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Introduction
by Daniel H. Caldwell

Laura Carter Holloway (1848-1930) became associated with The Theosophical
Society, its founders and some of its leading members in 1883 and 1884.

Before she entered the Theosophical scene, Mrs. Holloway was already well-known
as an American author, journalist and lecturer. She had written a number of books
including the popular Ladies of the White House (1870), which had sold more than
100,000 copies. From 1870 to 1884, Mrs. Holloway was an associate editor of the
Brooklyn Daily Eagle. For more general biographical information on Mrs. Holloway,
see Appendice 1, pp. 57-60.

In 1883, while living in Brooklyn, New York, Mrs. Holloway read two popular
introductions to Theosophy --- The Occult World and Esoteric Buddhism, both written
by A. P. Sinnett. At this time she also met the Theosophist William Q. Judge who also
lived in Brooklyn. Later in 1884, Mrs. Holloway went to Europe and met Helena
Petrovna Blavatsky (1831-1891), Russian-born Occultist, Theosophist and co-founder
of The Theosophical Society !

In the following pages Mrs. Holloway tells the story of her association with Madame
Blavatsky and other leading Theosophists of the day and about her encounters and
relationship with Madame Blavatsky’s Masters.

In Appendice 2, pp. 61 ef seq, | have included numerous published and unpublished
letters written by the Mahatmas Koot Hoomi and Morya to Mrs. Holloway, H.P.
Blavatsky, Henry S. Olcott, A. P. Sinnett and Francesca Arundale. I've attempted to
arrange these Mahatma Letters in chronological order but the arrangement is tentative
in many instances. More research still needs to be done on these letters and the
history surrounding them.

Some of these Mahatma letters to and about Mrs. Holloway were first published in the
Theosophical magazine The Word (New York; May and July 1912 issues) and later
reprinted by C. Jinarajadasa in the Fourth (1948) and subsequent editions of Series |

I For information on H.P. Blavatsky’s life, see The Esoteric World of Madame Blavatsky:
Insights into the Life of a Modern Sphinx collected by Daniel H. Caldwell, Wheaton, Illinois, Quest
Books/Theosophical Publishing House, 2000.



of Letters from the Masters of Wisdom (Adyar, Madras, India, Theosophical
Publishing House).

But other related Mahatma letters were never published in the above two publications.

In the year 2000, a Theosophical student (now deceased) gave me transcriptions of
still unpublished Mahatma Letters to and about Mrs. Holloway. These were
eventually published online by me at: http://blavatskyarchives.com/hollowayml.htm

Ken Small of Point Loma Publications (San Diego, California) also provided me with
other related Holloway material.

But subsequent research in 2004-2005 lead me to the discovery of thirteen original
letters from the Mahatmas Koot Hoomi and Morya as well as three original letters
from Madame Blavatsky. These sixteen original letters are preserved among the
papers of Mrs. Holloway at the Winterthur Museum, Garden & Library in Delaware
(USA) [http://www.winterthur.org]. Jeanne Solensky (Librarian, Joseph Downs
Collection of Manuscripts & Printed Ephemera Library at Winterthur) helped me in
accessing all of these letters and I am ever grateful for her help in this matter.

Part of the text of some of these letters at Winterthur had already been published in
the two publications and on my website as mentioned above. But some of the text
and some of the letters have never yet been published. Also these Winterthur letters
help to correct some of the transcriptions, etc., given in my article published on the
web.

The reader will find all of these letters from the Masters and H.P. Blavatsky with
dozens of colored photographic reproductions in Appendice 2, pp. 61 et seq. of this
book.



The Theosophists

Something About Madame Blavatsky,
the High Priestess of the Society.
Her Approaching Visit to This Country
With Colonel Henry S. Olcott.
A Most Gifted Woman -
Her Circle of Distinguished Friends in London.

by Laura C. Holloway
Copyrighted, 1888, by the Author.

[Reprinted from The Leader, October 14, 1888, p. 14.]

For the LEADER.

The private announcement from Madras, India, that Colonel Henry S.
Olcott, the President founder of the Theosophical Society, left Adyar, the
headquarters of the society, on the 4™ inst. for London en route to this
country, will be welcome news to the Theosophists in the United States, of
whom there are upwards of twenty thousand. With him will come Madame
Blavatsky and several others.

In 1875, when the society was formed in New York by Madame Helene
Petrowsky Blavatsky and Colonel Olcott, there were not a dozen adherents
to be found, while now the membership of the organization is largely over
one hundred thousand. Its conception and formation was due to Madame
Blavatsky, whose wonderful personality is a theme of interest in all parts of
the world wherever she has appeared. She believed, she said, that the best
interests of religion and science would be promoted by the revival of
Sanskrit, Pali, Zend, and other ancient literature, "in which the Sages and
Initiates had preserved for the use of mankind truths of the highest value
respecting man and nature." In order to inaugurate such a movement, it was
deemed best to organize a society whose first object should be to form the
nucleus of a Universal Brotherhood of Humanity, without distinction of
race, creed, sex, or color. Once formed the society was to work to promote
the study of Aryan and other Eastern literature, religions, and sciences. The
third object, and the rock upon which the society - on several occasions -
has come near foundering, was the investigation of the unexplained laws of
nature and the psychical powers of Man.
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Psychical Powers of Man.

In the case of the Western members of the society, the last object was in
reality the first, and phenomena became the watchword, particularly of
those members who came into direct relations with Madame Blavatsky. She
was the center of interest to every one, and in the beginning Colonel Olcott
was simply her pupil and representative in practical matters. Having
organized the society and aroused public interest to some extent by the
exhibition of occult power, Madame sailed for India accompanied by
several followers. Her book "Isis Unveiled," which appeared just previous
to her departure, created a nine days’ wonder, but the character of its
contents and the great size of the work prevented it being read by the
general public. "The time had not come for the West to be interested in it,"
its author indifferently remarked, and regardless of her practical interests
she went away to the ends of the earth and made no effort to popularize her
book upon which she had expended so much time and toil. In 1884 the
society had grown to such proportions that the founders were invited to
visit England, where a branch society had been formed with A. P. Sinnett,
the author of "The Occult World" as president. Mr. Sinnett was editing an
English paper published in Allahabad, when Madame Blavatsky and
Colonel Olcott went there in 1879 to organize a branch society.

The English Government was watching with suspicion the movements of
the pair and in many quarters openly charged that Madame Blavatsky was
the spy of the Russian Government.

Mr. Sinnett’s Conversion.

The publication of Sinnett’s book, which describes the phenomena
witnessed in the presence of Madame, and reads like a new Arabian Nights,
did much to dispel this suspicion and convince the authorities that she was
intent upon other objects than political ones. Mr. Sinnett’s book did more
for her than this; it aroused the greatest possible interest in her in England
and led to her being invited to London, where Mr. Sinnett was then living,
having lost his newspaper connection through his absorption in and
advocacy of the tenets held by Madame Blavatsky. He accepted with
absolute faith her declaration of the existence of an order of men on the
earth with powers of a spiritual kind, so phenomenal as to be to ordinary
mortals, godlike. Further he believed that he had been in communication
with one or more of them, through her agency, and he published letters
purporting to be from them which had come to him in ways unusual and
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mysterious. Mr. Sinnett’s adherence of the cause made it many friends and
when, in the spring of 1884, the High Priestess and the President Founder
of the Theosophical Society, accompanied by several Hindoos and a Parsee,
reached London, society was on the qui vive and the receptions given by
Mr. Sinnett at his pleasant residence in Ladbroke Gardens, in their honor,
were attended by many representatives of the literary and scientific circles
of that city. Madame Blavatsky was the most famous woman in England at
that time and the object of the greatest curiosity to intellectual people. The
society for Psychic Research at Cambridge invited her to wvisit that
university town and to give the officers of the society an opportunity to
witness the phenomena which many persons had seen occur in her
presence. She was visited by such men as Wallace, the historian, and
Professor Wallace, the scientist, and by Professor Crookes, who was more
concerned, perhaps, than any other man of science in London, to witness
the manifestations which he attributed to spirit agencies, if they occurred,
and not to any natural power.

The Old Hindoo Ideas.

Madame Blavatsky made friends and enemies everywhere she appeared by
the scathing denunciations of Spiritualism she uttered - friends of its
opponents, and enemies of its adherents. She estranged the editor of Light,
the leading organ of the Spiritualists, Mr. Stainton Moses, "Oxon," and
others of influence by her attacks upon the philosophy and phenomena of
their belief. She denounced mediumship and denied the possibility of
communication with the departed dead, except in the case of "shells,"
"fragments of humanity and elementary spirits." They would not listen to
her statement of the old Hindoo ideas as to the state of man after death, nor
would they hear patiently the dangers of mediumistic intercourse, or the
"brutal selfishness," as she expressed it, of dragging back the dead to
gratify idle curiosity, feed self-conceit, and soothe selfish and unnatural
grief. When her popularity was at its height, and her receptions were simply
ovations; when the young but scholarly Hindoo, Mohini Chatteyee, had
been received and entertained by Gladstone, Lord Balfour, and numbers of
the best men and women of London, she was invited to Cambridge, there to
have opportunity to exhibit before the Society of Psychic Research the
proof she could give of the existence of "Mahatmas," or "Great Souls" and
her power to hold psychic communication with them. Her circle of
immediate friends, whose unselfishness and devotion to her knew no
bounds, gladly went upon this journey with her, believing that the time had
come when demonstration was to be given to the world of the wonderful
power she possessed, and the great work she and the Theosophical Society
would do in the world.
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The High Priestess in Cambridge.

The start as made from London one beautiful June morning and the party
was one of the happiest imaginable. It was made up of young men and
women who were honest and earnest Theosophists and full of enthusiasm
in the cause.

Being in Cambridge at the time and in the same hotel with Madame
Blavatsky, I called upon her and was ushered into her room by one of her
London friends. She was sitting at a table smoking the inevitable cigarette,
with her box of Turkish tobacco open before her and materials for writing
beside it. She was dressed in a loose, flowing black silk gown with some
lace about her neck, and her beautiful hands were covered with jewels.
Although her body is very large her Oriental style of dress is so graceful
and becoming that one is not impressed with a sense of obesity. She put out
her hand to welcome me and asked me to sit beside her. I had seen her
before in Paris and later in London, and was not a stranger to her, so that
her sad expression at once attracted my attention. Inquiring the cause of her
depression, she said: -

"Ah, my child, you little know what is to follow this Cambridge trip."

"You have had a most kind welcome from delightful people, and I hope
your visit will be most pleasant," I said.

"You Americans are always ready with pretty speeches," she answered,
then continued in a sad tone, "but the Karma of the Theosophical Society
cannot be changed by any display of psychic powers on my part. I am here
to select the instrument through which the society is to suffer." Visitors
were announced, and in came Madame Novikoff, the London
correspondent of St. Petersburg Court Journal, and several officers of the
Society for Psychical Research. In their presence her depression vanished
and she was the most vivacious and entertaining person in the party. She
spoke Russian to Madame Novikoff, French to a Parisian present, and her
general conversation was interspersed with so much Hindoostani that it was
difficult to follow her thought, but she delighted and charmed every one.
Professor Sidgwick and his gifted wife, the sister of Lord Balfour,
Frederick W. F. Myers, the lamented Edmund Gurney, Professor Browning,
Mr. Hodgson, and many others were among the acquaintances she made,
and the few days she remained in Cambridge she was the center of
attraction for its most intellectual university circle. Apparently she was
establishing her claim to the possession of universal psychic powers, when
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she turned to me as she was leaving the parlor after the departure of several
visitors, and said: "Hodgson will be the man the S. P. R. will select to go to
India."

The remark made little impression at the time, as her previous remark had
done, for I did not know what she meant. It struck me as rather singular that
she should associate Mr. Hodgson with anything disagreeable, for he
seemed sincerely interested in her and friendly to her, that he would have
been one of the last of the strangers about her to make war against her.
Nothing could be gained by asking her for an explanation, for in the time
that I knew her I never heard her fully satisfy the curiosity of any one.

The Madam'’s Prediction.

When, months later, the Society for Psychic Research selected Mr.
Hodgson to go to India to investigate the claims of the Theosophical
Society regarding the existence of the Mahatmas and the psychic powers of
Madame Blavatsky, these strange and other remarks made at Cambridge by
her regarding Mr. Hodgson’s selection for the part he afterward played,
recurred to me. I never saw him after that time, but when Mr. Hodgson’s
report was given to the world I could but regret that he had not known that
she predicted that he would be selected to do what he did, and that he
would do it in the way he did. It might have added additional interest to the
pamphlet.

Madame Blavatsky has a habit of making predictions, of the most startling
character sometimes, and usually in such an ironical manner that it was
almost impossible to decide whether she meant what she said or was merely
trying to draw people out. She possessed some faculty by which she
speedily read those about her and while exhibiting no interest whatever in
them would be perpetually railing against the foolish record they were
making and which they would have to suffer for in some coming
incarnation. When questioned as to her course toward people concerning
whom she would make surprising statements, she would answer: "They are
simply fulfilling the decrees of Karma, and they will not do more in this life
than go on blindly, using no effort to be what they might." When asked why
she did not stay any injury that might be done by her enemies, she would
sorrowfully say: "What has a poor Buddhist pilgrim, without home or
friends, to lose or gain in this world?"
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A Gifted Woman.

She was as impulsive as a child, as generous as an Eastern Pasha, and the
most indifferent to physical comfort of any human being. She was a most
gifted woman in every respect, a musician of rare cultivation, and her touch
on the piano was wondrously sweet. She, in common with her countrymen
generally, was a great linguist, and conversed equally well in seven or eight
different languages. She has traveled the world over, and her mind is
cyclopedic. There is no subject on which she is not conversant, and if a
stranger is willing to ignore her utterly unconventional ways, an interview
with her is always instructive.

The time is approaching for another event predicted by her, and in the
presence of Colonel Olcott in London, is the first of several circumstances
that would combine to bring about the change announced.

Meantime Madame Blavatsky has finished "The Secret Doctrine," upon
which she has been busily writing for some time, and it is a production
which she declared would be forthcoming at a given time. To say that
anyone believed she would ever write it is to put universal disbelief in a
mild form. She is so unreliable with her pen work that no one deemed it
likely she would supplement "Isis," and now that is finished and Colonel
Olcott is in London and with his face turned this way, it looks much as if
the "Old Lady’s" words spoken four years ago would come true in good
season. If she herself should come to America it would not much surprise
those who have seen her do and say things so out of the common order that
to repeat them would imperil one’s reputation for sanity.

