, her interest, 
are unfailing; she throws her whole self 
into the subject she is engaged in demon
strating ; she does not hurry, she does not 
waste tim e ; there is no effort needed to 
“ keep up.” An hour and a half passes 
like magic, and, when one looks at the 
pages of notes, one is amazed at the 
amount of work done, and the accumula
tion of clear, concise teaching.

A recent lecture dealt with a part of 
the education of the senses, with the 
auto-education and auto-correction re
ceived by each little child through his 
own use of special didactic material. 
Through his own work (or play) with a 
solid block of wood in which are set ten 
little wooden cylinders, the bases of which 
diminish gradually, the little one teaches 
himself the knowledge of dimensions, 
correcting his own errors by removing 
and inserting in their proper places all 
the cylinders which at first he had placed 
wrongly. He repeats this exercise, this 
fascinating game, of his own free will, 
many times. Thus, without any out
ward control or guidance on the part of the 
directress, the child learns, by comparison 
of the various pieces, to distinguish 
dimension and at the same time to go 
through a muscular exercise rapidly and 
without error. Tins illustration is given 
merely as an example, for there is a 
different type of material for each different 
kind of dimension.

Considering the wide interest that the 
Montessori method is arousing in this 
country and in America, it is not sur
prising that the demand for admission to 
Madame Montessori’s course was so great. 
And having attended her lectures, one 
can feel only that in this method is to 
be found very much of the greatest 
possible moment to the education of the 
20th-century child.

now concluded.)



The
Woman’s Observatory

B y  “  F e m in a .”

{A  monthly record, o f  events in  the world o f  wom en.)

W
E  are glad to see that there 
are signs, at long last, of 
an organised protest 
against the conditions of 
life and labour prevailing in 

the nursing profession. At a time when 
workers of all grades are agitating—in many 
cases striking—for a 44-hour week, nurses 
are expected to put in an SO-hour week 
without a rest-day; while their under
payment is in proportion to their over
work. Their days are, as a contemporary 
has pointed out, “ a constant fight against 
sleep,” especially in the case of the younger 
nurses; and in many institutions they 
are by no means fed or “ boarded,” to 
use the official term, as they ought to be. 
A nurse personally known to the present 
writer informed her that the nurses of 
one hospital, where she herself had served, 
lived chiefly, for four months of the 
year, on rhubarb, lettuce, and dry, hard 
cheese; even a pot of jam being considered 
a luxury. They could ill afford to supple
ment this fare out of their meagre earnings, 
and went ill-fed accordingly. The cheer
fulness and fortitude of these gallant 
servants of the public often blinds those 
who benefit by their service to the full 
extent of the sacrifice it involves : virtue, 
in their case, is supposed to be its own 
reward. Registration, though it will 
raise the status and remove some of the 
worst evils of the profession, provides 
no remedy for these. We hope the 
nurses’ official leaders will take the matter 
up by an organised agitation for “ more 
pay and more sleep,” with standardised 
conditions of board and accommodation.

* * *

At the time of writing, the shameful 
injustice of the treatment meted out to

the “ Wraf ” or “ Penguin ” girl, Elsie 
Kathleen Smith, is still unredressed. It 
will be remembered that this unfortunate 
girl was sentenced to four months’ im
prisonment for an attempt to smother 
her week-old baby, the child of a Canadian 
soldier “ whose name,” said the presiding 
Judge, “ I do not propose to give.” This 
same merciful and humane judge seems 
to have felt, to do him justice, some sense 
of the pitiableness of the young “ crim
inal’s ” condition, of her claim to humane 
treatment as a sick person, barely re
sponsible for what she did. But, at all 
costs, the sacred rights of the male must 
be protected : he must be guarded from 
exposure, even, while Nature’s heavy 
penalty imposed on his victim must be 
reinforced by four month’s imprison
ment to show that “ infant life is sacred.” 
The Home Secretary, on his part, meets 
the indignant appeal and protest of the 
Women’s Freedom League with the 
answer that he “ does not feel it con
sistent with his public duty ” to liberate 
the hapless girl. The League rightly 
feels that the matter cannot be allowed 
to rest there. Questions will have been 
asked in Parliament, and another in
dignation meeting held at Caxton Hall, 
before these lines are read. But even 
this is not enough. Women must insist 
on full exposure of the male offender in 
these cases, and on his appearance in the 
dock beside the mother of his child.

* *

Certain writers and speakers, of the 
forlorn ranks who cling to the now dis
credited “ Anti ” faith, are attempting 
to make capital out of the fact that the 
woman’s vote in general, and the German 
woman’s vote in particular, is alleged
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to have been, on the whole, a reactionary 
or, at best, a “ moderating ” force in 
politics. In the case of Germany we do 
not dispute the inference. The feminine 
electorate there seems to have swung, 
in the main, to the Catholic and ‘ Centre 
parties, which stand towards the E x 
treme Left as Conservatism, say, towards 
Syndicalism in this country; or high- 
and-dry Republicanism to the “ Radical ’
(it would here be called the extreme 
Socialist) party in America. For that 
result, no doubt, Germany s exceptional 
circumstances are largely responsible; 
revolution representing simply more 
bloodshed and more misery to the mass 
of thinking women in the country, while 
the religious factor must also be taken 
into account. We deny, however, the too 
hasty inference from certain facts and 
figures collected in other countries. It 
was probably (indeed almost certainly) 
owing to the woman’s vote that the 
Democrat cause triumphed in the last 
Presidential election in the United States , 
a victory reflecting the loftiest citizen 
ideals of peace and progress. But, even 
were the “ reactionary ” theory fully 
demonstrated, what then ? What would 
it prove ? Women will vote as they 
choose, not as men think they should.