17
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Blavatsky’s Mesmerism
by Laura C. Holloway

[Reprinted from Current Literature (New York) March 1889, pp. 243-244.]

Mme. Blavatsky could produce a sound like the chime of bells, low and
sweet, but perfectly clear, and these were heard by us all under various
conditions. She would know what was going on in other parts of the
building, and one day reproached one of the party for something that was
said in the park, fully a mile away from the castle. Her hostess said that
Mme. B. had not left her room all the afternoon. I remember an occasion
when I excused myself to go to my room to write. In the evening when we
all assembled in the drawing-room, I was astonished to have her say to me:
"You have not written to-day. I saw you idling the time away." It was true
that I had sat at the large window the entire afternoon, looking out upon the
hills, watching the clouds and pondering over many things. Mme.
Blavatsky had been much in my thoughts, as I considered the question - a
grave one to me - of remaining longer with the party or of returning to
England. She knew by some means what had been agitating my mind, and
said to me as we passed down the stairs: "You will go back with me." I said
to myself that I would not, but events so shaped themselves that I did travel
back to London in her company.

She seemed to divine the future in many ways, and sometimes when she
made prophecies, it was dreadful to hear her voice, she would be so excited
and vehement. Curious study she was; curious things she did. Her powers
were phenomenal and were exhibited without premeditation. With no
ambition, no home, no home ties, no strong attachments, she seemed alone
in the world, and was in many respects the most indifferent person I ever
knew. Reckless in statement, defiant in action, she made enemies without
thought and pained those who loved her with apparent indifference.
Sometimes it would be my confidential opinion that she mesmerized those
about her when she desired, but never could prove it.

Her heart was not such a hard one, but she cared very little for
manifestations of affection. She was alone in some sphere of her own, and
none could know her intimately. I have been in the room with her when I
felt her real self to be far away, and have seen her look at strangers once
and talk of them as though their past lives were all before her.

19
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Laura C. Holloway in Her Younger Years

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera.”
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She sat at the desk writing one day when I entered her room without an
invitation, and, putting on a bold front, walked directly to her with a sealed
letter in my hand, which I had written to the gurat, or teacher, who had sent
me letters through her. "I want an answer to this letter, and I have come to
ask you to send it, Madam." She railed at me, flew into a rage, demanded to
know by what right I intruded upon her and ordered her to send letters to
the Mahatmas. When she had concluded I quietly asked her to send it,
adding that it was important. "Nothing that concerns the emotions of people
is important," she retorted. "You all think that if you make a prayer it must
have an immediate personal response from Jehovah. I am tired of
nonsense." 1 coolly laid the letter on the table, sat down near to and facing
her, and looked at my letter. She opened a drawer of the desk, which I saw
was empty, and told me to put it there, I pushed the letter from the table
into it and closed it myself. She leaned back in her chair, looked with some
interest at me, and remarked that my will was developing. I told her that I
had staked much in writing the letter, and its reply would influence my
future course. Impelled by a sudden feeling I asked her if the letter had not
gone, and not waiting for her to reply, I pulled open the drawer and it was
not there. I looked for it carefully everywhere, called in a lady from the
next room and told her the circumstance, and we looked again, but did not
find the letter.

Days after I met Mme. Blavatsky in the hall as she was going out to drive
with one of the guests, and she put out her hand for me to assist her down
the step. As I took her hand, I smilingly said, "Where’s my letter?" She
looked at me steadily for a moment, and it suddenly occurred to me, but
why I do not know, that it was answered. | ran my hand into the pocket of
my dress and there was a letter folded and sealed in a Chinese envelope. I
have it now and sometimes I read it over for the instruction I get from it.
Earnest and honest in tone, wise in counsel and friendly in spirit, though
foretelling trouble and perplexity enough to sadden the future, I valued it
then and do now, for, whatever the source from whence it came, it was
what I needed and I was thankful to get it.

The world has abused her more than almost any other woman of her day.
She is an object of suspicion not only to individuals, but to governments,
and she is defended by those who would count it a privilege to die for her.
To a person who once asked her who she was, she said, with much
simplicity of manner: "I am an old Buddhist pilgrim, wandering about the
world to teach the only true religion, which is truth."
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Madame Blavatsky
A Pen Picture

by An American Newspaper Writer
[Laura C. Holloway Langford]

[Reprinted from The Word (New York) February 1912, pp. 262-269.]

As soon as the arrival of Madame Blavatsky in England was announced, I
felt my opportunity had come for seeing this widely celebrated woman who
was credited with possessing occult powers, and who was said to be in
direct communication with not only the "Adepts," but with "Maha-
Chohan," the Head of the Himalayan Initiates, the greatest of living souls.
Armed with a letter of introduction given me by an American friend, I
sought her out only to learn that she had gone to Paris, and it was in Paris,
that I subsequently met her. I found her smoking cigarettes, and, months
later, when I took leave of her in London before starting for New York, she
was again smoking. During that time, whenever I saw her she was smoking.
And, as I had never seen a woman smoke before, her habit made a deep
impression upon me. I may add that it impressed me painfully at first, but I
grew tolerant of it later, believing it to be a manifestation of diseased
nerves, as was subsequently proved.

In Paris, Madame Blavatsky lived in an apartment in Rue Notre Dames des
Champs, and here each evening was gathered together a strangely assorted
company. The first time I called I approached her through a crowd of
French and German gentlemen, accompanied by a friend. She gave me her
hand and after saying she was glad I had come, asked me to be seated
beside her. For a short time we chatted on various ordinary topics, then she
inquired of people she had known in New York, and, finally as guests
pressed about her, she told one of her party to watch over me until she was
at liberty again. I stood near her for a time listening to her conversation
with others, and she impressed me as clever and vivacious, occasionally
charming, but of a very changeable nature, and not quite at peace with
herself. In many respects she seemed unique, and thinking I was alone and
unnoticed in the crowd, I satisfied myself regarding her characteristics in a
leisurely way, noting her voice, her tricks of speech, her motions, and her
manner of greeting people. The crowd increased and after a time I came to
the conclusion that I would make my departure. As I turned to go towards
the door she greatly surprised me by calling out: "Now that you have
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summed me up to your satisfaction, will you please talk with your
countryman, Mr. ----- , until I can see you. I laughingly turned away with
this gentleman — who had steeped to my side, so soon as he had heard the
remark she made, and as I did so I said: "Queer woman that; how did she
know what I was thinking of?"

"She is the most remarkable woman this age has produced," he answered in
earnest tones, and then he added: "This may not be the verdict of the world,
but those who know her subscribe to it."

"Is that true?" I answered - "I have heard it declared that she is not a very
satisfactory expounder of the philosophy she teaches." He quickly replied:
"But who is there who can judge her; who is there who has tried to do what
she has already accomplished?" I could not combat this and suggested that
he tell me more of her life, and her present line of work. This he did,
talking most entertainingly for some time.

Through all the evening Madame Blavatsky smoked cigarettes. Luckily she
used a very mild Egyptian tobacco, and the odor of her continuous cigarette
was not offensive. Had it been so, her anti-tobacco friends would have
suffered martyrdom. Her beautiful hands were stained with the weed, and
ashes were on her dress and scattered over the carpet about her. I saw her
many times, but never without her tobacco and cigarette paper and matches.

Strangers meeting her for the first time, felt as I had done, and were
shocked with this habit of hers - but her daily companions were glad to
have her smoke. She was always entertaining when smoking and was
certain to be irritable when deprived of her precious cigarette. Smoking
with her was a habit that had become second nature; she could not live
without tobacco. To know her at all was to know her through clouds of
tobacco smoke; to listen to her wonderful flow of conversation was to hear
it in the intervals of silence when she was dreamily, and gently puffing her
cigarette. To nothing else was she half so devoted as to her cigarette and
she was a fascinating smoker. So keen was her enjoyment of this
occupation that others were entertained in watching her indulgence in it and
her easy, restful manner of smoking soothed even those who were opposed
to tobacco. Her temperament was one that required a narcotic; her nature
was so tempestuous that without it no ordinary person could have endured
her excitability for a day.

She was a volcano in petticoats; a woman, but masculine in her mental

attributes. Yet she was the reverse of "mannishness." She was something
different from all the men and women I had ever seen up to that time or
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have since seen. There was no assumption of any kind about her, she made
no effort to be anybody’s conception of herself, and she acted her part with
as little regard for her own interests as for the feelings of others. Whatever
she was not expected to say in conversation that she said, brusquely,
bluntly, and without thought of consequences. She had the least regard for
the conventionalities, of any person I ever met, and at the same time she
seemed the most sensitive of women when any doubt of her proper
performance of her own duty was manifested.

For the self-love and vanity of men and women she seemed to have a
scornful disregard, and her rudeness and impatience when forced to witness
a display of either, were terrifying. She would exclaim against the conceit
and bigotry of people, in language forcible beyond any necessity, but she
was never aware, apparently, of her roughness of speech. Strangers were
shocked at her lack of self-control, but those who knew her best seemed to
be least concerned over her moods.

In her conduct she was always the same; indifferent to externals; absorbed
in her work, and imperative in her assertions regarding its value to the
world.

Her invariable costume was a loose, flowing, black, one-piece garment,
called an "Abayah." The Egyptian women wear this kind of dress and it is
one vastly becoming and comfortable for stout people. Every one knows
that Madame Blavatsky was a very large woman, but she never gave one
that impression of mere fleshiness which is common to stout women who
wear fashionable tight fitting clothing. She was about medium height and
had very small hands and feet. Her "abayah" was cut from a double fold of
very wide cloth and had no other tailoring than was required to fold the six-
yard piece and directly in the center of the fold to cut out a circular piece,
and to cut a further opening down the center of the cloth. The neck and
front thus formed was bound with silk and usually a lace ruffling was
inserted. There were no other sleeves than those outlined by the arms when
extended full length, and fastened in loose folds with safety pins. These
were sometimes replaced by a seam which was removed when the dress
required to be cleaned or laundried. With her beautifully shaped hands and
arms there was no need of tight-fitting sleeves and the simplicity and
Grecian outlines of her dress were always admired. The "abayah" was
exactly suited to her size, slow motions, and sedentary habits; few western
women would appear to advantage in it.

At the time that Madame Blavatsky was in Paris, in the spring of 1884, she
had just come from troubles at Adyar; troubles relating to the charges of
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fraud and trickery made against her by Madame Colomb. And she was
constantly in mental turmoil over the real or fancied grievances inflicted
upon her by this woman and her husband. She would suddenly appeal to
almost perfect strangers to know their opinion of "the situation." And she
would listen to anything of a denunciatory character said regarding these
people whom she believed to have been paid to try to catch her in some
fraud - and yet, when she had opportunity to send messages back to India
by a member of the Theosophical Society - she said to him: "My dear - go
and see Madame Colombo - she is not the evil one in this matter - and let
her know how I feel about her."

And the very next moment she was rasped into a fury of temper by a
remark that Madame Colomb believed the masters to be fakes. She could
not brook doubt on this subject, nor endure those who questioned the
existence of the "Brotherhood of Adepts." Her devotion to her "Master"
was unswerving and paramount. To question the nature or the office of the
Mahatmas was to give her such provocation to wrath as to unfit her for
immediate self command. Her ebullitions of temper over the most trivial
things were painful, but fortunately they were fleeting; I have seen her
appal people by her violent emotions one minute, and in the next show the
extreme of indifference. The group of intimates about her paid little
attention to her mental cyclones, well knowing that to do so, was to waste
time uselessly. She impressed me always as a singular contradiction; it was
idle to try to classify her; she could not be measured by class distinction, or
be weighed in any conventional social balance. I recall one occasion when I
sat with her during a tempest of angry talk over some disagreeable news
she had received from India. Her anger depressed me and I sat mute and
miserable, wishing in my heart that as I could not soothe her, I might
escape from her presence. Suddenly she turned and looked at me as a
mother might look at a demure child, and said in the most winning manner:
"My dear, will you have a cigarette?" And while I was laughing as a relief
to my feelings, she smilingly made herself a cigarette and then smoked as
contentedly as though life was but an unvarying song to her.

Looking at her one day it occurred to me she must be perhaps fifty years of
age; I learned from others that she was between fifty and sixty, but I heard
her laughingly tell a woman caller that she was over eighty. Her face was
not one lined with care wrinkles, her hair showed no grey, and her eyes
were wonderful in their strength and clearness. Her mouth, to me, appeared
to be the least handsome feature of her face, but so changeable was the
whole face in expression that it sometimes appeared to better advantage
than at others.
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Her head was exquisitely shaped, and she dressed her hair in simple
Grecian style, thus adding to its classical outlines. The hair was a chestnut
brown in color and exceedingly curly. Her hands were flawless in shape
and very white, a fact always noted by visitors, for her complexion was not
fair, and her skin was coarse in texture and often muddy looking, giving the
impression of some internal disorder, and she had not the least color in her
cheeks.

Her linguistic accomplishments were remarkable even in a Russian. It was
a joy to hear her speak French - and the young Parisians who crowded her
parlor on Sunday afternoons and evenings were often heard to remark her
accent. I liked to be present at these Sunday afternoon gatherings, for she
talked well, and gave much instruction to the young men who were
members of the Paris branch of the Theosophical Society.

One incident that occurred at one of these receptions was very interesting.
A daring young convert asked her to do some phenomena so that the
strangers present might be informed regarding her powers. She was furious
in a moment and rebuked him in such a loud voice that every one present
turned toward her in silence.

Then, as gently as a child could confess repentance, she meekly said: "If the
Masters wish it, I will be permitted." And just here it is but right I should
insert this fact: I never heard her take credit to herself for any of the
wonderful things she certainly did; she invariably prefaced every
performance with some tribute to the Mahatmas, and often deplored the
morbid craving of people for an exhibition of such powers as she
possessed, saying it would do them no good whatever.

Her sister, Madame Vera Petrovna Jelihovsky, and her aunt, the Countess
Nadejda Andreevna Fodeeft, were visiting her at the time, and the former, I
think, was in the room when this incident occurred.