* ❖  *

In municipal affairs there is certainly 
every sign that women are waking up. 
As we write these lines the elections are 
still a fact unaccomplished ; but there are 
over a hundred women candidates (38, 
pending the elections, already sit on 
Borough Councils). In this connection 
we may note the significant support given 
by Mr. Herbert Samuel, formerly an 
“ Anti,” to the Women’s Local Govern
ment Society in its movement on behalf 
of women Justices of the Peace. Women

are urgently needed in the law courts 
when feminine offenders, young girls 
more particularly, are on trial. Men and 
women should work side by side here as 
elsewhere.

*  *  *

We have often pointed out that all the 
social and intellectual triumphs won by 
’Varsity women must remain something 
of a barren glory while, to their discredit, 
the older Universities still refuse the 
right of women students to full member
ship. As we write, the news comes to 
hand that Oxford is thinking of seeking 
“ express Parliamentary sanction,” on 
the advice of Counsel (Sir John Simon,
K.C., and Mr. G. J .  Murray, K.C.), to  
admit women as full members eligible 
for Degrees. It  is suggested that Oxford 
should act conjointly with Cambridge 
in the matter. The more liberal Univer
sity, as it is commonly supposed to be, will 
surely not lag behind its fellow in estab
lishing so great a reform.

* * *

On November 14th a meeting to demand 
the enfranchisement of Indian women 
took place at the Queen’s Hall, London. 
Indian women are demanding equal 
treatment with men, and the more en
lightened and public-spirited of them 
are indignant that it is denied them 
under the Montagu-Chelmsford scheme of 
government. Purdah is declared to be 
no barrier to estate administration even 
where it still exists, and need be none to 
citizenship. “ The Begum of Bhopal, 
says Miss Mithibai Tata, now in England 
on behalf of the movement, “ governs 
her country though she never raises her 
veil.” We shall revert to this subject 
next month, when we hope to be in a 
position to “ report progress.”

“ F em in a .”

(This series is now concluded.)



Star Work in Many Lands
S promised in the last issue of 

/ y k  the H er a ld  o f th e  Sta r , 
L—a ,  we print this month some of

X a t  the reports from National 
Representatives of Sections of 

the Order of the Star in the East, which 
have reached us during the past year. 
Several of these date from some time back, 
but we trust that they will be none the 
less interesting on that account. In 
future, it is hoped, as far as possible, 
to include news about the Order in each 
issue of the Magazine.

The reports which follow are given in 
chronological order.

B ri t ish  W est  Indies.— The British West 
Indies are not yet an officially organised section. 
But Mr. Edward Drayton, of Barbados, is in 
charge of the work there. He writes, on Nov
ember 28th, 1918, that, as far as he knows, 
there are 29 members of the Order in the B.W.I., 
■distributed as follows : Barbados 12, Grenada 
9, Trinidad 6, St. Lucia 1, Turks Islands 1. 
Five members have left the West Indies and 
are now living in other parts of the world. At 
present there is no organisation of any kind, 
but Mr. Drayton does his best to keep in touch 
with members and to supply them with litera
ture.

R u ss ia .—One of the most interesting reports 
■ever received from a Section of the Order comes 
from Russia, and is dated December 17th, 191S. 
It is impossible to read it without the deepest 
admiration for the earnestness and diligence 
with which our fellow-members in Russia have 
carried on the work, in spite of all the diffi
culties and dangers in that much-troubled 
country. We await with the utmost interest 
the time when Madame Poushkine, the admir
able representative of the Order in Russia, 
will be able to send us a further account of the 
organisation in her charge. To give a synopsis 
of the report would spoil i t ; we therefore print 
it in full.

Madame Poushkine writes :—
The work of the Order of the Star in the 

East in 1918 has taken the form of lectures, 
meetings for inquirers, concerts, for the public ; 
group studies, devotional meetings, for members ; 
publishing activities, children’s work.

" The Petrograd lectures have been given 
in the first half of the year on the subjects of 

The Coming and the Higher Consciousness ' 
and ‘ Liberated Labour.’ In the latter part of

the year no public lectures have been possible. 
Quite lately we have attempted to give one 
under the title ‘ The Living God,’ but it was 
prohibited at the last moment.

“ In Moscow a series of lectures in January 
and February have aroused great interest in the 
public at large, and at the same time strong 
opposition in a group of very orthodox peoplef 
the same who made all the fuss at the lectures 
of the preceding year. They raised the same 
noise and cry of the Antichrist at the first two 
lectures, but we very gently and firmly declined 
to discuss the question in the excited atmo
sphere of the hall, and sent out special invitations 
to all the leaders of the protesting groups 
(well-known persons in Moscow) to our meetings 
for inquirers, changing even the hours to suit 
their convenience, but none of them came. 
The rest of the lectures passed off quite smoothly 
amid an attentive and interested audience.