Madame Blavatsky rose from her seat on the sofa and with some difficulty
- as it seemed - walked across the drawing room and stood in front of a
large mirror. She placed both hands upon it, lightly - standing with her back
to the company. The young Frenchmen were nearest to her. Suddenly, after
a brief interval of silence, a loud crash, followed by what sounded like the
falling of broken glass, was heard. I thought the mirror had been broken by
her sudden weight against it, but she was not near it, and her hands had
rested but lightly upon its surface. There was a general exclamation of
surprise and wonder, and the curious ones examined the glass critically. As
Madame Blavatsky turned away looking bored and weary, some one
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suggested that she put her hands on a pane of glass in the large window in
the front part of the room. She did so and this time we waited longer than
before for results. But finally there came a loud crashing sound, as if some
one had struck a mass of glass with a hammer. The glass was unharmed.

The excitement of the Frenchmen knew no bounds; they enthusiastically
clapped their hands and beamed upon the "High Priestess," as one of them
called her. Their outspoken delight and enthusiasm pleased her; or, rather
she seemed aroused to an unusual degree of interest in her guests, and for
an hour or more talked so brilliantly that every one was amazed. It was an
hour of enchantment to some of her listeners and I doubt if any one of that
company ever knew another equal to it, either in her presence, or out of it. I
could not sleep that night for thinking of her and of the events of the
evening.

The next time I met her she was in one of her towering rages, and was
anathematizing the missionaries whom she denounced as bigots and frauds,
and the worst representatives of humanity in the East. Some of them
represented the Church of England in India, and she knew them to be
absolutely ignorant of the spirit of the master they claimed to serve. She
denounced Protestants generally, and said the Catholics, because they were
more sincere and less irreligious than Protestants, were gaining an influence
in the world far greater than the latter understood, or would ever appreciate.
The Catholic priests, she said, did work among the poor and try to help the
friendless. The Protestant missionaries spent their time splitting questions
of doctrine over the corpse of Protestantism. For her part, she said, she
cared nothing for either sect; her religion, she defined, as love for humanity
and her object in life to establish a Universal Brotherhood.

Then she talked of the Theosophical Society, through which she hoped to
be able to accomplish much. Theosophy, she said, was a subject that should
interest the best minds of the age; in time, she knew, it would claim the
attention of spiritual people the world over. She also said the Society had
been founded by herself, Col. Olcott and William Q. Judge, for an unselfish
purpose, not on their own initiative, but under guidance and direction of
those who had been her teachers in esoteric knowledge.

She had resolved many years before to devote herself to the work she was
then engaged in; she desired no other occupation then to serve the Masters;
she had been their pupil; had received exceptional favors from them; had
lived in total seclusion at their command for nine years in Thibet and had
come out into the world again at their bidding. She had no expectations of
escaping the fate of those who had lived in the world, and with the world,
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particularly because her career had been an uncommon one. Her life had
been a long one and a strange one; strange to her looking back upon it; as
upon a half broken dream. Her visit to Europe, she said, was to see if the
Western mind was prepared to learn the Eastern teachings; if so, she could
and would open avenues not before accessible to them; but her best efforts
she thought would be met with derision and scorn. This was the fate of all
devoted workers in every line of spiritual work in all ages.

I soon noted that Madame Blavatsky, whatever else she was, earnestly
believed that she had a mission, and I further satisfied myself of the
possession by her of a tremendously strong will. She knew how to use it,
and when not to exhibit it, and she was either the most communicative or
the most silent person I have ever met. . . .
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“Master! |1 Come!
Thy will be done!”

by the Western Chela
[Laura C. Holloway]

[Reprinted from Man: Fragments of Occult Truth
by Two Chelas, London: Trubner & Co., 1885, pp. Xxv-xxvi.]

The winds of a cheerless winter day had whirled and twirled snow-wreaths
through the air until the world seemed wrapped in fleecy clouds.

The space above and below man's feet was all white, all glistening with
crystal flakes that multiplied themselves in endless forms and nestled on the
earth like a gossamer pall. It was winter, and winter in a climate
inhospitable and bitter even in its best aspects; winter in the north, where
the bleak blasts were far too many and the warmth of summer tarried not
long. This day there seemed to have been united the disagreeableness of
many snowstorms, and the leaden look of the early dawn had justified the
predictions of the weather-wise that there was likelihood of a strong blow
from the polar regions. It came duly, and thick and fast, the pretty down
kissed the cold earth and sank out of sight in its absorbing embrace. At first
this was the case, but by-and-by the old mother weary of a repetition of
such visits, returned them no more, and the little messengers gathered
together on her breast, closely packing themselves, until she was entirely
hidden from view and there was no more of her brown self visible to man,
The world was decked in snow and he sky seemed never to weary of sifting
it through space, and covering with its purity all the dark spots and uncanny
lines of the city streets and byways.

It was a day for meditation and dreams, a time for the restful to rest, the
serene to find repose in their inner selves, safe from the interruptions of
daily life without. For the contented, it was a day of peace and communion
with better thoughts than could be invoked when the cares and the duties of
the world interposed.

And it was the opportunity for the soul to assert itself, and speak in no

uncertain tones through the thick walls of sense which entirely deadened its
voice many days at a time.
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In that vast city which the snow had claimed for its own, there was one soul
which looked out through her slight casement upon the scenes of life, and
rejoiced in the outward storm that gave such a prospect of inner calm. The
tenement which enshrined that soul was slight indeed, and it trembled
before the strength of the wind - as evidenced by the noise at the windows
and about the entries. Gazing wistfully out upon the scene until giddiness
caused the eyes to close and the heart to sigh in regret, thoughts of the
hungry poor who were crowded in unwholesome habitations, of little
children whose tender flesh was pinched and quivering, whose woes would
be intensified by the presence of the visitant so beautiful to look upon, so
hard to entertain unless greeted with warmth and cheer at the hearthstone,
crowded the busy brain and caused the clasped hands to tighten in pain.
Regrets which, worse than vain, are always weakening and distressing were
not long harboured, for there was work for fingers and mind, and there
were tasks unperformed awaiting attention. But whether it was the effects
of the storm upon a highly strung nature or the sense of the helplessness
that followed a realization of human suffering which could not be averted,
the hands could not write, the brain refused to act and the passive mind
lapsed into a reverie which seemed likely to deepen into slumber. It might
have been a midday sleep, but it was not destined so to be. While yet the
drooping eyelids hovered near together and the parted lips offered no
impediment to the deep respiration of the half-reclining form, a mysterious
something roused the dormant senses, and, as would a stroke of lightning,
changed the recumbent position to one of upright, eager expectancy.

There was another presence in the room; of this there could be no doubt;
but whose? and from whence had it come? and how? The closed door had
not been moved, and there was no sound through all the chambers and
halls, echoing the tread of feet or reverberating to the tones of human voice.
Profound was the stillness, save for the soft "tick, tick" of snowflakes upon
the windowpanes, and the shrill whistle of an occasion gust which swept
itself through inviting crevices, or expended its force in a sudden dash
around the corners of the streets. Within, the stillness, deep and almost
mystic, was suddenly startled by the broken exclamation of the dreamer,
thus strangely greeted with a vision so vivid to sense, but so dim to
comprehension.

What a picture has presented itself! There stands in the space but a moment
before vacant, the form of an eastern sage - graceful in bearing, benevolent
of countenance, and earnest in the look he bends upon the wondering face
before him. In one hand he carries a book-like parchment, and over his arm
is thrown the white robe that falls on the opposite side almost if not quite to
the floor. Long flowing hair mantles his shoulders, and on his feet are the
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sandals of the East. Perhaps it is the small staff of some brown wood he
carries which emits so delicious and pungent an odour, for all the
atmosphere is filled with fragrance and the senses are gratefully soothed.

Standing quite unconscious of having done aught to surprise any one, and
gently speaking to his listener, he is the most delightful picture of repose
one could well imagine. The yellow Tibetan bodice worn under his long
drapery, shines through the fold above it, and the Himalayan fur that circles
its edge glints with light as he slightly moves his position in the gentle
excitement of speech. His manner, at once so dignified and polished,
reassures his listener, who now thoroughly alive to the strangeness of the
presence, is wholly at ease, and so astonished at the words falling from his
lips that attention is held fixed lest one should be unheeded. The voice, so
soft and low, was heard for the first time. There was about it a musical
cadence which echoed the words as they came from his lips; it was as
though they were spoken from afar and were repeated through space.

"Strange phantom, freak of fancy perhaps", was the thought he saw
photographed on the brain of his listener, and instantly he pointed to the
wall above him, when there appeared sentence in quaint script, which
translated, reads thus: - "There is no charity in the West for the unknown
doctrine".

"What is the unknown doctrines?" quickly queried the comprehending
mind.

The stranger smiling, answered, "It is the essence of all doctrines,the inner
truth of all religions- creed less, nameless, untaught by priests, because it is
of the spirit and not to be found in temple or synagogue. It is the still small
voice heard in the whirlwind and felt in the storm. You involuntarily
appealed to me, something stronger than yourself, to care for the helpless
and house the homeless. Your heart breathed its prayer; your soul registered
it in the atmosphere about you; and the spirit was refreshed by so pure a
breath wafted from the lower kingdom to the higher; from the body to the
soul and thence to the region of spirits".

And continuing, he taught the mystery of man's being, his origin, his
growth, his destiny, in the words of these pages. The teacher came again
and often, and instructed the willing pupil from the writings of the ancient
volume guarded so tenderly. He taught the laws of life in language so wise
that the conviction of the highest truth filtered through the reverent mind so
singularly chosen for instruction. The lessons were given from evening to
evening with unchanging patience on the part of the strange preceptor; and
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with gentle suasion he instilled and developed the intuition to grasp the
higher knowledge offered for acceptance. With varying success his work
was accomplished. Weeks passed away while the mysterious master
returned whenever opportunity offered, and explained things wise and
deep, whereof the pupil hardly comprehended the sense. The routine
matters of the day which absorb the best part of nearly every life, many
times obtruded themselves, and there were delays and interruptions which
sadly interfered with the weird instruction.

One day there was an end to all this. The master came no more. The doubt
and misgivings, the unrest and illusions of the worldly mind, defeated his
best endeavours, and he saw the futility of trying to train in wisdom nature
divided against itself at every point.

But he did not forsake his charge; he sent a messenger,a youth from his
own hand, who taught the mystic lore with careful purpose and kind intent,
but the duty, it was easy to see, was not to him what it had been to his
master.

The realization of this fact was often borne in upon the mind of the learner,
and one day as if in answer to the thought, he directed attention to the
opposite wall where, as by magic, there appeared upon the white surface in
shining letters this aphorism:-

"The test of true apprenticeship is fidelity to another's interest".

Unselfish obedience to his master's wishes, in other words, was the way to
growth and development for him, and thus the riddle of his presence against
his personal wishes was solved. He smilingly admitted the correctness of
this conclusion and when he had gained the further confidence of his
charge,the youth solved many riddles, the elucidation of which
imperceptibly lifted the soul of the instructed one and planted aspirations
which were high and good.

A day came when his visits ceased, and nothing was left to compensate for
the disappointment, save an assurance that, in a foreign land and distant, the
master awaited his pupil's coming, and that there the lessons would be
resumed and the writings completed.

Should a spectre be obeyed?

To tread the path the airy fingers pointed, was to dissolve ties not lightly to
be severed, to ignore worldly considerations deemed of the utmost moment,

34



and to surrender self-will to an extent which no one could understand
without a betrayal of the whole matter. And what the world would say to
such an avowal the pupil knew too well. True, that the powers, goodness,
wisdom and sincerity of the Magi of the East and their messenger, were felt
to the innermost fibres of the pupil's being; true, that all grateful was that
heart, and earnest the mind; true, whatever else was false, that more
beautiful and ennobling sentiments had never been enjoyed than those
given by these mystic teachers.

Strange that hesitation, and fear, and moral cowardice should shadow a life
so singularly brightened and developed! Strange, that so cruel a poison as
doubt, should rankle in the soul of the neophyte.

Alas! how many trusting souls have been wrecked by the same sin. How
many fair hopes and golden dreams have been engulfed in the black night it
creates. What a desert waste of sunny heart-climes! What death in life; what
disappointment and despair it is able to produce!

At first it came as an occasional mystery obtruding its stifling presence
when other things engrossed the busy mind; and its existence was barely
recognized, and then ignored. Repeatedly it returned until it came to be
looked upon as an undesirable guest whose visit was ill-timed and
unwarranted, but whose legitimate claims upon hospitality had been
established on many another occasion. The guest who has once been
cordially invited is ever a possible blessing or a threatening menace; a
comer who is sure nevertheless, and who must be received however
welcome's warmth has abated.

Doubt, cruel and cold, held court in the neophyte's castle, and only loyalty
to the past was strong enough to resist its insidious advances and scorn
implied insinuations.

Did the heart bleed? the pain of the wound was great; but greater far was
the sense of unworthiness that succeeded any recollection of teacher or
teachings; of glorious possibilities now blighted. For ever? So far as human
judgment could decide - yes ; so far as the clear sense of intuition could feel
- no, a thousand times no!

But the ebb-tide of hope was setting in, the nightshade of despair stayed all
day with the once enthusiastic pupil. The world and its absorptions lost
much of their importance in eyes weary with unshed tears, and dulled by
the intensity of suppressed emotions. And who could give comfort in such a
crisis? Only he who had taken away with his presence that follow peace of
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mind which the world gives and which the world not often values highly.
The struggle, silent at first, waxed bitter, and intenser grew the sense of loss
of the calm-hour visitors, who had so entirely and so inexplicably
abandoned the lonely worker.

The aching heart bowed itself prostrate before the storm within; the
physical strength sank; the well springs of energy and endeavour seemed
sapped at their fountain head; and beside its own dead-sea fruit, new doubts
tortured the soul, sorrowing for sustenance, faint with hunger and famished
for water. Memory-loosing soul! Why has the promise of the sage been
forgotten? Why in all this battle with self has the master's instruction been
ignored? In a foreign clime you may find him who you have lost and
rejoice again in the presence of those who have been sent by him.
"Courage", whispered the heart, and whispering, wakened the fast dying
aspirations of the spirit. But doubt was a guest in that mental mansion, and
with the freedom of an old and familiar visitor it came at will and stayed
uninterruptedly.

Winter passed, and Springtime came to gladden the earth with reminders of
summer. The flowers struggle through the still, cold earth and the early
birds sang hurried notes in the chilled morning air. The voice of rivulets
was heard in their lonely beds and the faint notes of young lambs came
from the covered folds on the hillsides. It was spring in the country and
spring in the city; spring where the little schoolchildren sought the wood
violets in sunny roadside nooks; and spring where the few trees, permitted
to give sign of its presence, were decked with verdure.

In the city it is the saddest time of all the twelvemonth, for it is spring, and
yet spring is not there in all its beauty and varied associations, in its
vivifying life-giving attributes, or pleasing anticipations.

It was spring in young hearts and spring in hopeful ones; inspiring spring,
full of promise and expectancy of joy un-enjoyed, and pleasure not tasted.
And its subtle influence was abroad, magnetizing every twig and growing
shrub, every hedge and every little water-covered plant. The renewal of
Nature's strength was seen in all visible things and felt in the labyrinthine
intricacies of human hearts. Some natures renew their strength with each
returning spring; grow young with sight of the beginnings of life in the
vegetable kingdom; and sad are they who know no such rejuvenations of
heart, no such reincarnations of youthful feelings and inspirations.

One there was in the great city whose heart's door was closed to the sweet
whisperings of spring, whose best self was still wrapped in its winter
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shadow; in the sanctuary of which no music echoed, no happiness
penetrated. It was a continual winter to the poor student, who, giving
hospitality to doubt, was driven to entertain despair, and with two such
guests at home how could peace or beauty be found abroad. None knew the
inward misery, none brought the argand lamp to replace the poor rush light
which dimly lighted the path "shadowed with darkness and guarded by
despair". And the "still small voice" whispered on, though the clogged
mind heard but rarely,and the soul seemed wrapped in a long sleep.

Would it ever wake?

Would the harp once touched by the fingers of a master ever be wholly
discordant again? Would the melody be silent in the Aeolian harp swaying
unseen in low green boughs? Could the soul once alive to the secret of the
inner temple, the Holy of Holies, forget its own divinity and become again
the sordid thing it had been in its ignorance? Could the aspiring pupil who
had once heard the master's voice be lost to its power and think no more of
its tones? A bowed head is bending over the writings preserved as sacred
treasurers; the weary heart is sobbing a wail of woe upon the evening air, a
longing soul is struggling to emerge from its tenement to express itself once
more, while the listening spirit, breathless with attention, hears the heart,
and mind, and soul, unite in one mad passionate appeal for help. The cry
went up shrill, and loud, and deep,and reverberated in the night-wind over
the hills and far away.

The gathered strength had expended itself. The excitement of that moment
was followed by a forced, unnatural calm , foreboding ill to the over-strong,
exhausted frame.

Will rescue come?

The form is still, but is so because the agony is unendurable. Not death, but
total darkness must follow, unless the madly reckless being is snatched
from the fate impending.

Must oblivion end all? Is there no pitying power at hand to quiet the
frenzied brain? to renew the feeble breath?

Hark! back again like the low soft sigh of a sleeping babe, when disturbed
by its unconscious intensity of thought, that cry is echoed. Not with the
piercing energy with which it was sent, is it returned, but with a murmuring
sound that fell on the weary senses like a tone from bells rung on a high
mountain, and heard in the distant valley below. Following it there came a

37



note, clear and sweet, and wondrously like the voice silent so long,
"Come".

The call could not be misunderstood.
The listener hears; springs up with head erect, lips glowing with heat, eyes
flaming with light; and gathering strength in every fibre of the quivering,

panting frame, sends it forth again in an exultant shout: -

"Master! I come! thy will be done!"
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The Mahatmas and Their
Instruments

[Part 1]

Madame Blavatsky and the Masters --
Precipitated Letters and Their Recipients

ByL.C.L.
[Laura C. Holloway Langford]

[Reprinted from The Word (New York), May 1912, pp. 69-76.]

Comparatively few of the thousands of Theosophists in the world have ever
been the recipients of letters from Mahatmas, about which they all have
heard so much and known so little. On the other hand, a few individuals
have received these direct testimonials under certain extraordinary
conditions, and have been permitted to write letters which, though they
were never posted, were answered in part or at length.

One long letter well remembered because it was the outpouring of a
turbulent and persistent young soul, was placed in a drawer of a desk in a
London bedroom. A few moments later, the writer, who had not left her
seat at the side of the desk nearest to the drawer, pulled the latter open and
the letter was gone. How often would such a thing as that happen to
anyone, anywhere? It did happen, and under these circumstances. Madame
Blavatsky sat at that desk, and it was with her permission that the letter was
put into that empty drawer "to go to Mahatma ----- if it could be delivered."

That was many years ago, and time and death have been powerful factors at
work in the lives of those concerned since then. But the memory of the
events of that morning, when the air of England was filled with the warmth
of spring and laden with the perfume of flowers which grew in the beautiful
gardens back of the mansion, is just as fresh as though it had happened
today. And the atmosphere of peace and hospitality pervading that home, is
recalled with a sense so real that its intensity is both painful and
pleasurable.
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There was no mystery or magic or complex purpose conceived with the
circumstance; the only explanation that was given then and is repeated now,
was the intensest desire, the determined purpose to know the Masters, if
they could be reached through love. What mattered it that the laws
governing the transmission of messages was not understood? What fear
could be felt when affection alone inspired the writer and influenced the
agent? Madame Blavatsky was the channel through whom all the Mahatma
letters had come to those of the West, and she it was who knew the fate of
the letter referred to. She must have been aware of the manner in which its
answer was to come, and did come.

The next morning, while dressing in my room, I had a sudden sense of an
electric signal; something unexpectedly shocked me, and I put down the
hair brush I held in my hand and turned toward the door. No one had
knocked, yet I was in a state of expectancy and felt that either I should see
some one, or hear something. The bed was on the side of the room between
the bureau and the door. I glanced at it or over it, in looking toward the
door. Suddenly an impulse moved me to go to the side of the bed; I did so
and for some reason, I cannot clearly explain, I lifted the small pillow
which I had used, and under it lay a sealed envelope, addressed to me. The
contents of the envelope surprised me not more than finding it where it was
found. Had it been there all night? I do not know, but I think not. The maid
had prepared the bed as usual at night and I had not changed the position of
the pillow, so far as I could recall, but I did not think then, and I do not
now, that I could have slept with the letter under my face without realizing
its presence. Many persons who were about me at the time saw the letter
and heard the statements made concerning it, and its predecessor. I was
closely questioned concerning it by those who believed me and those who
perhaps doubted my story, but no one ever thought as much about it as I
did, or pondered its contents with more sincerity and perplexity. Of all who
talked with me I recall that Mr. Stainton Moses, the noted editor of Light,
the leading organ of the spiritualists in England, cheerily explained it to be
the work of the spirits, and told me I was a real medium. He assured me
that there was no other possible explanation of the matter, and this he
earnestly believed.

I knew, however, that it was the work of a Great and Living Soul, who for
some reason for so doing, had given me and others through me, this signal
proof of his desire to help us in our effort to learn the spiritual side of
nature, and to understand the laws governing it. Madame Blavatsky vouch-
safed no explanations, merely corroborated my statements that I had a
tremendous wish to hear from a Mahatma, and took the only method I
know of to accomplish that purpose; saying also that I interrupted her while
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she was writing her weekly Russian newspaper article and told her the one
wish of my life was to be recognized and in the one way I had selected. I
remember how she gazed at me as though I had suddenly become
demented; but I, undaunted, had said, "where shall I put it?" My letter was a
bulky one in a square envelope and she laughed when I had taken it from
my bag and placed it before her on the desk. A volley of reproaches would
not have surprised me, but she sat quietly leaning back in her arm chair
looking at me. Then I pulled open the small upper drawer on the side of the
desk and said, "In here?"

"Yes," she said, "you may put it there and find it there when you come for it
again." For answer I opened the drawer again instantly and the letter was
gone. So great was my joy that I could not decide what to do, but I had
been reading Edwin Arnold’s "Light of Asia" and was prompted to quote
the couplet:

"Om Mani Padme Hum; the sunrise comes,
The dew drop slips into the shining sea."

Then courtesying low and swiftly to her, I left the room.

I was a child in my spiritual growth then and had the courage of ignorance.
But then as now I loved the Masters - those Beings who had passed the race
on its onward march and had achieved a knowledge of Nature so
immensely extended that it seemed to us in our ignorance, as impossible. It
was intuition that aided me to know these finished products of humanity,
and because they represented my ideals I loved them. And, loving them, it
seemed but natural that I should ask for aid, and offer to serve with their
permission in the order and on the plane to which I belonged.

What amazed me then, however, and amazes me yet after this long lapse of
time, is the confidence I felt in the certainty that my letter would be
answered. There was not a doubt in my mind; and I was not surprised to
find my letter gone from where I had put it not two minutes before. The
feeling I had when I made the discovery was one of exhilaration, of soul
satisfaction, and I went from that room into the beautiful gardens at the rear
of the house in order to be alone. I was in a state of suppressed excitement,
but it was not the common sort of excitement, and was not in the least
related to a feeling of personal vanity or triumph. Even after the lapse of
nearly twenty years, | feel again the spiritual exaltation; the overmastering
sense of gratitude, and humility which possessed me. I walked among the
roses and sweet-scented star jasmine blossoms; listened to the birds singing
in the trees; watched the children at play in the walks - and steadied my
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nerves and quieted the beatings of my heart, with the holy joy that pervaded
my being.

And the gratitude I felt far in excess of that created by the wonderful
evidence given me of the existence of a power I did not understand and
could not explain - was for the proof I had received of the genuineness of
my own experiences: the correctness of my own visions; the immortality
and divinity of my own soul. Souls cannot be immortal without being a part
of Divinity: in that sense I felt my superior self that sunny June morning to
be divine. I never was so happy in my life before; I may never expect to
know a greater sense of joy.

In conversations with Madame Blavatsky regarding the transmission of this
letter and of other manifestations I had witnessed, she made many
interesting observations, some of which I transcribe from my note book for
the benefit of the readers of THE WORD.

"Western people," she said, "are in their first phase of spiritual awakening,
and want phenomena at every step."

Again she said:

"People expect too much from others in psychic matters. They demand to
know about the Mahatmas and, when answered according to their
understandings, they demand that I do just what they tell me by way of
proof. When I refuse, they go away and abuse me. You know enough about
the law of Karma to realize that I cannot interfere with it."

"I tell every one that it is possible for them to learn occult things; and how
little or how big the results obtained will depend upon themselves, and
what they have been in other lives. Because I know the Mahatmas and try
to serve them, it does not follow that I can make others acquainted with
them. It depends entirely upon thinking."

And then she quoted a paragraph from the Master’s letter which has been
published by Mr. Sinnett, which is as follows:

"Everyone should try to break through that great Maya against which occult
students, the world over, have always been warned by their teachers - the
hankering after phenomena. Like the thirst for drink and opium, it grows
with gratification. The spiritualists are drunk with it, they are thaumaturgic
sots. If you cannot be happy without phenomena you will never learn out
philosophy."
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One day there came a Mahatma letter to one of our number who was a
member of the London Lodge, in which the writer, after reminding her that
the Mahatmas were not public scribes or clerks with time to be continually
writing notes and answers to individual correspondents, said, as to
Chelaship:

"Time enough to discuss the terms of chelaship when the aspirant has
digested what has already been given out, and mastered his most palpable
vices and weaknesses. This you show or say to all. The members of the -----
-- have such an opportunity as seldom comes to men. A movement
calculated to benefit an English-speaking world is in their custody. If they
do their whole duty, the progress of materialism, the increase of dangerous
self-indulgence and the tendency towards spiritual suicide, can be checked.
The theory of vicarious atonement has brought about its inevitable re-
action: only the knowledge of Karma can offset it.

"The pendulum has swung from the extreme of blind faith towards the
extreme of materialistic skepticism, and nothing can stop it save
Theosophy. Is not this a thing worth working for, to save those nations
from the doom their ignorance is preparing for them?

"Think you the truth has been shown to you for your sole advantage? That
we have broken the silence of centuries for the profit of a handful of
dreamers only. The converging lines of your Karma have drawn each and
all of you into this Society as to a common focus that you may each help to
work out the results of your interrupted beginnings in the last birth. None of
you can be so blind as to suppose that this is your first dealing with
Theosophy. You surely must realize that this would be the same as to say
that effects come without causes. Know, then, that it depends now upon
each of you whether you shall henceforth struggle alone after spiritual
wisdom through this and the next incarnate life or in the company of your
present associates, and greatly helped by the mutual sympathy and
aspiration. Blessings to all deserving them."

This letter was signed "K. H.," as is the following one, selected from a
collection addressed to me, by the same Great Teacher. As a sacred treasure
I value it, and have preserved it with loving care until this time, when I am
told to share my possessions with those "who love the Masters and their
love of men." Let the reader bear in mind that it was written for the benefit
of a very young, wholly inexperienced and very ignorant "chela," whose
exceptional advantages she did not then realize or appreciate. It is as
follows:

43



"When you are older in your chela life you will not be surprised if no notice
is taken of your wishes, and even birthdays and other feasts and fasts. For
you will have then learned to put a proper value on the carcass-sheath of the
Self and all its relations. To the profane a birthday is but a twelve-month-
stride toward the grave. When each new year marks for you a step of
evolution all will be ready with their congratulations: there will be
something real to felicitate you upon. But, so far, you are not even one year
old - and you would be treated as an adult! Try to learn to stand firm on
your legs, child, before you venture walking. It is because you are so young
and ignorant in the ways of occult life that you are so easily forgiven. But
you have to attend your ways and put....... and her caprices and whims far
in the background before the expiration of the first year of your life as a
chela if you would see the dawn of the second year. Now, the lake in the
mountain heights of your being is one day a tossing waste of waters, as the
gust of caprice or temper sweeps through your soul; the next a mirror as
they subside, and peace reigns in the "house of life." One day you win a
step forward; the next you fall two back. Chelaship admits none of these
transitions; its prime and constant qualification is a calm, even,
contemplative state of mind (not the mediumistic passivity) fitted to receive
psychic impressions from without, and to transmit one’s own from within.
The mind can be made to work with electric swiftness in a high excitement;
but the Buddhi - never. To its clear region, calm must ever reign. It is
foolish to be thinking of outward Upasika (H. P. B.) in this connection. She
1s not a ‘chela’ . . . You cannot acquire psychic power until the causes of
psychic debility are removed. You have scarcely learned the elements of
self-control in psychism; your vivid creative imagination evokes illusive
creatures, coined the instant before in the mint of your mind, unknown to
yourself. As yet you have not acquired the exact method of detecting the
false from the true, since you have not yet comprehended the doctrine of
shells.