The aforementioned group announced three 
lectures on the Theosophical Society, the Order, 
and the Antichrist, on which all possible and 
impossible slander was heaped on these move
ments and their leaders. At the first lecture 
the house was full, but the third had to be 
cancelled, as nobody came.

“ The Anthroposophical Society also set up 
a campaign against the Order, and held a public 
meeting, conducted in the same spirit as the 
said lectures. Notwithstanding, or, perhaps, 
because of that, our lectures in Moscow are 
always very well attended, and the sale of our 
literature has considerably increased. At any 
rate, our message has widely spread in Moscow, 
partly through a purely mechanical means.’ 
The programs of the central lecture of the series,
‘ Soon is the Saviour coming' have been pasted by 
our members high up on the walls and have 
remained there for many months, so that by 
this time the whole of the population of Moscow 
must have read those words. During the last 
three months no public lectures were given 
in Moscow, for many reasons.

“ Our third centre, Kalouga, has also had 
its cycle of lectures in the early part of the year. 
They were pretty well attended.

“ The meetings for inquirers have been 
regularly held every Sunday in Petrograd. 
At them we are giving in a condensed form the 
series of lectures which we have planned for 
great public lectures during this winter. The 
plan comprises three main points :—

I. — T he N ecessity of R econstruction .
(«)• The coming of the World Teacher and

the New Spirit of the Age.
II. —T he N ecessity of R econstruction b y

L ove.
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(a) . New Ethics :
1. Brotherhood.
2. Compassion and reverence.
3. The Sermon on the Mount and the Hew 

Era.
4. The Ethics of the Order.

(b) . New Sociology i
1. Service and sacrifice, as the foundation 

of the social order.
2. Ideals and their role in the impending 

reconstruction of life.
3. The spirit of co-operation and the co

operative movement.
XII — T he Coming of the  W orld-Teacher .

(a) . The Idea o f  the Coming o f  Teachers m
1. Hinduism.
2. Buddhism.
3. Islam.
4. Judaism.
5. Christianity.

(b) . Preparation for the Coming :
1. In religion.
2. In social life.
3. In individual life.

'“Part of this program has been carried out; 
the latter part is left for the coming year.

“ This autumn we have tried a new type ol 
public work—weekly concerts with readings 
from standard poetry and prose—old and new 
—and scriptures, illustrating the ideas of God, 
brotherhood, beauty, service, the Coming, the 
New Era and the like, taking one idea at a time. 
The public seems to like these concerts very 
much, and, as they are given at head
quarters, we are able to imprint on them a 
character of reverence and peace, very com
forting and soothing in our troubled times. 
We have also opened a circulating library and 
reading room.

“ The members of the Order work m several 
groups, studying different questions, such as

1. The Coming of Teachers in various religions.
2. Different questions connected with the 

work, such as the inner and outer work of 
the Order, as such ; the inner and outer 
work of a member of the Order ; Theosophy 
and the Star, etc.

3. The rules of the Order, taking, one by one, 
each sentence, and studying the bearing 
on the life of the Order and the individual 
member.

4. The problems of cruelty to animals and 
children, and of the white slave traffic.

5. Mr. Jinarajadasa’s books.
6. “At the feet of the Master.”
“ The last two groups are formed only of 

active and earnest workers in the Order.
“ The weekly devotional meetings consist 

of readings from Scriptures and music.
" The work of the members is conducted on 

the same lines in Moscow and Kalouga. It has 
been considerably hampered in both towns by 
the absence of local headquarters,  ̂ but this 
obstacle is now removed, as the Order in Moscow 
owns two very good rooms at the house of the

local secretary, Mme. Matreeff, and in Ivalouga 
it has a bright, cheery room at the house of our 
member, the Countess Tolstoy, daughter-in- 
law of Leo Tolstoy. In Moscow the inner work 
of the Order has been conducted by the local 
secretary on deeply devotional lines, so that 
the Moscow Section of the Order represents a 
group of Star Brothers, strong in their rever
ence and devotion to the movement they serve 
—perhaps the type best suited for work m 
mystical and religiously-minded Moscow. The 
meetings have been unwaveringly held, despite 
repeated bombardments, difficult communi
cations, and numerous and various other

“ In Petrograd the meetings have also been 
regularly attended, in spite of the state of un
rest in the town, the positive danger of being 
out in the streets at dark, the suspension of the 
tram service and many other difficulties.

“ Our publishing activities are growing and, 
since last year, w e  have printed eighteen pamph
lets and books, besides post-cards, calendars, 
and book-marks.

“ The children's club of last winter had to 
be discontinued as the parents were afraid to 
let the children go out towards evening, but 
we have established, instead, fortnightly talks 
at headquarters, with music and lantern slides, 
on the life of different animals, teaching the 
children to know and love them (this being the 
practical work of the group studying the 
problems of cruelty and on ethical subjects, and 
the Coming of the Teacher). Besides, we have 
arranged the same thing three times for a more 
numerous audience. One of these talks, given 
on Palm Saturday in a big hall, was quite 
successful. Mme. Ounkovsky talked on the 
qualities of devotion and gentleness as the 
palm leaves with which they must greet the 
Coming Teacher, and lantern slides and music 
were given illustrating this idea. The hall was 
beautifully decorated and the evening’s pro
gram 'was preceded by a bazaar, where our 
block-notes, book-marks, post cards, etc., with 
the Star on them and sayings from our books, 
were sold. The whole thing proved a great 
success, and the 500 little urchins smiled broad, 
happy smiles, and listened in rapt wonder while 
the music and the pictures and the sweet voice 
of Mme. Ounkovsky told them of the blessed 
time, when their Great Friend will again be 
among them and take them to His loving heart. 
The general atmosphere of the hall was some
thing to be remembered, and the love with 
which the festival was organised contributed 
probably largely to it. I may mention a small 
detail. One of our members, an elderly lady well- 
known in Petrograd as organiser in the women's 
movement (our Russian Mrs. Drummond), 
herself scrubbed the floor of the hall, seating 
over 600 people, bringing over from her house, 
with her own hands, the pails of water and all 
the paraphernalia necessary for the operation, 
as servants in our days of freedom are not 
always inclined to do their work.
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■jin WiLcl0se tlle year " ’ith a membership of 
;V9- This “umber is not quite exact, as our 
three Southern Centres, Kieff, Odessa and 
Kostoff, are quite out of reach. All postal com
munication with them is cut off, but from the 
very rare and far between letters, carried over 
the frontier by some friend or stranger, I gather 
that no public lectures have been attempted, 
but the meetings for members are regularly 
attended, although those towns have badly 
suffered at the hands of foe and friend.

In June we had in Moscow the first con
ference of the chief workers for the Star in 
i  etrograd and Moscow. We discussed the 
problems that have arisen in connection with 
the immediate work in hand. Half-a-year later 
on the 10th and 11th November, we held our 
first convention. It was not very crowded by 
reason of external conditions, but still a'few 
brave souls have faced the untold difficulties 
ot travelling and have given us the joy of their 
presence. We have discussed, one by one, each 
type of outer and inner Star work, its weak 
and stiong points. The gathering proved very 
useful and inspiring, opening up new vistas of 
work, and making us feel very strongly our 
perfect unity and mutual love and our responsi- 
bility, as of a small army, standing, as it seems, 
at one of the most difficult posts in the world 
just now, as well as the great help given us in 
our work.”

Barbara  P o ushkine , Princess Galitzine, 
N a t io n a l  R ep resen ta tiv e .

T h e  U n ited  States and C anada.—The
membership figures of the U.S.A. and Canada 
on January 1st. 1919, were: U.S.A., 5,400 ■ 
Canada, 380 ; total, 5,780. The number of 
Star Centres in the two countries were 80 and 
eleven respectively. After giving these figures. 
Miss Marjorie Tuttle, National Representative 
goes on to say :—

“ We have to confess that our membership 
statistics are no longer very accurate. * Some 
of the members whom we still carry on our lists 
have moved to other countries without notify
ing us of their change of residence ; others may 
have died without our knowledge of that fact. 
Moreover, numbers of Star members having 
joined in other countries have come to reside 
here, but have not always thought to notify 
our office of their membership. Therefore, the 
statistics above quoted are only an approximate 
estimate of the number of Star members we 
now have in America.

“ Our General Secretary asks that reports 
of National Representatives may supply the 
gaps in news which the difficulties of com
munication in war times caused, so this report 
forwards news that is now somewhat ancient.

The Star work in America went on per
sistently all through the war, although hampered 
a good deal by lack of funds, by the absence 
of some of our best workers, and by the difficulty 
of communicating with T he  H erald  and the 
difficulty of importing books from abroad.

The usual Star meetings were turned for the 
most part into Red Cross working or knitting 
parties, our lectures were fewer, but drew 
larger audiences than formerly and dealt mostly 
wffh the subject of the war as a preparation 
for the Coming Teacher. Study classes dwindled 
in attendance because everyone was so busy 
but nevertheless some continued to study 

At the feet of the Master ” and questions of 
reconstruction, and reported much inspiration 
received thereby. Much propaganda was made 
possible through our members’ participation 
m Red Cross work, defence meetings, patriotic 
clnves, etc. In addition to contributing in
dividually to many of the branches of war- 
service, our Section was able as a whole to 
collect and forward donations to various worthy 
enterprises, i .e . ,  to Dr. Haden-Guest’s hospital 
funds, to the fund for wounded Indian soldiers 
to the Star and Garter fund for totally dis- 
abled soldiers, and to the President’s fund for 
Mrs. Besant’s personal travelling expenses.

The most successful and far reaching piece 
of propaganda accomplished by our members 
in all the duration of the War, cannot yet if 
ever, be fully told. Suffice it to say, that 
through the efforts of some of our members 
each supplementing the other, we succeeded’ 
m spite of many obstacles, in getting to’
1 resident Wilson the news we received from 
India. Our great President acknowledged the 
news with thanks, and we have reason to know 
that he personally received it, though what 
action he decided to take with regard to it 
the future alone can show. Indeed, one good 
effect of the War has been to bring a knowledge 
of the Star message to the attention of govern
ment officials more than could a score of years 
of the usual propaganda methods. An amusing 
incident was the descent of government secret 
service men upon our Organising Secretary, 
Mrs. Denman, just after she had called in re
ports from all the local Star representatives 
of the Pacific Coast. Mrs. Denman, who in 
private life if, the mildest type of individual 
and whose daily deeds of mercy are as far as 
possible from political intrigues, was preparing 
for T h e  S e r v e r  a report of Star work. Well 
T h e  S e r v e r  could never publish that report 
because the government officials got it, along 
with Mrs. Denman’s personal papers and all 
the letters on which the report was based ; but 
we hope the reading of it was profitable to the 
Government !