" ... How can you know the real from the unreal, the true from the false?
Only by self-development. How get that? By first carefully guarding
yourself against the causes of self-deception. And this you can do by
spending a certain fixed hour or hours each day all alone in self-
contemplation, writing, reading, the purification of your motives, the study
and correction of your faults, the planning of your work in the external life.
These hours should be sacredly reserved for this purpose, and no one, not
even your most intimate friend or friends, should be with you then. Little
by little your sight will clear, you will find the mists pass away, your
interior faculties strengthen, your attraction towards us gain force, and
certainty replace doubts. But beware of seeking or leaning too much upon
direct authority. Our ways are not your ways. We rarely show any outward
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signs by which to be recognized or sensed. Do you think . ... and. ... and
. ... have been counselling you entirely without prompting from us. As for
U., you love her more than you respect her advice. You do not realize that
when speaking of, or as from us she dares not mix up her own personal
opinions with those she tells you are ours. None of us would dare do so, for
we have a code that is not to be transgressed. Learn, child, fo catch at a hint
through whatever agency it may be given. ‘Sermons may be preached even
through stones . . . .” Do not be too eager for ‘instructions.” You will always
get what you need as you shall deserve them, but no more than you deserve
or are able to assimilate. . . .

"And now the battle is set in array; fight a good fight and may you win the
day."

Another, and far too personal a letter to be quoted in print, contains the
following valued statements.

"The fundamental principle of occultism is that every idle word is recorded
as well as one full of earnest meaning."

"I can do nothing unless you help me by helping yourself. Try to realize
that in occultism one can neither go back nor stop. An abyss opens behind
every step taken forward. . . ."

One day there came to me from the Master, in a letter addressed to Madam
Blavatsky, these messages:

"Tell ------ from Mahatma ----- that spiritual faculties demand instruction
and regulation even more than our mental gifts, for intellect imbibes wrong
far more easily than good. ----- ought to bear always in mind these lines of
Tennyson:

"Self reverence - self knowledge - self control,
These three alone lead life to sovereign power."

But to remember at the same time the extreme danger of self will when it is
not regulated by the three above mentioned qualities, especially in a
question of spiritual development.

. ... Let her obtain self-control over self-will and a too great sensibility,
and she thus may become the most perfect as the strongest pillar of the
Theosophist Society."

(To be continued)
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Letter 13, page 1 of Mrs. Isabel Cooper-Oakley’s Letter
to Mrs. Holloway with K.H.’s Note added in blue pencil

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”

46



The Mahatmas and
Their Instruments.

[Part II]

Madame Blavatsky and the Masters. -
Mahatma Portraits and Their Painter.

ByL.C.L.
[Laura C. Holloway Langford]

[Reprinted from The Word (New York), July 1912, pp. 200-206.]

From old note books dated over a quarter of a century ago are taken the
following extracts from letters written by the Mahatmas K. H., and M. to
various chelas of the Theosophical Society. Some of them are taken from
letters already made public, others are from personal letters and notes
received during the Spring and Summer of the year 1884.

The book referred to in some of the extracts given below is "Man;
Fragments of Forgotten History," then in course of preparation.

From K. H.

You want a definition, Child, of "Spirit." Inflowing force will define it as
well as any other term.

From K. H.

Why must you be so faint-hearted in the performance of your duty?
Friendship, personal feelings and gratitude are no doubt noble feelings, but
duty alone leads to the development you so crave for. Try to show them the
truth for the last time. I desire you to go to ----- ; I desire you to change
magnetisms as little as you can.

From K. H.

The feeble efforts of a life are contemptible indeed when compared to the
results of an eternity (a word of which you hardly have a conception) and
the sum total of all actions is of no account compared to the future. But
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shall you, because you have this future, in which to act and to create, refuse
to go forward now? Divided nature - hesitate before acting.

The book is a project undertaken; why not complete it? Its existence will
depend upon you for you alone can create it, and the materials are in no
other hands. But should you refuse to go on - do not deceive yourself with
the false idea that you are unable to do what you have done.

The real reason is loss of confidence and you are responsible for the
influence that you permit others to exert over you. Shall you be tried in the
balance and be found wanting? Will you go back to the old conditions of
things in America? It is our wish to take you out of them.

From K. H.

The greatest consolation in and the foremost duty of life, child, is not to
give pain, and avoid causing suffering to man or beast. It requires no acute
intelligence to put two and two in the present situation and see it makes
four. On the one hand we have one who has suffered greatly to serve
ourselves and cause; one even suspected, ever condemned, and who is now
being crucified by Public Opinion on the tree of infamy. Right at her side
stands one of those for whom she has so suffered; the indirect cause of it,
yet one who at the first glimpse of false appearance would not hesitate to
suspect her himself. Nevertheless, this man also has suffered, he merits
consideration, and ought to have his doubts solved. To satisfy him and thus
help the cause in its present very complicated situation, we who are
forbidden to use our powers with Europeans can act but thro’ our chelas or
one like H. P. B. We can get at him but thro’ those two channels. Where are
the chelas strong enough to help us without the aid of our own powers? One
is many thousand miles away, the other, the adept, is here. An answer
through the former would necessitate two months. But she (H. P. B.)
refuses most positively to lend herself henceforth to such services. She is
right. She demands it in the name of her Karma and therefore not to be
ordered against her will. Her self sacrifices were so ill requited and it would
be cruelty and abuse of power to subject her to new persecutions.

From K. H.

(From a letter to Col. Olcott from K. H.) ----- should find in her own
intuitions all the proof needed that we (the Mahatmas) are satisfied with her
book, her first attempt at expounding occult doctrine. Be kind and brotherly
to her always. She is honest, candid, noble-minded and full of zeal. Do not
criticise; her faults are those of her, and your country.
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Upasika (H. P. B.) is sick, so you must do as I tell you. Read them aloud to
her (the chapters of "Man" already finished), or, have Mohini do so,
successfully, to relieve you, and to H. S. O. "M" will follow it with D. K.
(Dyual Khool), and stop you through her when correction is needed. You
have done a good work, child. I am satisfied. Be strong; do not think of
home; all is well that ends well. Trust to the future and be hopeful.

From the Master K. H. to H. P. B.

Leave her strictly alone. You have no right to influence her either way.
Whether she goes, or remains, her subsequent fate is in her own hands. I
cannot answer the same questions over and over again. I said to her, Try-
and shall say no more. You may tell her this - that for one so emphatically
determined in some of her moods; one who asserted so often that she was
ready at a moments notice to go to Tibet in search of me, saying "Here [ am
- will you teach me Master?" - if only she knew she would thereby gain the
knowledge sought. She acts with remarkable inconsistency. It is ----- 'S
magnetism - the coming letter and the one received - that upsets her. I did
not want to seem too hard to forbid all intercourse for the time - and these
are the results.

If she has not learnt yet the fundamental principle in occultism that every
idle word is recorded as well as one full of earnest meaning, she ought to be
told as much, before being allowed to take one step further. I will not tell
you her future; nor should you try to see. You know it is against the rules.

Anyhow you must not regret the three months lost, your and our own
efforts, and M’s time wasted in the case, if it all ends in a failure. You will
have help; the only sufferer will be herself. I regret it deeply. I would if I
could develop this richly gifted nature, quiet and soothe in the bosom of the
eternal Truth the sensitive soul ever suffering from self inflicted wounds. I
can do nothing, if she does not help me by helping herself. Try to make her
realize that in occultism we can neither go back nor stop. That an abyss
opens behind every step taken forward. Be kind and gentle with her,
whatever happens. She suffers, and patience was never a word for her. She
would be made a regular Chela before she showed herself fit even for a
probationary candidate. "I am not a chela," she keeps on saying - ignorant
of having pledged herself as one unconsciously and when out of the body.
Oh, if I could have the assurance only that the book will be finished!
Indeed? Thus while fretting over the short period before her in the future,
she loses hour after hour, day after day, instead of working at it in the
present and thus finish it.
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Mahatma M. to H. P. B.

It is impossible for K. H. to trouble every moment for the most unimportant
matters. This must stop. Why should she not have confidence in what you
say, but must needs have autographs from Masters. She was told to publish
it simultaneously here and across water, but has still less confidence in
herself. Had she been docile to advice given her; had she avoided to fall
daily under magnetic influence that, after first experiment, dragged her
down from the lofty plane of seership to the low level of mediumship, she
would have developed by this time sufficiently to trust in herself with her
visions. All you women are "Zin Zin" fools to yourselves and to please a
kind and affectionate friend, ready to sacrifice your own salvation.

The house-Upasika will find that reverential friendship does not exclude
pig-headedness, envy and jealousy. The Patal-Upasika will soon ascertain
the dangers during development of mixing a western magnetism. Warn her
once more, and if she does not heed - no more. If advice is asked - then it
ought to be followed. You may tell her that if she stops for some time with
you then I can help her on behalf of K. He surely has no time just now. Did
not she, herself, feel that after she had sat near ----- for half and hour or so
her visions began changing character? Ought this not be a warning for her?
Of course she is serving a purpose and knew it in - but was made to forget
by the other two magnetisms.

Take her with you to Schmiechen and tell her 7o see. Yes, she is good and
pure and chela-like; only terribly flabby in kindness of heart. Say to
Schmiechen that he will be helped. I myself will guide his hands with brush
for K.’s portrait.

From K. H.

Courage and fidelity, truthfulness and sincerity, always win our regard.
Keep on child, as you have been doing. Fight for the persecuted and the
wrong; those who thro’ self sacrifice have made themselves helpless
whether in Europe or China. I will correspond with you thro’ her, but not
unless you keep to yourself faithfully the secret. You may show the letters
but never reveal the way they come to you. You will have to pledge
yourself solemnly to that effect before I begin. Blessings on you, Child, and
keep off shells.

[NOTE: In Appendice 2, pp. 61 et seq of this book, transcriptions of numerous
published and unpublished letters written by the Mahatmas to Mrs. Holloway,
H.P. Blavatsky, Henry S. Olcott, A. P. Sinnett and Francesca Arundale are
reproduced including dozens of colored photographic facsimiles . --- D.H.C.]
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The Portraits of the Mahatmas

As had been promised by the Mahatmas, Mr. Schmiechen, a young German
artist then residing in London, was to paint their portraits. And, at the
appointed time, a number of Theosophists gathered at his studio. Chief
among Mr. Schmiechen’s guests at that first sitting was H. P. B. who
occupied a seat facing a platform on which was his easel. Near him on the
platform sat several persons, all of them women, with one exception. About
the room were grouped a number of well-known people, all equally
interested in the attempt to be made by Mr. Schmiechen. The most clearly
defined memory of that gathering, always in the mind of the writer, is the
picture of Madame Blavatsky placidly smoking cigarettes in her easy chair
and two women on the platform who were smoking also. She had "ordered"
one of these women to make a cigarette and smoke it, and the order was
obeyed though with great hesitation, for it was a first attempt and even the
mild Egyptian tobacco used was expected to produce nausea. H. P. B.
promised that no such result would follow, and encouraged by Mrs. Sinnett,
who was also smoking, the cigarette was lighted. The result was a curious
quieting of nerves, and, soon all interest was lost in the group of people
about the room, and only the easel and the hand of the artist absorbed her
attention.

Strange to relate that though the amateur smoker considered herself an
onlooker it was her voice which uttered the word "beginner," and the artist
quickly began outlining a head. Soon the eyes of everyone present were
upon him as he worked with extreme rapidity. While quiet reigned in the
studio and all were eagerly interested in Mr. Schmiechen’s work, the
amateur smoker on the platform saw the figure of a man outline itself
beside the easel and, while the artist with head bent over his work
continued his outlining, it stood by him without a sign or motion. She
leaned over to her friend and whispered: "It is the Master K. H.; he is being
sketched. He is standing near Mr. Schmiechen."

"Describe his looks and dress," called out H. P. B. And while those in the
room were wondering over Madame Blavatsky’s exclamation, the woman
addressed said: "He is about Mohini’s height; slight of build; wonderful
face full of light and animation; flowing curly black hair, over which is
worn a soft cap. He is a symphony in greys and blues. His dress is that of a
Hindu - though it is far finer and richer than any I have ever seen before -
and there is fur trimming about his costume. It is his picture that is being
made, and he himself is guiding the work."

Mohini, whom all present regarded with love and respect as the gifted
disciple of the revered Masters, had been walking slowly to and fro with his
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hands behind him, and seemed absorbed in thought. Few noticed his
movements, for he was at the back part of the large apartment and his
footsteps were noiseless. But the amateur smoker had followed his
movements with earnest glances, for she was noting a similarity of form
between the psychic figure of the Master and himself, and, as well, a
striking resemblance in their manner.

"How like the Master Mohini is," she confided to her friend beside her; and,
looking toward him she saw him watching her with an expression of much
concern on his face. Smiling back an assurance to him that she would make
no further revelations, she glanced toward the artist and caught the eyes of
the Master, who stood beside him. The look was one she never forgot, for it
conveyed to her mind the conviction that her discovery was a genuine fact,
and henceforth she felt justified in believing the Mahatma K. H. and
Mohini the chela, were more closely related than she had before realized. In
fact, that Mohini was nearer the Master than all others in the room, not even
excepting H. P. B. And, no sooner was this conviction born in her mind
than she encountered a swift glance of recognition from the shadow form
beside the easel, the first and only one he gave to anyone during the long
sitting. H. P. B.’s heavy voice arose to admonish the artist, one of her
remarks remaining distinctly in memory. It was this: "Be careful,
Schmiechen; do not make the face too round; lengthen the outline, and take
note of the long distance between the nose and the ears." She sat where she
could not see the easel, nor know what was on it.

All who are familiar with the copies of the two portraits of the Masters
painted by this artist, will recall the look of youth that is upon the face of K.
H. It is a look not of youthfulness, but of youth itself; not of youthful
inexperience and lack of years, but of life - full and abounding life that is
ever young, and of self-control so great as to control not only expression,
but nerves and muscles as well. Transparent seemingly as was his body, yet
powerful beyond the conception of those who have not seen on the astral
plane, was the mental and spiritual strength of man. A being in whom was
fulfilled every ideal men have conceived of - manhood glorified. A finished
product in fact, upon whom the privilege of resting one’s sight was an
inexpressible delight. No real likeness of such a Being could ever be taken:
could ever be more than a shadowy outline of the Real Man.

How many of the number of those in the studio on that first occasion
recognized the Master’s presence was not known. There were psychics in
the room, several of them, and the artist, Mr. Schmiechen, was a psychic, or
he could not have worked out so successfully the picture that was outlined
by him on that eventful day.