Our new departure this last year was to 
maintain a Star Shop for eight months in a well- 
known building in the heart of the Los Angeles 
business district. It was a disappointment 
that it had to be finally discontinued, owing 
to lack of funds, at the time when so many 
pati iotic funds demanded all the money our 
members felt they could spare. For, although 
the shop could not be expected to be a financial 
success, it was a great propaganda asset and 
made a good impression upon the public. We 
found it a great advantage to have, if only for



S T A R  W O R K  I N  M A N Y  L A N D S 595

a while, a dignified headquarters to represent 
our work ; and, in the short space of time that 
we were there, we made so many friends m the 
building that the management offered us a 
room rent free for a while if only we could stay. 
This we could not of course accept, but our 
experience makes us hope that we may presently 
repeat the shop idea if we can collect funds 
enough to guarantee our staying a full year in 
a <dven place. Unfortunately in this connection, 
hardly a single copy of the issue of T he H erald  
which printed the pictures of and article about 
the shop, reached American subscribers. 
Evidently that was one of the American con
signments of T he H erald  that was lost or 
delayed in transit, and that article could not 
be read by those whom it most concerned.
I f  American members could have seen the 
pictures in T he H erald  and its article about 
the shop, it is possible they would have sup
ported it more heartily

“ Our Organising Secretary, Miss Menzies, 
and her colleagues, have done excellent work 
in organising Canada. She has appointed two 
assistants to keep in touch with isolated mem
bers and the Star members in Canada seem to 
have responded with much more enthusiasm
than formerly. . ..

“ With the joyous news of the Armistice, 
our members seem to feel a new impetus, a new 
freedom to pick up and work again, but now 
along the lines of reconstruction and education . 
December 28th and January 11th were cele
brated with rejoicing, the birthday of our 
Order giving us at Krotona a special treat 
an exquisite lecture-recital, by Dr. Bruce 
Gordon Kingsley, on “ Parsifal,’ which was 
largely attended and much appreciated, and 
in which Dr. Kingsley explained very beauti
fully and fully the mystery which always 
attends the coming to the world of the Parsifal-
Christ. . ,,

“ In conclusion, my report may voice the 
loving and loyal reverence of American Star 
members to our Head and our Protector, and 
to their representatives and the Star workers 
in all lands. In the Service of the Star, may all 
wounds quickly heal, all injustices be wrought 
to right ! "

M arjorie  Tu ttle ,
N ational Representative.

Holland.—Mile. Dijkgraaf, National Repre
sentative for Holland, has a very cheering story 
to tell with regard to the work of the Order m 
her Section. The following report will show 
how rapidly it lias grown in public estimation 
and in the range of its activities. We give the 
report as it stands, in the National Repre
sentative’s own words :—■

“ My chief impression, in looking back over 
last year, is that the place of the Order m 
the public opinion has changed enormously. 
Well-known clergvmen state, more and more 
often, that they share the views of the Order, 
and that they look forward to the same event.

“ In April last year I was invited, as National 
Representative, to join in forming a Brother
hood Federation, together with all organisations 
that tend to promote brotherhood amongst 
men. As the principle, on which we could join, 
they chose : “ We regard all men as our Brethren, 
and we shall try to think, feel and act, accord
ing to that ideal.” At the first meeting about 
35 movements were represented. One ol tne 
chief results of the Federation is that organis
ations usually regarded with suspicion aversion 
or ridicule, could explain their ideals and 
principles, and so do away with prejudice, and 
help to form a common basis of understanding.
In May the first convention will be held, and, 
as it is to last two days, the different repre
sentatives will be able to decide on a programme 
for the future. We hope that the Federation 
will become international. Miss Bayer represents 
the Order, since I become General Secretary 
of the T.S. Another sign that the religious 
world is recognising the dignity and moral 
value of the Order is that a few months ago 
a Federation of Free Religious Organisations 
was formed, in which the Order was also invited 
to join. The originator of the plan, Dr. van 
Wijngaarden, a clergyman of the Free Church 
here in Amsterdam, said in his letter that he 
invited all organisations, within the Church 
as well as without it, who are free from dogma 
and who are willing to co-operate in the effort 
to bring the religious life to the masses, who 
feel that they are miserable without it, yet 
cannot accept the dogmas of the Church A 
little pamphlet which he has written, The 
Church of the Future,” expresses the widest 
views, concerning the possibility of forming 
a unity of the different diversities. To the 
meeting for discussing the possibility of form
ing the Federation, several liberal communities 
within the Protestant Church were invited ; 
but also Old Catholics, Liberal Jews, Free
masons. Theosophists, The Order of the Star, 
Woodbrookers, Religious Socialists, etc. vve 
have formed a committee for preparing a 
congress to be held in June, at which the Feder
ation will be definitely formed ; and, m order 
to gain the public opinion for it, a series of 
lectures are organised by the members of the 
Committee, and two of them will lecture at 
the same meeting—one from communities 
within the Church and one without it— m order 
to show that no difference is made on that 
point. I expect much from that Congress, as 
I see already, in the meetings of the Committee, 
that a mutual understanding will lead to 
co-operation, especially as every individual 
characteristic of the federated organisations is 
respected and will tend to make the unity the
richer. ,

“ About the internal activities of the Urciei 
I can tell you little that is new, but the work 
is going on steadily and the roll of memberehrp 
is increasing. At present we have about 1,200 
members, working in 27 groups. We have 
spread much literature, published a new pocket
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edition of " A t the Feet of the Master” in 
Dutch and a translation of Mr. Leadbeater’s 

btarhght, and given many public lectures
We are still hoping that an International 

Conference may be held in Holland, but we 
awa.it Mrs. Besant’s decision about that. I 
need not tell you that we shall as gladly give 
our help and co-operation when it is other
wise decided. In any case members of different 
countries will again be able to meet, and that 
will be the opening of a new cycle of activity 
m which the international relations will be 
restored.

In conclusion I send you love and greetings 
from our members to our Star brethren in 
England, hoping that we shall all be united 
m His service.”

C. W. D ijkg raaf ,
N a t io n a l R ep resen ta tiv e .

S w itz e r la n d .— Mile. Brandt writes, on July 
-1st, 1919, that a few members of the Order in 
Switzerland are thinking of founding a small 
spiritual, co-operative community, as a nucleus
+Sr itli l Star work.m that country. She hopes 
that the community will come into existence 
within a few months of that day. Its specific 
aims and ideals are set forth in a pamphlet 
which she encloses. There are many difficulties 
to face, she says, but these will be willingly 
met by members as part of their service to the 
cause It will be interesting to hear from Mile. 
Brandt further news of this enterprise, to 
winch our good wishes are herewith given 
The Order of the Star in Switzerland has, in 
Mile. Brandt's opinion, been growing in strength 
and vitality. At the time of writing most of 
its members had dispersed for the summer; 
but, with the autumn, fresh activities were 
being planned and old ones were to be revitalised.
It is pleasant to hear that certain political and
s°cial r°forms have been inspired by members of the Order.

S outh  A fric a .— A brief report from Mr. 
Herbert Robins, National Representative, dated 
September 30th, 1919, states that there has 
been a marked increase of membership this 
year the numbers having risen from 147 at 
the beginning of 1918, to 216 at the date of 
writing.

vof U, r mf ‘̂ W4n. hri'V? reccivcd a newspaper report of the Third Annual Conference of the
f s t l f i o io  U/ S a’ Which t00k Place on APril18th 1919, at Rangoon, under the presidency of 
Mrs. K Hamilton. The delegates were welcomed 
*** a?  e ôcluent introductory speech by Mr N 
A. Naganathan, Organising Secretary, in which 
he set forth the hopes, ideals and duties of the 
Order, and gave certain interesting information 
as to the existence of the belief in the near 
coming of a Great Teacher in many quarters 
m Burma quite unconnected with the Order 
of the Star in the East. Mr. Naganathan’s 
speech was followed by readings from the 
Buddh'st Scriptures and from the sacred books 
of Hinduism. The meeting concluded with a 
resolution of loyalty and devotion to the Head 
and the Protector of the Order, and with a few 
words of appreciation and regret for two mem- 
bers, Messrs. Arunachalam and Muniswamy, who 
had passed away in the course of the year. The 
membership of the Order was stated to be 251.

(As recorded in a recent issue of T he 
H erald  of the  Star , the much-respected 
National Representative of the Order in Burma 
Moung Tliam Moung, has passed away since 
the above report was sent in. An announce
ment as to the appointment of a successor will 
be made m the January number of the Magazine.)

There are still a few of the 1918 reports, not 
yet printed, which, for reasons of space, I am 
compelled to hold over till next month.’

E. A. W odehouse,
G en era l S e c re ta ry .

NEW NATIONAL REPRESEN TA TIVES.

The following appointments of National Representatives of the Order have been 
made :—

A r g en tin e  R e p u b l ic . - M ìss Blanche Taillefer, Dharma, Casilla 1019, Buenos 
Aires, in place of Mr. Edmund Taillefer, deceased.

I celan d .— Mrs. Adalbjorg Sigurdardottir Nielsson, Vinaminni, Reykjavik, Iceland, 
in place of Mr. Gudmundur Gudmundsson, deceased.
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FOR CHRISTMAS PRESENTS
A Book of Months. By D orothy Grenside.

. . . .  r . • _ 1 .1_____1,4-̂  ,„A ,ran orm inH  Flip. ÇM^finS n f  t.hft VOai*.

The Jesus Healer. By J. L. Macbeth Bain.
This new book from the pen of a well-known author will be welcomed. 
1 \  ins. by 5| ins., dainty green cover - - - - - -

r.  80 pp.
2/ 6wrappers.

boards, 3/6

. 120 pp.
2/6

Noticeably attractive for Gifts is the special series, well printed from beautiful type on good 
paper in which four books have been already issued :

G I T A .................................................................................................. ........  4'6BHAGAVAD
LIGHT ON THE P A T H ...............................................................
AT THE FEET OF THE M A S T E R ....................................
THE VOICE OF THE SILENCE - - ;  ‘ '

Bound in lambskin, gilt top and lettering.