52



The painting of the portrait of the Master "M" followed the completion of
the picture; both were approved by H.P. B., and the two paintings became
celebrated among Theosophists the world over. They are a source of
inspiration to those who have had opportunity to study the wonderful power
and expression depicted in them by Mr. Schmiechen.

[NOTE: See reproductions of the portraits of the Masters M. and K.H. painted
by Mr. Schmiechen on the following pages 54 and 55.--- D.H.C.]
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Master Koot Hoomi
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Master Morya

55



56



Appendice 1

Laura Carter Holloway (1848-1930)

Biographical Material from Various Sources

Laura C. Holloway. Nashville, Tennessee. 1848. Writer of the early republic.

Laura C. Holloway was born in Nashville, Tennessee, 1848. She is called the “Brooklyn
authoress.” Her maiden name was Carter, and at the early age of fourteen she was married to
Junius B. Holloway, of Kentucky, a friend of Henry Clay’s family.

She is now Mrs. Langford, but is known in literature by her first husband’s name. Mrs.
Holloway’s father was at one time Governor of Tennessee, and a very prominent man in the
States.

At the age of eleven his precocious daughter began to contribute to Southern periodicals, and
was only twenty-two when she wrote her most noted book, The Ladies of the White House, of
which one hundred and forty thousand copies were soon sold in this country, and twenty-five
thousand in England and other European countries. Miss Harriet Lane, who presided over
the White House during Bachanan’s administration, was an intimate friend of Mrs.
Holloway, and it was at her suggestion that this book was written. During the three years she
was writing it, she was a guest at the White House, and Dr. Benson J. Lossing, the historian
of the Presidents, paid the work a high compliment when she said that the book “would be
forever associated with the history of the republic.”

Her lecture, The Perils of the Hour, or Woman’s Place in America, was pronounced by
Henry Ward Beecher the most eloquent lecture ever delivered to the women of America.
Mrs. Holloway edited Miss Cleveland’s “Poems of George Eliot.” Mrs. Cleveland
frequently presents The Ladies of the White House to girl friends as a wedding gift.

Her other works are:

Adelaide Neilson, the Beautiful Actress; Charlotte Bronte, of Flowers from a Yorkshire
Moor; Representative American Fortunes, and the Men Who Made Them; Howard the
Christan Solider; Chinese Gordon, the Uncrowned King; Mothers of Great Men and Woman,
The Buddhist’s Diet Book; The Saviour in Verse, The Woman's Story.!

LANGFORD, Laura (Carter) Holloway, author, was born at Nashville, Tenn., Aug. 22,
1848; daughter of Samuel Jefferson Carter, born in Halifax, Va.; granddaughter of Robert

' The South in History and Literature by Mildred Lewis Rutherford, Atlanta, Franklin-Turner,
1906, pp 413-414.
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Carter, 7%, born at Halifax, Va., and descended from John Carter, who settled in Virginia in
the seventeenth century.

She engaged in literary pursuits on her removal to New York about 1869, and her first book
was “Ladies of the White House,” of which over 100,000 copies were sold. She became
associate editor of the Brooklyn Eagle and held the chair for fourteen years, resigning in
1884 to make a year’s tour of Europe. In 1887 she founded and became president of the
Seidl Society of Brooklyn, and resigned in 1898 on the death of Director Anton Siedl. She
was co-editor with Mr. Seidl of the music department of the Standard Dictionary.

Her published works include: Ladies of the White House; An Hour with Charlotte Bronte, or
Flowers from a Yorkshire Moor; The Hearthstone, or Life at Home; The Mothers of Great
Men and Woman; Famous American Fortunes and the Men who Have Made Them; The
Home in Poetry; Chinese Gordon: Songs of the Masters; Howard, the Christian Hero;
Adelaide Neilson: A Biography; The Buddhist Diet Book; The Woman’s Story, as told by
Famous American Women. She also edited Kuffereth’s Parsifal, translated from the French;
The Bayreuth of Wagner, and made numerous contributions to the magazines and
newspapers.?

A Brooklyn Authoress: Mrs. Laura Holloway-Langford and Her Writings.
What She Has Accomplished in Literature.
Well Known on the Lecture Platform and as the founder of the Seidl Society.

The number of Brooklyn women who have an acknowledged placed in literature is perhaps
larger than would be generally supposed by those who have given this subject no attention.
Not far from the top of the list is the name of Laura Carter Holloway Langford, who has
achieved the distinction she now enjoys by dint of persistent, courageous and well directed
work. Mrs. Langford may be said to have risen from the ranks. The discipline of a
newspaper office is perhaps a hard training, but its benefits are incalculable, and Mrs.
Langford is experiencing many of them.

A record of fourteen years on the staff of Brooklyn newspapers is in itself a certificate not
easily impeached, and this Mrs. Langford possesses. Before entering the journalistic field
literary aspirations had already dawned upon her. It was her good fortune to have lived in the
White House. This gave her opportunities for observation such as are not usually afforded,
and paved the way for the preparation of the book with which her name is more particularly
identified. This book, “The Ladies of the White House,” has been exceedingly successful
and enjoys the distinction of translation into several languages.

Mrs. Langford was born in Nashville, Tenn., and is the daughter of Samuel Jefferson Carter,
a cultivated Virginian whose family owned a large estate at Fairfax. The mother, who was of

2 The Twentieth Century Biographical Dictionary of Notable Americans, Volume VI, Boston,
The Biographical Dictionary, 1904.
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Hugnenot descent, was a Quaker. To her Mrs. Langford is undoubtedly indebted for many of
the qualities which have enabled her to fight successfully the battle of literary life. Mrs.
Langford was educated in the Nashfield female academy, and while yet a school girl she was
married to Junius Holloway, of Richmond.

It was during the time of President Andrew Johnson that Mrs. Holloway then a widow, took
up her residence in Washington as a Southern newspaper correspondent. Her father and the
President were close personal friends, and she herself was quite a favorite of the national
Executive.

The war did not deal gently with the Carter family. When the emancipation proclamation
was issued it swept away all the possibilities of lavish hospitality which had made the Carter
family famous. This is only a hint of the change which came. Under the new order of affairs
mother and daughter took up the burden of existence. They had problems of no ordinary
character to solve. It was difficult to persuade Mr. Carter to leave the South, but finally the
family, twelve in number, came North, where such emergencies were faced as made it
imperative that Mrs. Holloway should not only support herself, but contribute to the
maintenance of others. It is, perhaps, due to her untiring efforts that her brothers and sisters
have fared so well.

Soon after Mrs. Holloway relinquished her newspaper position [in 1884] she went abroad in
search of health and rest. During her absence she gathered material which proved to be of
excellent service to her in subsequent literary ventures, and while in London became
associated with the publication of a book on the “Mysticism of the East,” which made quite
an impression in the British capital.

After her return to America her work as an author was resumed, among the books which left
her pen being “Howard, the Christian Soldier,” “Chinese Gordon, the Uncrowned King;”
“The Mothers of Great Men and Women,” “The Home in Poetry,” “The Hearthstone, or a
Life at Home;” “ Charlotte Bronte,” and “Adelaide Neilson, a Souvenir.” Her most recent
production, “The Woman’s Story,” is a collection, with biographical sketches and portraits of
authors, of twenty of the best short stories written by American women.

Mrs. Holloway’s literary industry has been attested by the publication of other volumes —
which have attracted considerable attention both here and aboard — and by constant
newspaper work.

All her activity, however, has not found an expression at the point of a graceful pen. She has
carried to the lecture platform some very advanced ideas concerning the mission of woman,
in the cause of whose emancipation, so to speak, she has labored long and earnestly. It can
be said without reservation of Mrs. Langford that what she does is done with all her might.
She is not easily daunted by difficulties and ordinary obstacles have no terrors for her.

It is, perhaps, however, as the founder of the Seidl society that she is best known in this city.

It was something of an achievement to bring into existence such as organization. During the
summer of 1888 Anton Seidl, perhaps one of the foremost of living musicians, gave concerts
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at Brighton Beach. The luxury of listening to these concerts was at that time accessible only
to women with escorts. Mrs. Holloway conceived the idea of so arranging matters that
women and children could, without violating social proprieties, and without escorts, listen to
the music. The Brighton Beach railway company entered into the project in the spirit in
which it was submitted to them. They furnished a special car and made such other provisions
as were necessary to insure all possible comfort and convenience. Out of this germ sprang
the Seidl society. It grew beyond all anticipation. Five hundred guests were seated at the
tables upon which its first annual dinner was laid.

As is usual in cases of remarkable growth, the development far outstripped the original
conception. It is hardly necessary to tell Brooklynites that under the auspices of the society —
women have done much more than go to the seaside — Wagner’s “Parsifal” was put upon the
stage on a superb scale, lectures upon music have been given, and thoughts of poor women
and children have been entertained at the beach. Mrs. Langford is the president of the
society, and is displaying as much energy in the administration of its affairs, as she does in
the management of hew own. This is not by any means telling all the society has done, but it
is so well known in the city of churches that more elaborate details are hardly necessary.

In April last Mrs. Holloway was married to Colonel Edward L. Langford, secretary and
treasurer of the Brooklyn and Brighton Beach railroad and president of the Fulton elevated
road. Colonel Langford served with distinction during the war, winning honors for bravery
on the battlefield and for efficient services as an officer on the staff of General John Newton.
He is regarded as a man of exceptional business qualifications, and is widely known in social
circles as a most estimable and popular gentleman.?

Former Eagle Editor And Author Dies

Mrs. Laura Carter Holloway-Langford, a prominent author and for 12 years a member of the
editorial staff of the Eagle, died suddenly yesterday at her home in Canaan, N.Y.

Mrs. Langford was the widow of Col. Edward Langford, who was an aide and associate of
Gen. James Jourdan, founder of the Brooklyn Union Gas Company. Mrs. Langford served as
literary and woman’s page editor of the Fagle for a number of years, and was herself the
author a a number of biographies and sketches. Among her book are “The Ladies of the
White House,” “The Mothers of Great Men and Woman,” “Chinese Gordon,” and “Adelaide
Neilson.”

Funeral arrangements have not yet been announced.*

3 Brooklyn Daily Eagle, September 21, 1890, p. 18.
4 Brooklyn Daily Eagle, July 11, 1930, p. 13.
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Appendice 2

Letters to and about Mrs. Laura C. Holloway
from the Mahatmas and H.P. Blavatsky

Transcriptions and Colored Facsimiles
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Letter 1

From H.P. Blavatsky to Laura C. Holloway
Never Before Published !

46 Rue Notre Dame des Champs
Paris, April 24 1884.

Dear Sister;

I received from my old friend Judge your letter given by you to him, and have
delayed replying until I should have received your other one sent to India before
his departure from New York. I was (and am) also very busy having in fact no
time for one quarter of my correspondence. I told him to tell you that you were
not mistaken, and that what I learned from him and your letters was not only real,
but also interesting to even me who have seen so many mysterious things.

I know that you can separate the husk from the kernel, and that you will be able to
understand that all you saw and experienced [in Brooklyn] was true albeit perhaps
in some small details apparently clashing with the facts — as they appear to be. For
instance, you will not wonder that you saw me as you describe, and yet that I did
not receive your letter until I came to Paris. There are many things I could tell you
but cannot write them; but in looking up to the Mahatmas and aspiring to be their
disciple you will have the surest guides and the greater safety — “for those who
know the truth of all things will teach you.” I am not permitted to reveal all that I
now know or could discover. Time and your own powers will reveal all to you.
Meanwhile you will be receiving from Judge what proofs he can give you. And I
trust the time is not far distant when you will be engaged also in the grand work of
benefiting Humanity by forwarding the Theosophical movement.

I have asked Judge to act as my amanuensis I have so much on hand and so many
visitors.

I will remain in Paris until July or later; I will be happy to see you — which may
easily happen if you come to England in May — for then you can cross over here
and go to India with WQJ. Believe me dear Mrs. Holloway.

Your’s sincerely & fraternally.
H.P. Blavatsky.

! Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection of
Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy.
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“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”

63



Letter 2

From H.P. Blavatsky to Laura Holloway
Probably received in Paris sometime in May-June 1884
Never Before Published !

P — &v‘——«j LL - {7/,(')”\3
-g_.ﬁ & @ "ﬁd“v—x

w,_mu~/“/*::

I Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection of
Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy.
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Letter 3

To H.P. Blavatsky from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London probably second week of July 1884
Never before published '

Give her [Mrs. Holloway] this as a help, now that she saw under my direct
influence, something she never has when giving bogus and fancy messages to Mr.
Sinnett purporting to come from me — she shall feel better and stronger. Let her
know thro' this letter that it is we indeed who wanted her and have caused her to
come to Europe. It is Darb. Nath again and two others who were commissioned to
set her writing her book [Man: Fragments of a Forgotten History.] It is all
important she should write it and that it be published before the end of the year.
But unless she does Mohini's bidding — who will have direct orders from me —
and follows out strictly the path prepared for her under M's orders she will make
of it a wretched failure. Every word that she repeated to you was said under my
influence. Anything said to the contrary by student — or any bogus astral chela is
— a lie. Unfortunately for her she sees men as they appear to her now — let her
have patience and she will see things as they are without any direct help from us.
You need not send the explanation of the term Upasika that has so misled Mrs.
Sinnett — it has become useless. But let her realize tho' how mistaken she was
when telling Mr. S[innett] that you had said the work begun by Mrs. H. was
unimportant. I am sorry for Mr. S[innett], very sorry, but since he rejects those I
send to him, "resents" words uttered by Mohini under my direct influence and
refuses to be the "O.L.'s messenger" when the message comes from M., then his
intuition is entirely at fault. Let Mrs. H[olloway] sit no more for anyone — for her
clairvoyance is entirely untrustworthy owing to various bad influences: it will
soon come back to her.

K.H.

! Original unavailable. Copied from a copy in my personal library.
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Letter 4

To H.P. Blavatsky from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London about the middle of July 1884
Never before published '
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Letter 5

To H.P. Blavatsky from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London about the middle of July 1884
Never before published !
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Letter 6

To H.P. Blavatsky from Master Morya
Received in London about middle of July 1884 !

It is impossible for K.H. to trouble every moment for the most unimportant matters. This must
stop. Why should she [Laura Holloway] not have confidence in what you say, but must needs
have autographs from Masters? She was told to publish it simultaneously here and across the
water, but has still less confidence in herself. Had she been docile to advice given to her, had she
avoided to fall daily under magnetic influence that, after first experiment, dragged her down
from the lofty plane of seership to the low level of mediumship, she would have developed by
this time sufficiently to trust in herself with her visions. All you women are "Zin Zin" fools to
yourselves and to please a kind and affectionate friend, ready to sacrifice your own salvation.