4/6
3/6
41-

TH E
THEOSOPHICAL PU BLISH IN G  
HOUSE, i ,  Upper Woburn Place, 
London, W .C .i.

Retail Shops: 169, Piccadilly, W .i ;
4 3 , Great Portland Street, W .i ; and 
1 , Upper W oburn P lace, W .C .i.
T.P.H. publications can also be obtained at the Star 
Shop, 3 1 4 , Regent Street, W .i, and at The Theo- 
sophical Book Shops, 42 , George Street, Edinburgh ; 
144 ,West Nile St., Glasgow; and 12 0 , High St.,Oxford

THE INTERNATIONAL NEW TH0Ü6HT ALLIANCE
Secretary,

MISS A. M. CALLOW.

British
mKmmitm _____  ________  Headquarters

AND T H E  H IG H E R  T H O U G H T  C E N T R E , 39, Maddox Street, Regent Street, W. 1
Vice-President for the British Isles, D E C E M B E R .
J. BRUCE WALLACE, M.A. SUNDAY MORNINGS, 11-30.

M O R T I M E R  H A L L ,  M O R T I M E R  S T R E E T .  L A N G H A M  P L A C E .
Speaker : Miss CHARLOTTE WOODS on "  The Religion of the Future. ' 

M ONTHLY CONFERENCE— FOURTH SUNDAY IN  TH E  MONTH (DEC. 2 8 ).
All interested are cordially invited.

T h e  LENDING L IB R A R Y  &  O F F IC E S  a t  39 ,  M addox S t . ,  O P E N  D A ILY 1 1 — 5
Full Syllabus of Week-day Meetings on application.

MISS LAURA S M I T H S O N ,  l .r.a.m . elocution a.

E N G L ISH  PH O N ETICS, V O IC E PRO D U CTIO N  
A N D  D R A M A TIC  TEC H N IQ U E

Pupils prepared for L.R.A.M. ELOCUTION DIPLOMA. Schools within reach of London visited.
A SPECIAL STUDY is made of STAMMERING AND OTHER DEFECTS OF SPEECH.

A d d r e s s  : 109, ABBEY ROAD MANSIONS, N.W.8
North Country Towns, including Newcastle-on-Tyne (Conservatoire of Music) visited weekly by 

M iss I V Y  S M IT H S O N
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IN  A I D  O F  T H E  B R A I L L E  A N D  
S E R V E R S  OF T H E BLIN D  L E A G U E

A RA IN BO W  BAZAAR
Will be held on WEDNESDAY, the 10th, 
and THURSDAY, the 11th of December at
THE MORTIMER HALL
93, Mortimer Street, Langham Place, W .l
---------To be Opened at 2.30  b y ----------
A GROUP OF BLIND CH ILDREN  
from the Royal Normal College, Norwood, S.E.

C O N T I N U O U S  E N T E R T A I N M E N T S
i r ro X- -17- n * r n /• ----------------------------- .

~----- v v -t jt xxjli\ 1 o --------
S T A L L S  fo r  the S A L E  o f  C H R I S T M A S  G I F T S

A  M ONSTER XM AS T R E E
ILLUMINATION AND ELECTRICAL EFFECTS bv 
Messrs. DRAKE & GORHAM, 66, Victoria Street, S.W. 1

AD M ISSIO N  1 /3 , including Tax. After 6 p.m. on Thursday, 8d.

TICKETS can be obtained in advance from—The Secretary, 3, Upper Woburn Place • 
The Star Book Shop, 314, Regent Street, and 169, Piccadilly, W .l.

T Y P E W R I T I N G
A uthors’ M S S . ,  Exam ination Papers, A rticles, Circulars, Letters, 

Testimonials, Duplicating, etc.

J . T R IM N E L L, 8, M O IRA T E R R A C E , C A R D IF F .

T E A  C U P  I N N
T E A  R O O M S

Opened January 1910, and still under same management.

LUNCHEONS AND TEAS. SMOKING ROOM.
B A N K  B U ILD IN G S, K IN G SW A Y , W .C .l.
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International Women’s Franchise Club
FOR MEN AND WOMEN.

9, GRAFTON STREET, PICCADILLY, W.
SUBSCRIPTIONS : London Members, £ 2  2 0 :  Country Members, £ 1 5 0 .  Irish, 
Scottish, and Foreign Members, 10/6 per annum. Entrance Fee, One Guinea.

L E C T U R E S .
Wed. 3rd Dec.—" Delinquent Children.” Mr. CLARKE HALL, J.P ., K.C.

g p.m. Chairmap, Dr. ETTIE SAYER.
Sat. 6th Dec.—“ Imperial Resettlement.” Miss E . ST. JOHN WILEMAN 

5 p.m. Chairman, LADY ASKWITH.
Wed. 10th Dec.— "The Future of Women Police.” Miss DAMER DAWSON 

8 p.m. Chairman, Miss ALISON NEILANS.
Wed. 17th Dec.— “ Ghostly Phenomena.” Dr. ELLIS POWELL, LL.D., B.Sc.

§’ p.m. Chairman, CAPTAIN BENNETT.
In v ita tio n s  g iven  to  N o n -M em b ers on  a p p lica tio n  to  th e  S e c re ta ry .

Tel.: 3932 Mayfair. LUNCHEONS, TEAS AND DINNERS.

S E R V I C E

All who possess any talent for writing should train them
selves in order to serve humanity through the Press.

Synopsis o f  Postal Lessons on application to 
S M IC H A E L ’S S C H O O L  O F  J O U R N A L IS M  A N D  S T O R Y  W R IT IN G
Principal: D. W. Jennings, F .T .S . 6 & 7, CORNMARKET STREET, OXFORD

C ERTIFICATED TEACHER OF LANGUAGES having been many years in Paris gives French and
a i r m a n lesfons Conversation, Grammar, etc. Direct method, simple and easy. Pupils earn.to speak 

the Foreign language from the first lesson. Also Sanskrit lessons for beginners. Readings from the Bhagavad- 
Ghita in the original Sanskrit T ext and Lessons in Astrology (Elementary Course of 12 Lessons). Apply by 
writing to Miss M. STEINBART, 36, Kildare Terrace, W.2.

SCHOOLS : GIRLS : BOYS. ENGLISH : CONTINENTAL
Recom mended by Mrs. Hooper, Ltd., th e  Pioneer o f C o ntinen ta l Educational Tours, 

13, REG ENT STR E E T, S .W .l, London. E x p e rt advice, choice o f  

illu s tra te d  Prospectuses, g ra tis . S ta te  pup il’s age, fees lim it, d is tr ic t  

pre ferred . T u to rs , Governesses (daily and resident) introduced fo r  

B ritish  Isles and all p a rts  o f th e  W orld. Established 1881.



I V .

HAND-WOVEN MATERIALS
L O O M S  A N D  S P I N N I N G  W H E E L S

T H E
ON SALE AT

A L S T O N  W E A V IN G  S T U D IO .

S p in  Your Own Wool. 
W eave Your Own Dresses. 

Lessons Given.

Hand-Spun Woollens. Vegetable Dyed. Linen and Silk, Wool and Silk, Jumpers, &c.
Special Courses of Instruction are given to those starting Village In
dustries m Spinning Wool and Flax by the Wheel and from the Distaff 
Weaving, Vegetable Dyeing, Sandal Making, Greek Gymnastics, &c! 

There is an overwhelming demand for all yarn spun by hand. T hf A i s t o v  
S t u d i o  will Provide the ra w  m a te rie l  a n d  P u rcha se  all yarn. Every on™n 
the household can learn this beautiful and interesting craft. A Spinning-whed 
is a real joy in the H o m e . Call or send Stamp for particulars to—

THE ALSTON STUDIO, 8, NEW BOND STREET, W.1. T e l e p h o n e :
M a y f a i r  3 0 6 2

Ip e im tb  1 R ew =S cbo o l,
Co-educational Day and Boarding School and Kindergarten

IbenOon Xane, C.E., f  incbles, uq.3.
P r in c ip a l: M iss B . A L B E N  B R A Y , h .T .S .

Local Branch of the Incorporated London Academy of Music 
R hy th m ic M ethod Classes a n d  P riv a te Lessons. 

OUTSIDE PUPILS TAKEN

“ Education Service.”
Open-air School. Full curriculum on Progressive Lines, 

rublic examinations if desired.

1 7 ,  F IN C H L E Y  ROAD,  
S t . JO H N ’S  W OOD, N.W. 8THE LONDON GARDEN SCHOOL

,  .- .rv Tv.T, _  .  haS 0P™ed as an experiment to offer a first-class
MODERN EDUCATION ON N A TURAL LINES
Palming, Hismry of^Arh'G^rdenin^Cooke^y^Fin^Laundrv^1!! '0 APPreciaHon Acting. Singing. Drawing, 
share of the service of the house. Special Housewifery coui^fc'5»” ^ '3' B°AP.DERS taken »’h° do some 

Co-education during Preparatory age. P «°™ ew.fery,course for girls over 16 on practical every-day lines.
p . . , Vacancies for little boys, and for girls over 17.

---------------------------- F r r ^ p a l s  -  -  T H E  MISSFJS M A N  V i  L L E

TH E NEW  THOUGHT C EN TRE (Founded by J ulia Seton, M.D )_ y a Avl_i Miss E. G. OWEN.
3, GEORGE STR E E T, HANOVER SQUARE, W .l.

OPEN DAILY, 2 to 6 P.M.
SU ND AY M O R N IN G  S E R V IC ES a t  1 1 .1 5  a .m .

M O N DAY, TU E S D A Y , a n d  T H U R S D A Y . L e c tu re s  o n  T h e  S ile n c e , C o n c e n t ra t io n  e tc  

F o r  S y lla b u s  a p p ly  t o  S e c re ta r y .  A ll L e c tu re s  a n d  C la sse s  Free.

IMPORTANT TO ADVERTISERS
All enquiries regarding Advertisement Rates, also Application 
for Space in “ The Herald of the S ta r ” to be made to

Miss F R A N C E S  L. F U L L E R
A dv ertisem ent Office,

99, NEW BOND ST., LONDON, W. 1.
-------------- ---------------------Telephone: 2421 Mayfair.

Application for space should be made before the 15th of each month for following issue.