The house Upasika will find that reverential friendship does not exclude pig-headedness, envy &
jealousy. The Patal Upasika will soon ascertain the dangers during development of mixing a
Western magnetism. Warn her once more, and if she does not heed — say no more. If advice is
asked — then it ought to be followed. You may tell her that if she stops for some time entirely
with you then I can help her on behalf of K. He surely has no time just now. Did not she herself
feel that after she had sat near S. for half an hour or so her visions began changing character?
Ought be a warning for her? Of course she is serving a purpose and knew it in Brooklyn, but was
made to forget by the other two magnetisms.

Take her with you to Schmiechen and tell her 7o see. Yes, she is good & pure & chela-like; only
terribly flabby in kindness of heart. Say to S[chmiechen] that he will be helped. - I myself will
guide his hands with brush for K's portrait.

! Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and
Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy.
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Letter 6, page 1 of extant copy

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 6 page 2 of extant copy

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 7

To A. P. Sinnett from H.P. Blavatsky
Received in London probably on July 16, 1884 '

Mr. Sinnett,

I perform my last duty, and am obliged to do so. Mrs. Holloway asked me whether
she could go to Windsor and I said I saw no reason why she should not take rest --
that the only order I had received and which 1 know was in my Master's letter to
you was that she should sleep at Mrs. Arundale every night, that she should come,
in short to live at their house if she wanted to write her book. Now if she
contravenes the Master's orders which are those of Mahatma K. H. I wash my
hands of all. But I must tell you plainly that Mrs. H. having been sent from
America here by the Master's wish who had a purpose in view -- if you make her
go astray and force her unwittingly into a path that does not run in the direction of
the Master's desire -- then all communication between you and Master K. H. will
stop. 1 am ordered to tell you so.

You do not know what you are doing! You are ruining the L.L. Theos. Soc. and
playing into the hands of Mrs. Kingsford and your enemies.

Remember | never was more serious than I am now. Were the Society to fall; /
must do my duty.

Yours,
H.P. Blavatsky

I verily believe you want to run to your ruin.

It would appear that in Madame Blavatsky’s above letter, A.P. Sinnett also found a
note from Master K.H.. See following Letter 8.

! Reprinted from The Letters of H.P. Blavatsky to A.P. Sinnett, Letter No. 38, p. 91.
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Letter 8

To A. P. Sinnett from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London probably on July 16, 1884 !

The right is on her [H.P.B’s] side. Your accusations are extremely unjust, and
coming from you — pain me the more. If after this distinct statement you still
maintain the same attitude — I shall have to express my deep regret at this new
failure of ours — and wish you with all my heart better success with more worthy
teachers. She certainly lacks charity, but indeed, you lack — discrimination.

Regretfully yours
K.H.

Letter 9

To Laura C. Holloway from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London probably around July 17, 1884 2

The feeble efforts of life are contemptible indeed when compared to the results of
an eternity (a word of which you can hardly have a conception) and the sum total
of all actions is of no account compared to the future. But shall you, because you
have this future, in which to act and create, refuse to go forward now? Divided
nature — hesitates before acting.

The book [Man: Fragments of a Forgotten History] is a project undertaken; why
not complete it? Its existence will depend upon you for you alone can create it, and
the materials are in no other hands. But should you refuse to go on — do not
deceive yourself with the false idea that you are unable to do what you have done.

The real reason is loss of confidence and you are responsible for the influence that
you permit others to exert over you. Shall you be tried in the balance and be found
wanting? Will you go back to the old conditions of things in America? It is our
wish to take you out of them.

K.H.

I Reprinted from The Mahatma Letters to A.P. Sinnett, 2" Edition,

2 Original unavailable. First published by Mrs. Holloway in an article “The Mahatmas and Their
Instruments,” The Word (New York), July, 1912, pp. 200-201. Reprinted in Letters from the Masters
of Wisdom, First Series, Appendix, Letter VL.
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Letter 10

Excerpts only
To A.P. Sinnett from Mahatma Koot Hoomi
Received in London on July 18, 1884 !

My poor, blind friend -- you are entirely unfit for practical occultism! Its laws are
immutable; and no one can go back on an order once given. She can send on no
letters to me, and the letter ought to have been given to Mohini. However, I have
read it; and I am determined to make one more effort -- (the last that I am
permitted) -- to open your inner intuition. If my voice, the voice of one who was
ever friendly to you in the human principle of his being -- fails to reach you as it
has often before, then our separation in the present and for all times to come --
becomes unavoidable. It pains me for you, whose heart I read so well -- every
protest and doubt of your purely intellectual nature, of your cold Western reason --
notwithstanding. But my first duty is to my Master. And duty, let me tell you, is
for us, stronger than any friendship or even love; as without this abiding principle
which is the indestructible cement that has held together for so many milleniums,
the scattered custodians of nature's grand secrets -- our Brotherhood, nay, our
doctrine itself -- would have crumbled long ago into unrecognisable atoms.
Unfortunately, however great your purely human intellect, your spiritual intuitions
are dim and hazy, having been never developed. Hence, whenever you find
yourself confronted by an apparent contradiction, by a difficulty, a kind of
inconsistency of occult nature, one that is caused by our time honoured laws and
regulations -- (of which you know nothing, for your time has not yet come) --
forthwith your doubts are aroused, your suspicions bud out -- and one finds that
they have made mock at your better nature, which is finally crushed down by all
these deceptive appearances of outward things! You have not the faith required to
allow your Will to arouse itself in defiance and contempt against your purely
worldly intellect, and give you a better understanding of things hidden and laws
unknown. You are unable I see, to force your better aspirations -- fed at the stream
of a real devotion to the Maya you have made yourself of me -- (a feeling in you,
that has always profoundly touched me) -- to lift up the head against cold,
spiritually blind reason; to allow your heart to pronounce loudly and proclaim that,
which it has hitherto only been allowed to whisper: "Patience, patience. A great
design has never been snatched at once." You were told, however, that the path to
Occult Sciences has to be trodden laboriously and crossed at the danger of life;
that every new step in it leading to the final goal, is surrounded by pit-falls and
cruel thorns; that the pilgrim who ventures upon it is made first to confront and
conquer the thousand and one furies who keep watch over its adamantine gates
and entrance -- furies called Doubt, Skepticism, Scorn, Ridicule, Envy and finally

! Reprinted from The Mahatma Letters to A. P. Sinnett, 2" ed., Letter 62; Chrono ed., Letter 126.
Received 18-7-84.
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Temptation -- especially the latter; and that he, who would see beyond had to first
destroy this living wall; that he must be possessed of a heart and soul clad in steel,
and of an iron, never failing determination and yet be meek and gentle, humble
and have shut out from his heart every human passion, that leads to evil. Are you
all this? Have you ever begun a course of training which would lead to it? No; you
know it as I do. You are not born for it; nor are you in a position, -- a family man
with wife and child to support, with work to do -- fitted in any way for the life of
an ascetic, not even of a -- Mohini. Then why should you complain that powers
are not given you, that even proof of our own powers begins to fail you, etc.? . . .

You also resent the apparent absurdity of entrusting H.S.O. [Henry S. Olcott] with
a mission you find him unfit for, in London at any rate -- socially and
intellectually. Well -- some day, perchance, you may also learn that you were
equally wrong in this, as in many other things. Coming results may teach you a
better lesson.

And now to the latest development, to the proof that you were not "unjustly
treated" -- as you complain in your letter tho' you have treated both H.S.O. and
H.P.B. in a very cruel way. Your greatest grievance is caused by your perplexity.
It is agonizing -- you say -- to be ever kept in the dark, etc. You feel profoundly
hurt at what you choose to call an evident and growing "unfriendliness, the change
of tone" and so on. You are mistaken from first to last. There was neither
"unfriendliness," nor any change of feeling. . . .

Verily "suspicion overturns what confidence builds"! And if, on the one hand, you
have some reasons to quote Bacon against us, and say that "there is nothing that
makes a man suspect much, more than to know little," on the other hand you ought
also to remember that our Knowledge and Science cannot be pursued altogether on
the Baconian methods. We are not permitted -- come what may to offer it as a
remedy against, or to cure people from suspicion. They have to earn it for
themselves, and he who will not find our truths in his soul and within himself --
has poor chances of success in Occultism. It is certainly not suspicion that will
mend the situation for it is --

"...aheavy armour, and
with its own weight impedes more than it protects."

With this last remark we may, I think, let this matter drop for ever. You have
brought suffering upon yourself, upon your lady and many others -- which was
quite useless and might have been avoided had you only abstained from creating
yourself most of its causes. All that Miss Arundale told you was right and well
said. You are yourself ruining that which you have so laboriously erected --; but
then, the strange idea that we are quite unable to see for ourselves; that our only
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data is that, which we find in our chela's minds; hence -- that we are not the
"powerful beings" you have represented us, seems to haunt you with every day
more. Hume has begun in the same way. [ would gladly help you and protect you
from his fate, but unless you shake off yourself the ghastly influence that is upon
you I can do very little.

You ask me if you can tell Miss Arundale what 7 told you thro' Mrs. H. You are
quite at liberty to explain to her the situation, and thereby justify in her eyes your
seeming disloyalty and rebellion against us as she thinks. You can do so the more
since I have never bound you to anything thro' Mrs. H.; never communicated with
you or any one else thro' her -- nor have any of my, or M.'s chelas, to my
knowledge, except in America, once at Paris and another time at Mrs. A.'s house.
She is an excellent but quite undeveloped clairvoyante. Had she not been
imprudently meddled with, and had you followed the old woman's and Mohini's
advice indeed, by this time I might have spoken with you thro' her -- and such was
our intention. It is again your own fault, my good friend. You have proudly
claimed the privilege of exercising your own, uncontrolled judgment in occult
matters you could know nothing about -- and the occult laws -- you believe you
can defy and play with, with impunity -- have turned round upon you and have
badly hurt you. It is all as it should be. If, throwing aside every preconceived idea,
you could TRY and impress yourself with this profound truth that intellect is not
all powerful by itself; that to become "a mover of mountains" it has first to receive
life and light from its higher principle -- Spirit, and then would fix your eyes upon
everything occult spiritually trying to develop the faculty according to the rules,
then you would soon read the mystery right. You need not tell Mrs. H. that she has
never seen correctly, for it is not so. Many a time she saw correctly -- when left
alone to herself, never has she left one single statement undisfigured.

K.H.
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Letter 11
To A. P. Sinnett from H.P. Blavatsky
Received in London probably on July 19, 1884!

My dear Mr. Sinnett,

It is very strange that you should be ready to deceive yourself so willingly. I have
seen last night whom I had to see, and getting the explanation I wanted I am now
settled on points I was not only doubtful about but positively averse to accepting.
And the words in the first line are words I am bound to repeat to you as a warning,
and because I regard you, after all, as one of my best personal friends. Now you
have and are deceiving, in vulgar parlance, bamboozling yourself about the letter
[Letter 10 on previous page] received by me yesterday from the Mahatma. The
letter is from Him, whether written through a chela or not; and -- perplexing as it
may seem to you, contradictory and "absurd," it is the full expression of his
feelings and he maintains what he said in it. For me it is surpassingly strange that
you should accept as His only that which dovetails with your own feelings, and
reject all that contradicts your own notions of the fitness of things.? Olcott has

! Reprinted from The Mahatma Letters to A. P. Sinnett, 2" ed., Letter 127; Chrono ed., Letter
No. 133.

2 Several years later in the pages of her magazine Lucifer, H.P. Blavatsky wrote the following
relevant words:

“We have been asked by a correspondent why he should not ‘be free to suspect some of the so-
called 'precipitated' letters as being forgeries,” giving as his reason for it that while some of them
bear the stamp of (to him) undeniable genuineness, others seem from their contents and style, to
be imitations. This is equivalent to saying that he has such an unerring spiritual insight as to be
able to detect the false from the true, though he has never met a Master, nor been given any key
by which to test his alleged communications. The inevitable consequence of applying his
untrained judgment in such cases, would be to make him as likely as not to declare false what
was genuine, and genuine what was false. Thus what criterion has any one to decide between one
‘precipitated’ letter, or another such letter? Who except their authors, or those whom they employ
as their amanuenses (the chelas and disciples), can tell? For it is hardly one out of a hundred
‘occult’ letters that is ever written by the hand of the Master, in whose name and on whose behalf
they are sent, as the Masters have neither need nor leisure to write them; and that when a Master
says, ‘I wrote that letter,” it means only that every word in it was dictated by him and impressed
under his direct supervision. Generally they make their chela, whether near or far away, write (or
precipitate) them, by impressing upon his mind the ideas they wish expressed, and if necessary
aiding him in the picture-printing process of precipitation. It depends entirely upon the chela's
state of development, how accurately the ideas may be transmitted and the writing model
imitated. Thus the non-adept recipient is left in the dilemma of uncertainty, whether, if one letter
is false, all may not be; for, as far as intrinsic evidence goes, all come from the same source, and
an are brought by the same mysterious means. But there is another, and a far worse condition
implied. For all that the recipient of ‘occult’ letters can possibly know, and on the simple grounds
of probability and common honesty, the unseen correspondent who would tolerate one single
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behaved like an ass, utterly devoid of tact; he confesses it, and is ready to confess
it and to say mea culpa before all the Theosophists -- and it is more than any
Englishman would be willing to do. This is perhaps, why, with all his lack of tact,
and his frequent freaks that justly shock your susceptibilities and mine too, heaven
knows! going as he does against every conventionality -- he is still so liked by the
Masters, who care not for the flowers of European civilization. Had I known last
night what I have learnt since -- i.e. that you imagine, or rather force yourself to
imagine that the Mahatma's letter is not wholly orthodox and was written by a
chela to please me, or something of the sort, I would not have rushed to you as the
only plank of salvation. Things are getting dark and hazy. I have managed last
night to get the Psychic Research Society rid of its nightmare, Olcott; I may
manage to get England rid of its bugbear -- Theosophy. If you -- the most devoted,
the best of all Theosophists -- are ready to fall a victim to your own
preconceptions 3 and believe in new gods of your own fancy dethroning the old
ones -- then, notwithstanding all and everything Theosophy has come too early in
this country. Let your L.L.T.S. go on as it does -- I cannot help it, and what [ mean
I will tell you when I see you. But / will have nothing to do with the new

fraudulent line in his name, would wink at an unlimited repetition of the deception. And this
leads directly to the following. All the so-called occult letters being supported by identical
proofs, they have all to stand or fall together. If one is to be doubted, then all have, and the series
of letters in the ‘Occult World,” ‘Esoteric Buddhism,’ etc., etc., may be, and there is no reason
why they should not be in such a case-frauds, ‘clever impostures,” and ‘forgeries’ such as the
ingenuous though stupid agent [Richard Hodgson] of the ‘S.P.R.” has made them out to be. . . .”
“Lodges of Magic,” Lucifer, October, 1888.

3 In the same article quoted in the previous footnote, H.P. Blavatsky also wrote:

“Occult truth cannot be absorbed by a mind that is filled with preconception, prejudice, or
suspicion. It is something to be perceived by the intuition rather than by the reason; being by
nature spiritual, not material. Some are so constituted as to be incapable of acquiring knowledge
by the exercise of the spiritual faculty; e.g. the great majority of physicists. Such are slow, if not
wholly incapable of grasping the ultimate truths behind the phenomena of existence. There are
many such in the Society; and the body of the discontented are recruited from their ranks. Such
persons readily persuade themselves that later teachings, received from exactly the same source
as carlier ones, are either false or have been tampered with by chelas, or even third parties.
Suspicion and inharmony are the natural result, the psychic atmosphere, so to say, is thrown into
confusion, and the reaction, even upon the stauncher students, is very harmful. Sometimes vanity
blinds what was at first strong intuition, the mind is effectually closed against the admission of
new truth, and the aspiring student is thrown back to the point where he began. Having jumped at
some particular conclusion of his own without full study of the subject, and before the teaching
had been fully expounded, his tendency, when proved wrong, is to listen only to the voice of his
self-adulation, and cling to his views, whether right or wrong. The Lord Buddha particularly
warned his hearers against forming beliefs upon tradition or authority, and before having
thoroughly inquired into the subject.” “Lodges of Magic,” Lucifer, October 1888.
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arrangement and -- retire from it altogether unless we agree to disagree no more.,
Yours, H.P.B.
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Letter 12

To Francesca Arundale from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London sometime before July 21, 1884 !

Now that all of you have come to a better understanding, Mrs. H[olloway]'s letter
requires no answer. Tell her from Mahatma K.H., repeating them as his authentic
words "that he exonerates her entirely from any blame in this misunderstanding,
and that even had there been unfortunate results — which would be unfortunate
indeed — her karma would not have been in the least affected by them." For she
was in all this merely the hand made to toss everything in a room in confusion
when trying to clean the furniture which was getting dusty and to put it in better
order than it was before.

Spiritual faculties demand instruction and regulation even more than our mental
gifts, for intellect imbibes wrong far more easily than good. Mrs. H[olloway]
ought to bear always in mind these lines of Tennyson:

"Self reverence, self knowledge, self control.
These three alone lead life to sovereign power."

But to remember at the same time the extreme danger of self will when it is not
regulated by the three above mentioned qualities, especially in a question of
spiritual development. Her chief mistake — one that leads her always into trouble
— 1s the injudicious application and at wrong times of these three qualities which
she tries to underrate in herself. And her loose attitude toward this one defect in
her (self will), as also a lack of firmness in controlling her great natural
sensitiveness.

Her flower is indeed a symbol:

"The heart that is soonest awake to the flower,
Is always the first to be touched by the thorns."

Let her obtain self control over her self will and her too great sensibility and she
may become the most perfect — as the strongest — pillar of the Theosophical
Society.

! Original unavailable. Only a few excerpts from this letter have ever appeared in print. These

excerpts were first published by Mrs. Holloway in an article “The Mahatmas and Their Instruments,”
The Word (New York), April, 1912, p. 76. Reprinted in Letters from the Masters of Wisdom, First
Series, Appendix, Letter IV. A complete transcription of the entire letter is given here from a copy in
my personal library.
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Mahatma reiterates his assertion with regard to her book [Man: Fragments of a
Forgotten History]. But it is not in the din and confusion of quarrels and
conflicting passions that it can ever be written with its required perfection.

She was not as she thinks however, "doing nothing well and accomplishing little,
for herself and others." Nothing of the kind. She had served a purpose and the
unpleasant, painful scenes and events of the latter days have worked like
wholesome physic on diseased bodies, and there were several such among you;
with threatening germs in them of ugly mental sores, the full development of one
of which might have proved mortal to the Theosophical Society at large.

If as Mrs. H. truly says, she has brought people who love her sincerely "into
trouble," it is because these two were among the patients mentioned above. They
had entered into a current full of magnetic contagion, full of germs of mental
diseases that would have led them both — had they not been snatched from it with
a strong hand—to their spiritual death. The operation could not be made without
suffering and pain, but it was not the hand that was chosen for it, that inflicted it,
nor was it the instrument it held—to be blamed or made responsible.

It is not Mrs. H. who compelled Mahatma K.H. to tell Mr. Sinnett that the things
given him through her were false as to the source, as feeling it intuitively she had
herself repeatedly warned him. The source of all the trouble comes from a few
things given correctly, and Mr. Sinnett's mistake in consequence, in firmly
believing that he had been in direct communication with Mahatma K.H. and his
chelas through Mrs. Holloway. This, coupled with the fatal influence at work, one
that even within the few last hours, and since the reconciliation has taken place,
has again and once more reached Mr. Sinnett, was the real source of the poison
spreading.

Loyal and devoted as he has ever been, it threatens him still, it surrounds him like
a black cloud, and is approaching steadily Mrs. Holloway, as well as other
members of the London Lodge. Let them all beware. Her duty toward Mr. Sinnett
ought to be well known to her without asking the Mahatmas advice. Both he and
his Lady [Mrs. Patience Sinnett] has overwhelmed her with kindness. She owes to
them to support and encourage them with her presence; to console them in their
mental suffering; to strengthen their oft-failing faith by her soul impressions.
Those impressions that are made with open eyes and in the full possession of her
consciousness. Never allowing herself to lose it for a single instant, for it is only
then that they — the impressions — become full and trustworthy; coming as they
do from the evil influences at work. Whether she will return back under their roof
or not — 1is left entirely with her. She was told to remain in Col. Olcott's room
during his absence and no more. Whether she will or not return to America now or
two months later is also left to her own judgment. Remaining here she will finish
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the work successfully; by returning she is apt to fall under the power and influence
of those who have already once misguided her and will have to lead the old life
again.

She was permitted to entangle herself with another in beginning the book, by no
one. It is her own weakness that did it. Her ignorance of the things said by her in
trance, under the intense will of her two helpers; of orders often concealed from
her when awake, and still others slightly altered when being noted down by them
so as to better fit in with their desires. Mrs. B.'s feelings can hardly be soothed
except by returning to the old program, and this would prove final ruin to Mrs.
Holloway's spiritual development in the right direction. Without the slightest
doubt could Mrs. Holloway be prevailed upon to separate herself for a few months
from any contact with her old associations and their influence, she would come out
triumphant from this fiery furnace of probation.

There is no falsity or deceit in her, nor is there any selfishness, only an
exaggerated sensibility with an extreme want of prompt decision and firmness
when any such decision is made, and a great want of self-reverence, and too much
"reverence" to personalities often far beneath herself in intellect and judgment, and
a great deal lower on the plane of spirituality and purity of motives than the person
who reverences. Times of exaltation, when the higher intellect can express itself,
never come in trance. Enthusiasm or another kind of exaltation is the genius of
sincerity, and "Truth can accomplish no victories without it." Tell her to have
patience. Let her tell Mr. Sinnett as coming from Mahatma K.H., that by his
yesterday's action he has deserved well of him in every way, and that Mahatma
K.H. thanks him as much as his friend K.H. does. The difference between the two
will be given to Mrs. Holloway by Mahatma K.H. when the time comes.

K.H.
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Letter 13

To Laura C. Holloway from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London on August 4, 1884 !

Why must you be so faint-hearted in the performance of your duty? Friendship,
personal feelings, and gratitude are no doubt noble feelings, but duty alone leads
to the development you so crave for. Try to show them [the Sinnetts] the truth for
the last time. I desire you to go to Elberfeld [with H.P.B.]; I desire you to change
magnetism as little as you can.

K.H.
Mrs. Holloway described how she received the above note from Master K.H.:

This message was written with blue pencil diagonally across a letter sealed in an
envelope received in London, Aug. 4th, 1884, and mailed from Oaklands, Enfield,
Aug. 2. It was delivered by the postman, and was handed to me with other letters
addressed:

Mrs. Holloway
c/o Mrs. Arundale
77 Elgin Crescent
Notting Hill, London W.

[The letter reads:]

Oaklands
Enfield
Aug. 2, 1884

Dear Mrs. Holloway,

! Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection of
Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy. The text of this letter was first
published by Mrs. Holloway in an article “The Mahatmas and Their Instruments,” The Word (New
York), July, 1912, pp. 200. Reprinted in Letters from the Masters of Wisdom, First Series, Appendix,
Letter V.
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We hope that you will come with Madame, Mohini and Miss Arundale. It will
give us great pleasure to receive you and have you in our house. Leave a scrap of
your mantle behind!

I hope that you can all come on Thursday; we shall be more at leisure.

With united kind remembrances,
Yours fraternally

Isabel Cooper-Oakley.

93



Letter 13, page 1 of Mrs. Isabel Cooper-Oakley’s Letter
to Mrs. Holloway with K.H.’s Note added in blue pencil

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 13: Envelope
for Mrs. Isabel Cooper-Oakley’s Letter
to Mrs. Holloway

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 14

To a Theosophical Group from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in Cambridge, England on August 10, 1884 !

You came together --- why should you separate before you are all ready. You are
all wanted here for a purpose.

K.H.

The following document explains how the above note from Master K.H. was received
in Cambridge:

Cambridge, August 12, 1884

On Sunday, August 10th, at 2, St. Mary's Passage, at 6.30 p.m., the following
occurrence took place: ---

We were sitting around the table having just finished tea, when a note fell bearing
the initials of Mahatma K.H. The note was found under Mrs. X.'s [Mrs.
Holloway's] chair, near whom it fell and whom it especially concerned.
Something was seen to fall by Mrs. X. and Mohini, and on searching, the
following note was found on the floor, where I saw it lying. It was picked up by
Mohini.

[Copy.]

"You came together --- why should you separate before you are all ready. You are
all wanted here for a purpose.

(Signed) K.H.'

Mrs. X. [Holloway] and myself had intended leaving Cambridge on . . . Monday,
but in consequence we did not do so.

There were present in the room: Madame Blavatsky, Mr. Finch, Miss Z. [Miss
Francesca Arundale], Mrs. Z [Mrs. Mary Anne Arundale], Mohini and myself.

! Original unavailable. Copied from Bertram Keightley’s account.
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I am acquainted with the handwriting of Mr. Sinnett's letters [from Master K.H.]
and others having the same initials, and this note was in all respects in the same
handwriting.

Further, the paper is unlike any I have ever seen in England.
Bertram Keightley, B.A., Cantab.
The facts as stated are correct.

Miss Z.

Mrs. X.

Mohini M. Chatterji
H.P. Blavatsky?

2 Quoted from an unpublished draft of the First Report of the Committee of the Society for
Psychical Research, Appointed to Investigate the Evidence for Marvellous Phenomena offered by
Certain Members of the Theosophical Society preserved in the Archives of the Society for Psychical
Research, London.
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Letter 15

To H.P. Blavatsky from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London sometime before August 15, 1884
Never before published '

If she [Mrs. Holloway] gives you her word of honour never to reveal to Sinnett that
the advice or (as he would call it) orders come from me, then you may tell her this. If
she goes with the Sinnetts before they are entirely rid of the bad influences that haunt
them everywhere; or follows them out of England or stops with them she is lost, and
they too as regards my meddling any more with them. Tell her that if she insists upon
my saying so to S[innett] myself I will do so and then he will be lost to the L[ondon]
L[odge] and Theosophy.

She is worse than a child — she would have proofs in us as a Christian would have
his in Jesus.

K.H.

! Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection of
Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy.
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Letter 15, page 1

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 15, page 2

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 15, page 3

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 16

To A.P. Sinnett from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London sometime before August 15, 1884 !

My good friend -- Shakespeare said truly that "our doubts are traitors." Why
should you doubt or create in your mind ever growing monsters? A little more
knowledge in occult laws would have set your mind at rest long ago, avoided
many a tear to your gentle lady and pang to yourself. Know then that even the
chelas of the same guru are often made to separate and keep apart for long months
while the process of development is going on -- simply on account of the two
contrary magnetisms that attracting each other prevent mutual and
INDIVIDUALIZED development in some one direction. There is no offence
meant or even possible. This ignorance has caused of late immense suffering on all
sides. When shall you trust implicitly, in my heart if not in my wisdom for which I
claim no recognition on your part? It is extremely painful to see you wandering
about in a dark labyrinth created by your own doubts every issue of which,
moreover, you close with your own hands. I believe you are now satisfied with my
portrait’> made by Herr Schmiechen and as dissatisfied with the one you have? Yet
all are like in their way. Only while the others are the productions of chelas, the
last one was painted with M.'s hand on the artist's head, and often on his arm.

K. H.

Pray remain for the Wednesday meeting -- if you feel you are not to leave the
INNER CIRCLE. Otherwise -- go, remembering my friendship had WARNED
YOU. Only avoid, if you do, hurting the feelings of those who sin thro' an excess,
not lack of devotion.

! Reprinted from The Mahatma Letters to A. P. Sinnett, 2" ed., Letter No. 60; Chrono ed., Letter

129.

2 See Master K.H.’s portrait reproduced in this book on page 54.
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Letter 17

To Laura C. Holloway from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London sometime before August 15, 1884
Never before published'

Letter 17, Page 1

I Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection of
Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy.
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Letter 17, Page 2

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Lette 17, Page 3

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 17, Page 4

“Courtesy, The Winterthur Library:
Joseph Downs Collection of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera”
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Letter 18

To H.P. Blavatsky from Master Koot Hoomi
Received in London sometime before August 15, 1884 !

Lette8, page 1

I Courtesy of The Winterthur Library, Winterthur, Delaware in the Joseph Downs Collection
of Manuscripts and Printed Ephemera, Materials on Theosophy. The text of this letter was first
published by Mrs. Holloway in an article “The Mahatmas and Their Instruments,” The Word
(New York), July, 1912, pp. 202. Reprinted in Letters from the Masters of Wisdom, First Series,
Appendix, Letter X.
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